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CHAPTER  I. 

THE     GLASS     IK    WHICH     THE     WOBLD    VIEWS    ITS     OWN 

FEATURES. 

Man's  life  is  a  continual  series  of  actions 
which  vary  with  the  variations  of  his  wants 
and  desires.  There  is  no  downward  tend- 
ency, no  snhlime  aspiration  to  which  he 
does  not  alternately  yield.  But  his  animal 
appetites  must  he  first  satisfied  and  then  his 
intellectual.  like  a  balloon,  he  cannot  soar 
towards  Heaven  until  filled  with  the  gases 
of  earth. 

To  change  the  figure  :  every  mortal, 
philosophers  tell  us,  is  surrounded  by  a 
crowd  of  evil  spirits  in  the  shape  of  bis 
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passions,  which  hy  turns  undertake  the  task 
of  luring  him  out  of  his  road,  and  either 
decoy  him  up  to  the  eyes,  exclusive,  into 
the  mire ;  or  giving  him  a  sound  hox  on  the 
ear  send  him  howling  hack  to  the  right 
path ;  or,  more  ingeniously,  change  that  into 
a  trap  which  was  meant  for  a  protection, 
and  by  chucking  him  familiarly  under  the 
chin  make  him  with  his  oWn  teeth  commit 
an  assault  upon  his  own  tongue.  Were  it 
not  for  these  obstacles  it  is  incredible  in  how 
short  a  space  of  time  we  should  pass  from 
one  extremity  of  life  to  the  other ;  for  the 
cradle  is  not  far  from  the  grave,  and  it  is 
only  by  advancing. in  a  tortuous  and  zigzag 
fashion  that  we  can  prolong  the  distance 
between  them.  This,  by  the  by,  explains 
why  politicians  and  diplomatists  endure  in 
so  remarkable  a  manner.  But  lest  we 
should  be  thought  satirical,  let  us  hasten  to 
add  that  'tis  believed  among  naturalists  that 
the  crab,  from  the  peculiar  mode  of  progres- 
sion which  he  has  adopted,  would  never  die 
at  all  did  he  not,  in  walking  back  from  the 
grave,  unwittingly  fall  into  the  kettle. 
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One  of  the  most  obvious  deviations  from 
the  straight  line  of  which  we  are  guilty,  is  a 
visit  to  the  theatre.  A  play  is  a  dream 
enjoyed  in  common  by  a  crowd.  It  affords 
the  same  delight  to  most  persons  that  build- 
ing castles  in  the  air  does  to  a  few.  It 
relieves  the  imagination  from  the  trouble  of 
creating  for  itself.  It  forms  in  fact  the 
amusement  of  the  indolent. 

But  we  are  all  indolent  more  or  less,  at 
some  times  and  under  certain  circumstances. 
Few  persons,  therefore,  who  have  had  lei- 
sure and  opportunity  can  say  that  they 
have  never  surrendered  their  fancies  to  the 
influence  of  the  dramatist.  If  there  be  any 
such  let  them  overcome  their  scruples  for 
once,  or  pass  on  to  the  next  chapter ;  for 
without  more  ceremony  we  skip  up  the 
steps,  buy  our  ticket  and  plunge  boldly — no, 
not  into  the  pit,  but  into  the  parquet ^  for 
we  are  at  Paris.  .    . 

How  we  got  so  far  from  home  it  is  difficult 
to  say  ;  but  there  is  no  mistaking  the  fact. 
A  Frenchman  differs  from  all  other  nations 
as    much   without    as    within.      Let    our 

B  2 


4  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

neighbours  pick  a  compliment  oat  of  that  if 
they  can ;  no  matter  what  we  intend  by  it. 
It  is  sufficient  for  our  purpose  that  it  is  so. 

The  house  was  neither  the  most  humble 
«  nor  the  most  pretending  of  «aZZe«  de  spectacle. 
It  was  too  small  to  be  called  vast,  and  too 
large  to  be  called  mean.  The  eye  could 
traverse  it  without  fatigue  and  yet  its  range 
was  by  no  means  confined.  In  fact,  like 
the  reader's  nose,  had  it  been  one  inch 
larger  or  one  inch  smaller  it  would  not  have 
been  precisely  what  it  was. 

Having  made  these  observations,  we  sat 
ourselves  down  and  in  spite  of  our  plurality 
occupied  but  a  very  narrow  space  between 
two  overwhelmiog  amateurs  who  scarcely, 
if  at  all,  noticed  our  presence.  The  per- 
formance  then  commenced,  and  as  it  pro- 
ceeded, expression  in  all  its  variety  seemed 
to  come  out  from  some  hidden  retreat  and 
to  stand  revealed  on  every  countenance. 
Until  then  nothing  was  beheld  but  a  tinselled 
show.  The  whole  compass  of  the  theatre 
glowed  with  a  light  which  invested  the  bright 
paintings,  and  the  mouldings,  and  cornices 
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of  silver  and  gold,  tlie  jewels,  tbe  silks,  the 
satins,  the  brocades,  with  a  beauty  not  their 
own,  giving  them  as  it  were  from  without  a 
vivacity  of  colour  which  our  cheeks  seem  to 
owe  to  tbat  perennial  spring  of  existence 
which  gushes  from  the  depths  of  our  nature ; 
still  unsounded,  perhaps  unfathomable.  But 
when  the  motions  and  the  gestures  of  that 
dazzling  crowd  had  been  harmonized  and  re- 
gulated— ^for  the  minds  of  men  submitted  to 
the  influence  of  the  same  emotions,  paint 
their  internal  action  by  outward  symbols 
which  would  be  uniform  were  they  not 
slightly  modified  by  particular  impulses, 
pailakiug  .^et  d£  one  general  character^— 
when  this,  we  say,  had  come  to  pass,  then 
was  our  attention  detached,  from  whatever 
seemed  material  in  the  scene,  and  we  strove 
to  catch,  as  they  rose  to  the  surface  and 
vanished  like  air-bubbles,  the  evanescent 
indications  of  the  nature  of  the  spirit 
that  Ues  mysteriously  imprisoned  in  the 
strong  embraces  of  flesh.  Nor,  we  ima- 
gined, was  our  scrutiny  ill  repaid. 
There  stood  evidence  on  many  a  manly 
countenance  of  frankness  and  good  faith ; 
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the  cunning,  the  reckless,  the  proud,  the 
envious,  all  unconsciously  betrayed  them* 
selves ;  and  here  and  there  cautious  wisdom 
seemed  to  sit  down  beside  contented  folly- 
Many  a  desperate  beauty,  long  since  declined 
from  the  zenith,  blazed  with  mock  splendour 
by  the  side  of  young  girls  whose  pure  fore-^ 
heads,  mild  eyes,  lips  like  half  blown  roses, 
and  cheeks  delicately  tinted  -  with  the  hues 
of  health  told  of  hearts  as  yet  uncorrupted, 
prospects  yet  unblighted,  hopes  in  the  full 
bloom  of  spring.  But  our  regards  wandei*- 
ing  from  paradis  to  parterre  sought  in  vain 
for  one  of  those  faces  which  in  their  pallid 
sereneness  reveal  that  the  heart  beneath  is 
the  holy  sanctuary  of  woe.  They  to  whom 
memory  is  an  ever  flowing  fountain  of 
melancholy  satisfaction,  are  rarely  to  be 
seen  where  the  gay,  the  thoughtless,  and  the 
frivolous  congregate  in  the  pursuit  of  plea- 
sure, which  like  a  butterfly  fluttering  before 
a  child  seems  ever  on  the  point  of  falling 
captive  but  ever  rises  on  the  wing  as  we 
draw  near  and  floats  to  a  more  removed 
flower  or  a  more  elevated  spr^y. 

Casting  our  glances,  however,  along  the 
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second  tier  of  boxes,  they  suddenly  fell  upon 
one  who  seemed  almost  out  of  place  in  the 
midst  of  that  brilliant  assemblage.  It  was 
not  exactly  that  the  expression  of  her 
countenance  betokened  suffering ;  but  there 
wa$  something  so  placid,  so  tranquil  about 
it  'A^he  was  so  little  affected  by  what  was 
going  on,  that  had  it  not  been  for  the 
gentleness  that  pervaded  her  whole  de-> 
meanour  one  would  have  thought  that^  she 
had  joined  that  joyous  crowd  in  mockery. 
Next  but  one  to  her  was  a  gay,  laughing, 
brunette  who  in  spite  of  the  pathetic 
character  of  the  performance  seemed  too 
light-hearted  to  allow  herself  to  be  mastered, 
even  for  a  moment,  by  any  one  powerful 
emotion — at  least  such  fictitious  emotions 
as  are  roused  in  a  theatre — ^for  a  golden 
smile,  reflected  from  the  serenity  of  her  soul, 
played  around  her  lips  and  shone  blandly 
through  the  tears  that  stood  in  her  eyes. 
But  a  youthful  blue-eyed  damsel,  who  sat 
between  the  two  ladies  we  have  described 
and  was  evidently  a  stranger  to  such  scenes, 
with  flushed  cheek  and  anxious  look  foUowr 
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ed  the  movements  of  the  performers,  now 
glowing  with  delight,  now  trembling  mtix 
terror,  obeying  every  sway  of  the  magic 
wand  of  art,  descending  in  spirit  to  the 
gloomy  recesses  of  sorrow,  or  wandering  in 
the  high  places  of  the  imagination,  cheerily, 
gaily,  confidently.  No  wonder  then  that  a 
burst  of  well-feigned  passion  upon  the  stage, 
sweeping  over  the  highly  wound  chords  of 
her  heart,  at  length  overcame  her;  no  won- 
der  that,  as  the  curtain  like  a  cloud  of 
sorrow  descended  over  persons  already 
familiar  and  beloved,  she  leaned  her  head 

m 

upon  her  hands  and  wept,  as  she  thought, 
unobserved. 

But,  by  one  of  those  fortuitous  circum- 
stances which  often  yoke  together  the 
fortunes  of  persons  who  harve  hitherto  had 
no  relation  one  with  another,  it  happened 
that,  between  the  tides  and  returns  of  her 
sobs,  her  attention  was  aroused  by  hearing 
some  one  behind  her  give  way  to  corres- 
ponding emotions.  Pleased  to  discover 
that  others  were  equally  sentimental  with 
herself,  she  ventured  to  cast  a  furtive  glance 
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over  her  slioulcler;  bat,  to  her  surprise, 
instead  of  beholding  a  young  and  tender 
female  who  like  herself  perhaps  was  present 
at  the  theatre  for  the  first  time,  her  eyes 
encountered  the  audacious  gaze  of  a  man 
in  the  act  of  withdrawing  a  crimson  silk 
pocket  handkerchief  from  his  face.  Too 
simple  to  evade,  by  running  her  glance  over 
the  remaining  occupants  of  the  box,  the 
suspicion  of  having  had  her  curiosity 
aroused  by  anything  connected  with  him, 
the  young  girl,  colouring  violently,  re- 
mained uncertain  for  an  instant  what  to  do. 
Before  she  could  recover  her  presence  of 
mind,  the  stranger,  an  elegantly  dressed, 
handsome,  rrumstached  individual  more  than 
six  feet  high,  bent  familiarly  towards  her, 
and  addressed  her  in  the  following  words  : 

*'I  see,  Mademoiselle,  that  I  have  at 
length  in  you  found  .a  congenial  spirit. 
Our  tender  hearts  beat  in  unison.  Our 
sympathies  are,  as  it  were,  tacitly  engaged 
on  the  same  side.  Human  nature,  under 
ail  its  varied  aspects,  is  the  object  of  our 
common  thoughts.     Love  and  charity  are 
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the  dominant  passions  of  our  souls .  Reason 
we  expel  ignominiously  from  our  councils  ; 
and  in  all  the  conjunctures  of  life  consult 
only  those  pure  and  generous  instincts 
which  nature  has  implanted  in  our  hosoms, 
and  by  which  it  is  impossible  we  should  ever 
be  led  astray.     Oh  !  Mademoiselle — " 

The  gentleman,  who  had  commenced  in 
a  whisper,  now  raised  his  voice  to  such  a 
pitch  that  the  murmurs  of  his  neighbours 
significantly  reminded  him  of  his  indiscre* 
tion.  Pausing  awhile,  he  cast  a  haughty 
and  impressive  glance  over  two  or  three 
striplings  who  had  been  foremost  in  their 
manifestations  of  discontent,  and  was  about 
to  direct  his  attentions  to  their  former 
object,  when  the  brunette  whom  we  have 
already  mentioned  and  who  had  listened^ 
half  in  admiration,  half  in  anger,  to  his 
mode  of  saying  soft  things  or  in  other  words 
being  impertinent,  inquired  of  her  com- 
panion : 

"  Do  you  know  this  gentleman,  Agnes  ?" 
*'  Oh  no  !"   hastily   replied   the   young 
girl. 
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.  ^^  Alas !"  continued  in  a  more  moderate 
key  the  person  who  had  so  strangely 
intruded  himself \ipon  their  nojtice  ;  *'  alas !" 
and  he  pressed  a  hand  whose  fingers 
were  loaded  with  rings  upon  a  waistcoat  of 
flowered  satin ;  '^  alas  1  Mademoiselle  is 
perfectly  right;  and  she  doubtless  would 
wish  to  add,  seldom  is  it  that,  in  this  world 
kindred  spirits  are  thrown  together.  Stern, 
unrelenting  fate  unites,  generally,  the  warm- 
hearted with  the  phlegmatic,  the  generous 
with  the  penurious,  the  virtuous  with  the 
vicious.  It  is  an  event  of  no  common  occur- 
rence for  two  individuals  of  the  same  tastes, 
thesamecastpf  mind,  the  same  opinions,  the 
same  hopes,  the  same  fears,  to  be  twined  to- 
gether like  two  flowers  in  the  mystic  wreath 
of  friendship ;  and  this  would  be  still  more 
rarely  the  case  were  it  not  for  this  glorious 
institution— the  theatre.  Here  alone  is  it 
possible  to  plunge  to  the  very  depths  of 
psychological  science.  Thi^  is  the  place 
wherein  to  study  the  secret  sympathies  and 
antipathies  of  souls ;  for  the  emotions 
experienced  by  the  spiritual  portion  of  our 
being  make  s^n  effort  outwards  and  paint 


12  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

themselves  on  our  countenances.  What  in- 
deed," exclaimed  the  speaker  with  vehe- 
mence, **  is  the  object  of  all  literature,  of 
all  works  of  genius  and  the  imagination  ? 
Is  it  not  to  excite  the  dormant  passions — ^to 
conjure  up  the  hidden  character  which 
might  otherwise  remain  buried  beneath  the 
enormous  load  of  common  places  that  is 
daily  poured  into  the  mind  ?  Is  it  not  to 
escape  the  dull  routine  of  life  and  transport 
ourselves  into  regions  where  we  may  regale 
our  fancies  with  a  feast  which  we  could  not 
possibly  provide  from  our  own  resources, 
that  we  gaze  on  a  painting,  scrutinize  a 
statue,  pore  over  a  book  or  take  our  place 
on  these  mercenary  cushions  ?  What  else, 
I  demand,  is  the  object  of  all  those  arts 
which  cater,  not  to  the  sensual  appetites  but 
to  the  intellectual  tastes  of  men  ?"  ' 

A  pause  followed,  the  speaker's  breath  or 
his  invention  being  exhausted. 

The  young  lady,  to  whom  he  more 
particularly  addressed  himself,  instead  of 
replying  seemed  to  wish  herself  any  where 
but  where  she  was ;  and  her  matronly 
companion    to    whom  she  bore   sufficient 
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resemblaoce  to  be  esteemed  her  daughter, 
cast  a  glance  of  some  severity  at  the 
stranger ;  but  the  brunette,  whom  we  have 
before  mentioned,  deemed  it  probably  un- 
gracious to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  so  elegant  an 
orator.  At  first,  she  had  determined  to  pay 
no  attention  to  it;  but  its  peculiarity 
induced  her  to,  listen  and  the  extraordinary 
gracefulness  and  suavity  of  the  speaker's 
manner  and  the  melody  of  his  voice  next 
won  her  admiration.  The  straoger's  elo- 
quence, indeed,  like  that  of  the  Chambers, 
consisted  chiefly  in  harmony  of  sound  and 
elegance  of  delivery.  A  strange  sus- 
picion shot  across  the  brunette's  mind. 
Perhaps  she  was  addressed  by  M.  de 
Lamartine ! 

"What,  .Monsieur!"  said  she  half  turn- 
ing towards  him  and  drawing  her  scarf 
closer  round  her  neck,  "  do  you  think  we 
girls  receive  no  hurt  from  being  wrapped  in 
a  fool's  paradise !" 

**  Mademoiselle,"  was  the  reply,  "  does 
success  uniformly  attend  you  in  the 
world?" 

*'  No  one  is  always  fortunate." 
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"  Well  then,"   quoth  he,  endeavouring 
once  more  to  screw  up  his  soul  to 

the  height  of  that  great  argument, 

"  come  hither  and  your  reverses  are  buried 
in  oblivion.  A  new  chord  is  struck — the 
old  one  ceases  to  vibrate." 

At  this  juncture  the  curtain  rose,  a 
,  cheerful  song  burst  from  the  throats  of .  a 
powerful  chorus,  and  the  attention  of  the 
young  ladies  was  drawn  off  from  the 
metaphysical  nature  of  dramatic  exhibitions 
to  the  practical.  Their  older  companion, 
who  appeared  to  have  listened  in  some 
astonishment  and  with  a  slight  degree  of 
disapprobation  to  the  dialogue  we  have  just 
commemorated,  took  this  opportunity  of 
whispering  in  the  ear  of  Mademoiselle 
F^icitd,  such  was  the  name  of  the  damsel 
who  had  ventured  to  speak.  Her  words 
doubtless  conveyed  a  rebuke,  for  they 
produced  a  slight  blush,  a  smile  and  a 
gesture  of  dissent.  Agnes  herself  had  soon 
forgotten  this  little  adventure;  for  the 
theatre  to  her  was  too  new  and  extraordinary 
a  spectacle  not  to  absorb  her  whole  atten- 
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tion ;  and  when  startled  occasionally  from 
the  solitude  of  her  own  feelings  by  the 
noisy  expressions  of  applause  resorted  to  by 
her  neighbours,  she  could  not  help  wonder- 
ing how  it  could  be  that  they  were  rather 
occupied  in  uttering  their  admiration  than 
in  enjoying  what  imparted  to  her  a  delight 
so  pure- 

The  individual  who  had  so  warmly* 
advocated  the  cause  of  literature  and  the 
drama  appeared  equally  engrossed  by  the 
representation  going  on  before  him ;  but 
an  attentive  observer  would  perhaps  have 
detected  an  occasional  furtive  glance  over 
the  shoulders  of  the  ladies  behind  whom 
be  was  placed.  It  was  evidently  his  inten- 
tion not  to  allow  the  acquaintance,  if  it 
may  be  so  called,  to  end  there. 

"  You  will  now/'  said  he  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  the  piece,  "  acknowledge  the  truth  of 
my  observations.  Did  any  sorrow  press 
upon  your  soul,  chilling  its  warmth  and 
impeding  its  operations,  when  you  entered 
this  vast  hall,  I  will  answer  for  it  your 
thoughts  were  soon  melted  into  a  balmy 
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current  whilst  you  allowed  your  heart 
to  be  interested  in  the  fortunes  of  those 
personages  who  have  now  disappeared 
from  before  you,  and  are  converted  into 
beings  for  whom  you  probably  feel  little 
enthusiasm." 

'*  You  have  perhaps  learned  by  experience 
the  soothing  influence  of  such  scenes  upon 
a  mind  disturbed,"  observed  F^licit^,  who 
could  not  reconcile  it  to  her  ideas  of  polite- 
ness to  refuse  a  reply.  Besides,  she  was 
now  quite  certain  she  was  speaking  to 
Lamartine.  . 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  stranger,  "  I  have 
experienced  reverses — all,  however,  owing 
to  my  extreme  sensibility.  When  I  was  a 
very  little  boy  I  cried  at  the  loss  of  my  cat, 
and  in  the  midst  of  my  affliction  made  an 
offer  of  marriage  to  my  father's  cookmaid. 
Not  that  she  was  an  object  worthy  of  my 
flame.  Far  from  it.  But  I  felt  the  neces- 
sity of  loving.  My  heart  was  irresistibly 
impelled  to  project  itself  within  the  circle 
of  another  person's  existence.  My  imagina- 
tion, like  the  sun,  gilded  whatever  it  shone 
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upon.  It  would  have  converted  an 
Ethiopian  into  a  Venus.  The  loveUness 
was  the  offspring  of  my  own  soul;  the 
form  without  was  but  a  scaffolding  on 
which  to  hang  it.  T  often  sank  down  on  my 
knees  before  a  stool,  a  broom,  an  umbrella, 
a  boot  or  a  shoe,  and  by  a  powerful  effort  of 
the  imagination  converted  it  into  that  being 
which  seems  to  be  born  along  with  us,  to 
grow  invisibly  by  our  side,  to  reveal  itself 
mysteriously  at  that  second  birth  when  the 
passions  first  develop  themselves,  and  to 
haunt  our  existence  until  the  living 
archetype  meets  our  eyes — I  mean  ideal 
beauty.** 

F^cit^  could  now  no  longer  contain  her 
merriment,  which  the  public  doubtless 
ascribed  to  an  exclamation  of  a  character*  in 
one  of  Scribe's  vaudevilles  which  had  just 
commenced.  We  may  even  add,  that  many 
who  had  not  yet  penetrated  the  entire  sense 
of  the  joke  thought  themselves  bound  to 
laugh  in  company  with  so  pretty  a  lady, 
which  circumstance  made  the  fortune  of 
the  piece ;  for  the  contagion  spreading,  the 
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whole  theatre,  taken  by  surprise,  at  length 
joined  and  remained  in  good  humour  the 
rest  of  the  evening,  though  to  this  day, 
public,  actor,  and  author  have  in  vain  en- 
deavoured to  discover  the  wit  of  what 
appeared  to  them,  on  that  one  occasion,  so 
infinitely  comic.  Even  the  real  object  of 
the  young  lady's  derision  was  half  doubtful 
of  the  matter,  and  when  the  spectacle  had 
concluded,  politely  offered  to  assist  both  her 
and  her  companions  in  assuming  their 
shawls*  F^icit^  alone  accepted  his  good 
offices  ;  listening  at  the  same  time  with 
mock  gravity  to  the  history  of  his  feelings. 
"  As  I  grew  up  I  still  evinced  the  same 
dispositions.  My  tender  and  susceptible 
heart  was  continually  yearning  to  make 
acquaintance  with  every  agreeable  object 
that  presented  itself.  I  fell  into  some 
awkward  scrapes  in  consequence  of  this  pro-* 
pensity;  but  I  gained  what  I  sought — 
enjoyment ;  or  rather  I  tasted  that  illusory 
gratification  which  is  derived  from  hope* 
My  feelings  on  this  subject  I  expressed  once 
in  my  youthful  days,  when  lying  dormant 
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on  a  bench  with  my  face  to  the  sun,  in 
one  of  those  effusions  of  soul  generally 
denominated  poems,  and  which  I  shall 
probably  some  day  have  an  opportunity  of 
reciting  to  you  entire.     It  begins  thus : — 

Love,  love  is  my  link-boy,  aiid  marriage  my  goal. 
For  beauty  I  care  not,  I  look  to  the  soul; 
But  should  a  good  soul  'wrapped  in  beautiful  clay 
Eyer  fly  to  these  arms,  it  shall  carry  the  day. 

•*  I  never  •  married  '' — ^here  he  cast  a 
tender  glance  at  the  two  young  ladies — 
"  but  were  a  worthy  person  to  .  present 
herself  *' — ^his  eye  rested  for  a  moment  upon 
Agnes — "  all  I  say  is,  I  am  not  a  confirmed 
bachelor — ^am  not  thirty-five — I  have  no 
estates,  but  great  expenctations — ^lastly,  my 
figure  is  not  of  the  most  disagreeable ;  and, 
to  conclude,  my  name  is  Narcisse  Leroui^ 
at  your  service." 

A  low  bow  followed  this  peroration  which 
again  roused  the  merriment  of  Mademoiselle 
F^licit6.  M.  Leroux,  however,  did  not 
take  offence  even  when  this  slight  was 
followed  by  a  refusal  to  accept  the  arm 
which  he  confidently  offered.     On  the  con- 


20  THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

trary,  it  was  with  smiles  of  inexpressible 
good  humour  that  he  made  way  for  the 
ladies  through  the  crowd  that  was  quitting 
the  house  as  hastily  as  it  had  entered  it,  for 
it  is  a  maxim  that  there  is  nothing  people 
show  so  much  ardour  in  gaining  or  quitting 
as  a  seat  in  the  theatre. 

In  performing  this  charitable  office, 
however,  he  overreached  himself;  for  when 
at  length  he  gained  the  open  air  and  turned 
round  to  receive  the  thanks  which  were 
his  due,  his  astonished  eyes  fell  upon  the 
round  red  good  humoured  faces  of  two  fat 
country  girls  who  had  somehow  or 
other  assumed  the  places  of  the  ladies  to 
whom  he  had  paid  so  much  attention.  A 
moment's  reflection  dispelled  the  idea  that 
at  first  presented  itself  that  there  might  be 
something  in  Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  and 
convinced  him  of  the  real  truth.  Accord- 
ingly, after  two  or  three  vain  attempts  to 
penetrate  back  into  the  corridor  by  the  way 
he  had  come,  the  disappointed  cavalier 
determined  to  stand  sentinel  in  the  street ; 
but  suddenly,  as  from  the  vantage  of  his 
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height  he  cast  his  eyes  over  the  heads  of 
his  neighbours,  he  beheld  the  objects  of  his 
search  getting  into  a  cabriolet,  in  which 
they  drove  off  before  he  could  extricate 
himself  from  the  press.  Trusting,  however, 
to  his  power  o£  foot,  and  actuated  by  somet 
mysterious  motive,  he  set  off  in  pursuit, 
humming  for  his  own  edification  as  he  pro- 
ceeded through  the  dark  streets 

"  Love,  love  is  my  link-boy,  an3  marriage  my  goal." 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE    MT8TEBIE8    OF  THE    HEABT. 

The  ladies  whom  we  have  introduced  to 
our  readers,  and  whose  company  we  prefer 
to  that  of  M.  Narcisse  Leroux,  arrired 
safely  at  their  apartments,  Rue  St.  Fran9ois. 
They  occupied  the  fourth  story,  of  which 
Mademoiselle  F^licit^  de  Chassereau  was 
the  mistress,  whilst  her  sister-in-law  and 
niece  were  but  guests.  She  herself  pursued 
the  humble  occupation  of  a  couturUre ;  and 
was — we  love  exactitude  and  the  young 
lady  has  no  objection  to  our  frankness — 
hard  upon  twenty  four  years  of  age.  Many 
people  wondered  why  she  remained  single, 
and  told  her  so  too ;  but  as  she  only 
laughed,    it    is  to  be    supposed   she   had 
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some  weighty  reason.  Had  she  cried, 
we  should  have  inferred  she  could  not 
help  it. 

Madame  de  Chassereau  was  the  wife  of 
a  lieutenant  in  the  army  serving  in  Algiers. 
Her  husband  had  risen  after  twenty  years* 
service  to  the  post  he  now  held,  in  which  it 
seemed  likely  he  was  to  remain.  Up  to 
the  time  to  which  we  have  drawn  the 
leader's  attention  his  family  had  dwelt  in 
a  little  village  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire, 
whilst  his  sister,  much  younger  as  we 
have  seen  than  himself,  lived  in  Paris 
under  the  protection  of  an  aged  aunt, 
whom  she  supported  with  her  needle.  Her 
companion,  however  dying,  after  six  months 
of  solitude,  she  resolved  on  persuading  her 
sister-in-law  to  come  and  form  part  of  her 
mmage.  In  this  she  easily  succeeded ;  and  in 
less  than  two  months  after  the  negotiation 
was  opened  the  scene  which  we  have  com- 
memorated  in  the  last  chapter  occurred. 

Having .  thus  discharged  the  duties  of 
honest  historians,  and  trusting  that  our 
retrospect  of  facts  .has  not  been  too  diffuse, 
let  us  venture  to  penetrate  a  little  into  the 
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heart'  of  Agnes  de  Chassereau,  who  will 
make  no  inconsiderable  figure  in  the  follow- 
ing pages.  From  her  birth  to  the  age  of 
eighteen  she  had  seen  no  more  of  the  world 
than  she  could  be  expected  to  see  in  a 
village  of  some  two  hundred  inhabitants,  far 
removed  from  any  town.  Even  her  wishes 
ha4  scarcely  ever  carried  her  beyond  the  cir- 
cle of  a  few  miles,  until,  a  year  before  her 
journey  to  Paris,  F^icit^,  in  a  prolonged 
visit,  had  inspired  her  with  an  ardent  desire 
to  see  so  magnificent  a  city.  This  desire, 
however,  did  not  disturb  her  tranquillity  ; 
for  the  realisation  of  it  seemed  almost  an 
impossibility ;  and  when  it  was  finally  de^ 
termined  that  they  should  actually  leave  the 
place  they  had  so  long  inhabited,  there  was, 
perhaps,  more  of  sorrow  than  of  joy  in  her 
feelings.  We  cannot,  indeed,  quit  a  place 
where  we  have  passed  many  pleasant  years 
without  a  feeling  of  regret ;  nor  can  we 
fail  to  return  to  it  with  gladness.  A  thread 
of  gold,  invisible  to  all  but  ourselves,  binds 
our  affections  to  the  spot.  Looking  down 
the  long  vista  of  our  memory,  tbe  prospect 
brightens  as  it  recedes,  and  afar  off  in  a 
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land  which  we  may  no  more  revisiti  we 
behold  a  bevy  of  gentle  shapes — the  thoughts 
and  imaginations  of  our  childhood,  purified 
by  time  of  every  stain — ^which  sport  in  the 
familiar  scene  beneath  the  shadow  of  the 
trees,  glide  through  the  sunbeams,  or  fade 
from  the  view,  as  if  for  a  while  dissolved  by 
their  intensity.  It  is  to  commune  with 
beings  fantastic  and  incorporeal  as  these, 
that  we  revisit  the  places  where  our  passions 
and  affections  first  tried  the  wing.  Old 
friends  meet  us  at  every  corner,  we  smile  at 
each  other,  shaken  hands,  embrace,  con- 
verse. The  generation  that  is  uncon* 
sciously  hallowijig  the  same  spot  for  the 
recollections  of  its  old  age  is  nothing  to  us. 
We  wish  to  fly  from  the  present  into  the 
bosom  of  the  past,  to  drink  once  more  from 
the  pure  springs  of  youth,  to  sport,  to  play, 
to  be  clasped,  as  of  yore,  in  our  mother's 
arms;  to  start  back,  in  fact,  from  the 
borders  of  the  .grave,  and  repass,  in 
imagination,  the  boundary  which  sepa- 
rates the  dreary  now  from  the  cheerful 
long  ago. 

VOL.    I.  c 
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Agnes,  as  we  have  hinted,  experienced 
all  the  natural  grief  which  is  aroused  at 
separation  from  a  spot  beloved  for  its  own 
sake.  With  her  regret,  however,  was 
mingled  another  feeling,  to  which  we  shall 
allude  anon. 

Educated  in  the  calm  and  quiet'  of  the 
country,  the  absence  of  sanguine  hopes  and 
distressing  fears  had  preserved  in  her  mind 
that  state  of  repose  which,  when  habitual, 
we  denominate  placidity.  Nature,  however, 
had  bestowed  upon  her  a  warmth  of  cha- 
racter which  could  not  remain  in  abeyance, 
and  expended  itself  accordingly  in  filial 
affection,  and  those  charities  which  the 
tender  in  hearty  however  humble  in  station, 
however  limited  in  ineans,  always  find 
opportunities  of  exercising.  Alms-giving, 
indeed,  and  feeding  the  hungry,  and  clothing 
the  naked,  embrace  not  the  whole  circle  of 
benevolence  ;  for  there  is  often  more  kind- 
ness manifested  by  a  word,  be  it  of  comfort 
or  advice,  and  more  gratitude  raised,  than 
by  the  bestowing  of  a  purse  of  gold.  And 
Agnes  had  soothed  many  a  bosom  by  the 
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balm  of  consolation,  when  she  possessed  no 
other  means  of  giving  reUef. 

But  young  hearts  will  begin  at  length  to 
form  schemes  of  happiness  for  themselves ; 
to  open,  at  intervals,  long  imaginary  pros- 
pects into  the  future;  to  create  happy 
bowers,  and  call  up  golden  visions.  In 
vain  at  times  do  the  solicitations  of  business 
or  study  draw  them  aside  from  these  agree- 
able  occupations ;  in  vsdn  does  the  every 
day  experience  of  life  contradict  their  il- 
lusory fancies ;  they  still  cherish  such 
thoughts  in  secret,  and  retire  to  them  as  to 
an  inclosed  garden  of  which  they  alone 
possess  the  key.  Here  they  wander  in 
leafy  avenues  that  wave  their  dreamy 
arches  overhead,  meditate  along  the  banks 
of  the  little  plots  of  silver,  lie  down  by  the 
tremulous  fountains,  and  commune  with 
forms  shaped  at  will  by  their  own  fancy, 
and  endued  with  all  those  qualities,  at  the 
approach  of  which  love,  starts  up  in  the 
breast  of  a  maiden  as  in  a  mirror. 

This,  we  believe,  is  what  is  called  build- 
ing castles  in  the  air ;  and  a  very  agreeable 

c  2 
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occupation  it  is.  But  it  may  become-  dan- 
gerous to  a  yoimg  lady  when  she  meets 
witb  the  original  of  the  idea  she  has  formed 
of  a  companion.  From  that  moment  foiv 
ward  all  her  thoughts — ^previously  scattered 
— cluster  round  one  object ;  and  it  is  some- 
times very  immaterial  whether  or  not  he 
who  now  engrosses  her  worship  be  the  very 
counterpart  of  him  she  dreamed  of.  A 
young  lady's  beau-ideal  of  a  lover  is  very 
flexible. 

But,  after  all,  these  reflections  may  be 
premature.  Have  the  dreams  of  Agnes 
faded,  and  been  followed  by  the  reality? 
Does  her  heart  acknowledge  the  influence 
of  a  passion  so  tender  as  love?  Her 
mother  thought  not  so ;  F^icit^,  her  con- 
fidante^  dreamed  not  of  it;  she,  herself, 
perhaps,  did  not  imagine  so  much.  But 
this  at  least  was  true,  that  in  the  retired 
places  of  her  mind  she  had  erected  a  par- 
tition, behind  which  she  admitted  none  but 
herself. 

Let  it  not  be  imagined,  however,  that 
this  mysterious   train  of  thought  entirely 
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pre-occupied  her  mind,  or  rendered  her 
melancholy.  It  formed  merely  an  episode 
in  ber  eifistence ;  and  took  not  off  the  edge 
of  her.  curiosity  to  penetrate  into  these 
mystmes  of  the  metropolis,  a  knowledge 
of  which  it  is  permitted  young  girls  to 
thirst  for. 

Paris  at  first  sight,  perhaps,  surprised 
her.  Experience  had  not  as  yet  brushed 
away  the  youHg  bloom  from  her  senses. 
Her  confused  idea  of  grandeur,  of  mag- 
nificence, of  wf^alth,  was  not  realised.  It 
is  80  difficult  to  rein  in  the  fancy  when  ^ 

coursing  in  countries  unknown.  In  spite 
of  the  warnings  of  her  aunt,  the  Paris  she 
had  pictured  to  herself  was  almost  such  a  ^ 

one  as  we  might  expect,  to  behold  in  fairy 
land  : — the  realities  of  splendour  squared  in 
nowise  with  her  conceptions.  But  its  pre- 
sence was  too  evident  to  be  mistaken,  and 
a  feeling. of  awe  came  over  her. 

Great  capitals  always  produce  these  im- 
pressions upon  young  persons  of  an  imagi- 
native character,  who  visit  them  for  the 
first  time.     And  the  explanation,  perhaps, 


30  THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 


lies  in  this — that  in  the  quiet  of  the  country 
they  receive  ideas  leisurely,  and  without 
confusion.  There  is  an  evident  harmony 
in  all  they  hehold.  There  is  nothing  to 
shock  or  to  astonish  them.  The  operations 
of  nature  proceed  slowly  before  their  eyes. 
The  seasons  follow  in  each  other's  footsteps. 
The  fruits  of  the  earth  come  gradually  to 
perfection.  Even  to  the  abrupt  interrup*- 
tions  which  storms  make  in  the  general 
repose,  they  are  accustomed  from  their 
youth.  But  on  entering  the  streets  of  a 
populous  city,  the  enormous  mass  of  houses, 
the  crowds  of  human  beings,  the  bustle, 
the  confused  hum,  the  rolling  of  carriages, 
the  evidences  of  affluence  on  every  side — 
all  solicit  the  attention  at  once,  and  throw 
the  mind  into  a  state  of  confusion,  from 
which  it  recovers  not  immediately. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

9HB      AB8XKT     V  BIB  NO. 

Domestic  diplomacy,  though  not  carried 
on  with  as  much  pomp,  is  often  employed 
on  topics  as  insignificant  as  public  diplo- 
macy, like  this,  indeed,  it  is  often  its 
own  object.  It  moves  in  a  circle^  creates 
difficulties  for  the  salfie  of  surmounting 
them,  and  frequently,  like  the  over-scru- 
pulous buyer  of  a  watch,  so  handles  and 
winds  up  a  negociation,  that  it  is  ten  to  one 
but  it  succeeds  at  length  in  stopping  a 
wheel  or  breaking  a  spring.  Nevertheless, 
it  is  very  interesting.  The  minuteness  of 
the  dangers  and  difficulties  encountered  is 
of  no  consequence.  Children  who  launch 
forth  in  a  tub  to  brave  the  perils  of  a  pond, 
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are  perhaps  more  excited  than  many  who 
weigh  anchor  for  a  cruise  across  the 
Atlantic.  The  importance  of  all  things  in 
this  world  is  relative.  We  regret,  there- 
fore, that  during  the  progress  of  the  little 
family  arrangements,  which  succeeded  the 
arrival  of  Madame  de  Chassereau  and  her 
daughter  at  the  lodgings  of  Mademoiselle 
F^icit^,  not  a  negociation  was  set  on  foot, 
not  a  single  protocol  was  signed,  that  not 
one  of  the  three  high  contracting  parties 
was  in  a  state  of  isolation  for  as  many 
minutes ;  in  fact,  that  perfect  concord  ex- 
isted, and  that  everything  was  concluded  to 
the  satisfaction  of  everybody.  We  have, 
accordingly,  merely  to  indicate  the  final 
settlement  of  the  question  before  we  pro- 
ceed. 

They  dwelt,  as  has  been  observed,  in  the 
Rue  St.  Fran9ois,  au  quatriime.  This  is 
not  surprising.  Even  in  France  there  are 
more  than  four  rounds  to  the  ladder  of 
society ;  and  the  highest  classes,  by  a  kind 
of  practical  antithesis,  live  lowest  down, 
ceding  the  pinnacles  of   cities    to    those 
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whom  we  are  taught  to  consider  nearest 
Heaven,  They  know,  too,  that  the  humble 
are  less  tenacious  of  life  than  themselveSi 
and  the  thought  that  bevies  of  spirits  were 
continually  passing  by  their  sumptuous 
doors,  to  take  jtheir  flight  from  the  house- 
tops, mi^bt,  perhaps,  have  troubled  their 
repose.  As  it  is,  they  allow  the  heirs  of 
paradise  to  swarm  overhead,  and  cling 
themselves  nearest  to  the  earth,  to  which 
they  are  more  akin. 

This,  however,  if  it  be  truth,  is  un- 
pleasant truth ;  and  we  shall  quit  the  con- 
templation  of  it  for  that  of  one  of  the  most 
peaceable  and  happy  interiors  within  the 
enceinte  of  Paris.  The  door  which  admits 
from  the  landing-place  into  the  apartment, 
is  on  the  right  hand.  Let  us  enter,  close  it 
behind  us»  and  examine  what  lies  beyond,  as 
attentively  as  though  we  were  on  the  look 
out  for  lodgings.  First  comes  an  anti- 
room,  eight  feet  by  six,  the  stuccoed  wall 
overspread  by  a  tasteless  brush,  or  by  time, 
with  a  dingy  hue.  The  darkness,  however, 
conceals  this  defect,  one  fault  being  over- 

c  3 
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shadowed  by  another.  Whatever  light  is 
admitted,  comes  from  a  small  square  win- 
dow, cut  through  the  wall,  and. communi- 
cating with  the  kitchen.  In  one  comer  of 
this  anti-room  is  a  huge  stone  cistern ;  in 
another  a  triangular  table,  supporting  a 
lamp,  by  no  means  of  recent  manufacture ; 
this  concludes  the  inventory  of  No.  1. 
But  as  we  are  not  come  to  spy  out  the 
nakedness  of  the  land,  let  us  throw  open 
the  door  facing  the  grand  entrance,  and 
step  into  the  principal  chamber  or  parlour. 
This,  however,  serves  also  for  a  bed-room, 
as  a  recess,  closed  by  a  curtain,  would  lead 
even  the  uninitiated  to  imagine.  In  fact, 
Madame  de  Chassereau  sleeps  here;,  and 
she  is  well  lodged.  The  apartment  is 
spacious,  lighted  by  three  windows,  and 
furnished  with  moderate  elegance. 

To  complete  our  topographical  view,  we 
must  add  that  the  kitchen  before  men- 
tioned  is  a  diminutive  cabinet,  not  much 
larger  than  the  anti-room,  which  it  flanks 
on  the  right,  whilst  the  recess  occupied  by 
the  bed  fills  up  the  corresponding  space  on 
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the  left.  A  door  opening  near  this  leads 
into  the  room  appropriated  to  F^cit^  and 
Agnes,  into  which,  indeed,  we  shall  venture 
to  conduct  the  reader  upon  the  return  of 
the  two  ladies  from  the  theatre.  Something 
worth  recording  will,  doubtless,  occur  before 
we  shall  be  compelled  to  retire,  especially 
as  both  our  fair  friends  seem  mutually  de- 
sirous of  communicating  certain  thoughts 
which  occupy  their  minds.  Agnes,  indeed, 
who  entertained  serious  doubts  as  to  the  pro- 
priety  of  encouraging,  as  Fdicit^  had 
partly  done,  a  stranger  to  enter  into  familiar 
conversation  with  then)  at  the  theatre, 
wished  her  aunt  to  speak  upon  the  subject, 
that  she  might  hear  explained  a  few  of  the 
rules  of  Parisian  life.  We  do  not  know 
whether  Monsieur  Leroux's  quaint  manners 
had  displeased  her  more  than  would  have 
done  the  attentions  of  a  more  elegant  inter- 
locutor; if  so,  she  objected  to  what  had 
emboldened  F^hcit^  to  the  freedom  she  had 
allowed  herself. 

But  a  young  woman  cannot  always  laugh 
at  an  original  with  impunity;   and  as  we 
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have  seen,  accident  alone  prevented  Narcisse 
Leroux  for  a  time  from  attempting  to  con- 
tinue the  acquaintance.  This  thoxight  had 
been  suggested  to  F^cit^  by  a  remark  of 
Madame  de  Chassereau ;  and  she  was,  there'* 
fore,  anxious  to  justify  herself  before  her 
niece. 

Accordingly,  when  they  were  alone^ 
placing  the  candlestick  she  bore  in  her 
hand  upon  the  deUcate  white  toilette,  whilst 
arranging  her  tresses  before  the  mirror,  she 
thus  dialogued  with  Agnes,  who  somewhat 
exhausted,  sank  down  in  a  chair  by  het 
side. 

"  Ma  chfere,"  she  began,  "  I  am  afraid  I 
have  a  little  surprised  you  to-night/' 

*'  How  ?    In  what  manner,  F^licit^  ? 

**  Now,  tell  the  truth.  Do  not  you  think 
me  rather  daring,  rather  bold,  rather — " 

"  No ;  but—" 

*'That  is  to  say,  yes.  I  really  have 
shocked  your  mamma.  She  begins  to  en- 
tertain, I  dare  say,  a  very  poor  opinion  of 
my  steadiness;  and  to  think  I  am  some- 
what  too  young  for  a  duenna.  Other  people 
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have  held  difierent  opinions.  Soetur  An*- 
gdique,  of  the  Couvent  de  la  Congrega- 
tion, wished  me  once  to  join  that  society, 
assuring  me  that  in  forty  years  I  might 
become  an  Abbess,  and  at  my  death,  per- 
haps  h6  canonized." 

"Well,"  said  Agnes,  smiling,  *•  I  trust 
you  have  done  nothing  to-night  to  make 
her  change  her  opinion.  Tell  me,  however, 
were  you  not  aftaid  to  answer  that  man  ?" 

"  You  are  my  witness  that  I  was  not. 
But  it  is  the  custom  for  young  women, 
all  the  world  over,  to  be  imprudent^  Put 
me,  however,  to  the  trial  once  more,  and 
though  all  the  madmen  in  Paris,  and  I 
assure  you  there  are  a  great  many,  were  to 
make  speeches  to  me,  I  would  not  look 
at  them  even  through  my  eyelashes.  You 
cannot  think  how  demure  I  can  be  if  I 
please.  A  friend  of  mine  sometimes  calls 
me  '  La  Minerve  Parisienne.'  That  is  the 
only  elegant  compliment  he  has  ever  paid 
me,  and  he  meant  it  for  a  reproach.  By 
the  bye,  you  remember,  without  doubt,  that 
to-morrow  my  friend  Pelagie  returns  from 
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the  country,  and  that  we  are  to  have  a  little 
party  in  the  evening  ?" 

'*  Oh  yes ;  and  I  am  really  quite  impa- 
tient to  see  your  friend.  I  am  sure  I  shall 
like  her ;  she  had  heen  attached  to  you 
so  long — " 

'^  And  therefore  her  forbearance  and 
sweetness  of  temper  must  be  great." 

'*  You  can  afford  to  be  satirical  on  your- 
self,  F^icit^.  I  shall  not  defend  you. 
What  I  meant  was,  that  any  one  who 
could  preserve  your  attachment  for  twelve 
years  must  be  an  amiable  person." 

^^  I,  at  least,  think  her  amiable ;  but 
it  is  fitting  you  should  understand  her 
character.  You  will  have  noticed,  I  dare 
say,  that  in  speaking  of  her  I  have  never 
employed  terms  expressive  of  great,  or  even 
brilliant  qualities.  I  have  told  you  that 
she  is  sweet,  gentle,  charming.  She  is 
indeed  more  fitted  to  inspire  love  than 
admiration.  Her  principal  defect  is  a  lack 
of  energy,  perhaps  I  mean  obstinacy;  for  I 
allude  to  her  conversation.  She  will  not 
say  what  she  does  not  believe ;  but  she  will 
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abstain  from  speaking,  rather    than  hurt 
another's  feelings." 

"  You  sketch  a  very  sweet  character." 

"  Yes,  I  give  her  credit  for  all  this ;  but 
you  must  be  her  friend  twelve  years  as  I 
have  been  before  you  know  all  her  good 
quaUties  by  experience.  To-morrow,  when 
you  see  her,  you  will  see  a  pale,  pretty  flaxen- 
haired  girl,  who  never  raises  her  eyes  above 
the  horizon  but  when  she  prays,  delicate  in 
shape,  and  altogether  interesting ;  but  you 
must  expect  nothing  more.  If  your  heart 
does  not  yearn  towards  her,  as  mine  did,  at 
first  sight,  you  will  wait  long  ere  she  wins 
your  love,  because  she  is  silent,  reserved — " 

"  I  see  how  it  is,"  cried  Agnes  ;  "  you 
think  better  of  her  than  you  say ;  but  you 
fear  lest  I  should  be  disappointed.  I  am 
sure,  however,  I  am  already  her  friend." 

**  You  are  right,  Agnes.  I  shall  be  de- 
lighted if  she  pleases  you.  In  truth,  I  love 
her  dearly ;  and  for  no  reason,  perhaps, 
more  than  this,  that  she  loves  me.  We 
were  both  girls  when  we  first  met :  we  have 
been  thrown  much  together,  and  she,  the 
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younger  of  the  two,  has  iivstiactively  placed 
herself  under  my  protection.  There  is 
really  something  delightful  in  being  seated, 
not  on  the  lips,  but  in  the  heart  of  siny 
human  being,  especially  in  the  heart  of  one 
who  always  links  your  idea  with  the  purest 
sentiments,  and,  above  all,  who  is  contented 
and  happy.  There  is  a  disinterestedness 
in  a  love  which  comes  to  the  relief  of  no 
uneasiness,  which  calmly  takes  its  place 
among  other  feelings  as  placid  and  as 
sweet.  I  should  be  pleased  with  the  afiec- 
tion  of  one  whom  I  had  assisted ;  but  I 
should  be  doubtful  whether  the  pleasure  I 
felt  wa3  anything  more  than  ^  secret  pride. 
But  in  the  case  of  Pelagic,  there  is  no- 
thing like  this.  Neither  of  us  stands  in 
the  relation  of  a  benefactress ;  but  I  may 
say,  that  we  have  both  perseveringly  per- 
formed all  the  little  offices  of  friendship, 
and  every  day  our  hearts  have  been  united 
by  new  bands,  each  slender  in  itself,  but 
altogether  impossible  to  be  broken.  I 
repeat  again,  to  be  loved  by  a  happy  being 
is  almost  to  be  happy." 
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The  warmth  with  which  F^cit^  uttered 
these  words,  drew  tears  from  the  eyes  of 
Agnes,  and  she  could  not  refrain  from 
throwing  herself  into  her  companion's 
arms.  Some  of  our  readers  will  understand 
us  when  we  say,  that  that  was  the  moment 
of  the  complete  fusion  of  their  hearts. 
They  had  each  felt  long  hefore  that  they 
were  united  to  each  other ;  hut  occasion 
had  not  until  then  elevated  them  to  a  pitch 
of  enthusiasm  which  could  emholden  them 
to  reveal,  as  it  were,  household  and  familiar 
thoughts  and  confess,  what  all  in  the  cold 
communion  of  ordinary  life  shrink  from 
confessing,  that  is  to  say,  the  fond  longings 
and  unworldly  devotioji  of  friendship. 
Tliese  tender  sentiments,  these  hashful 
inclinations,  indeed,  seem  instinctively  to 
shun  the  light,  and  seldom  emerge  from 
one  heart,  until  another  heart  is  open  to 
receive  tnem/  Misanthropes  are  men  who 
have  either  not  dared  to  bare  their  souls  to 
another's  eye,  or  whose  advances  of  affec- 
tion have  been  rudely  repulsed  by  some 
uncongenial  spirit. 
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'^  After  this  friend/'  said  Agnes,  speak- 
ing in  that  low  tone  which  generally,  suc- 
ceeds a  pause,  filled  with  delicious  senti- 
ments which  we  regret  to  lose,  ''  after  this 
friend,"  she  said,  '^  there  is  a  long  interval 
doubtless." 

F^licit^  was  for  a  moment  embarrassed  ; 
but,  recovering  herself,  replied : 

**  I  love  others  as  well,  but  not  in  the 
same  way.  The  second  chapter  of  my  con- 
fessions I  will  open  some  future  evening. 
Hark!  all  the  clocks  are  sounding  mid- 
night ;  the  whole  air  is  tremulous  with 
their  voices;  let  us  to  bed — our  candle  is 
well  nigh  extinguished  in  the  socket." 

This  hint  of  F^cit^'s  we  suppose  is 
sufficient.  Let  us  retire.  As  we  cross  the 
squares  of  silver  and  ebony  which  the 
moon,  falUng  through  the  windows,  paints 
upon  the  floor  of  the  adjoining  apartment, 
the  quiet  breathing  of  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau  fromi  the  curtained  recess,  announces 
that  she  hath  already  given  way  to  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THSWINDOWBBCX8  8. 

Nbxt  morningi  just  as  Fdicit^  had 
placed  the  cafetHre,  the  cream-jug,  and  the 
rolls  upon  the  table,. the  bell,  which  hung  in 
a  gloomy  comer  of  the  ante-room,  an- 
nounced, with  its  gay  voice,  a  visitor.  The 
active  Fdicit^,  half  guessing  who  demanded 
admittance,  had  opened  the  door  ere  the 
last  sounds  died  away. 

It  was  Pelagie,  who  with  a  work-basket 
in  her  hand,  and  a  fine  shawl  thrown  over 
her  head,  stood  without,  accompanied  by 
her  bonne. 

"Ah!"  cried  F^licit^,  embracing  her, 
"  how  delighted  I  am !      Do  come  in ;  and 
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you,  Jeannette,  how  are  you  ?  Will  you  not 
stay  a  moment  ?" 

**  No,  Mademoiselle,"  replied  Jeannette, 
smiling  familiarly.  '^Pelagie  will  remain 
with  you « all  day.  I  must  go  back  di- 
rectly." 

"  Good  bye,  then.  Do  not  let  her  papa 
and  mamma  forget  to  come  this  evening. 
Now,  dear  Pelagic,  let  me  introduce  you  to 
my  friends." 

So  saying,  F^licit^  led  her  timid  compa- 
nion towards  the  parlpur.  Madame  de 
Chassereau  and  her  daughter  met  her  at  the 
door,  and  the  prdimiparies  to  familiarity 
were  soon  over.  Pelagic,  whilst  her  three 
hostesses  profusely  attended  to  her  com- 
forts, related  the  events  of  her  little  jour- 
ney ;  and  when  she  had  finished,  and 
replied  to  a  thousand  affectionate  questions^ 
all  showing  an  anxious  solicitude  for  her 
health  and  happiness,  F^licit^  in  turn  made 
her  acquainted  with  what  had  passed  in 
Paris  since  her  departure.  For  the  hearts 
of  two  friends  are  not  satisfied  whilst  auy 
portions  of  the  currents  of  thought  or  feel- 
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ing  remain  concealed.  They  may  separate 
to  join  again ;  but  each  must  from  the  con- 
fluence be  enabled  to  peruse  the  whole 
course  the  other  has  pursued. 

This  reciprocal  duty  discharged,  new 
topics  were  furnished  by  every  little  inci- 
dent of  domestic  life,  and  a  stream  of  con- 
versation, light  and  graceful,  mingled  with 
the  labours  of  the  day;  for  all  plied  the 
needle,  not  with  servile  haste,  but  steady 
industry.  In  order  to  enjoy  more  light, 
they  ranged  themselves  round  the  central 
window  of  their  apartment.  Agnes  and 
her  mother  sat  in  the  recess  ;  Pelagic  next 
the  former,  Felicite  by  the  side  of  the  latter. 
Between  the  two  windows  stood  on  the  one 
hand  a  chiflTonier,  on  the  other  a  little  hex- 
angular  table  with  a  marble  slab,  support- 
ing a  work-basket  woveij  of  twigs  of  min- 
gled white*  and  red.  The  chintz  drapery 
overhead  hung  in  a  broad  festoon,  and 
transmitted  a  sober  light,  contrasting 
strongly  with  the  glare  which  the  sun  cast 
upon  the  group  we  have  described,  all 
diligently  bending  over  their  work,  but 
raising  their  heads,  ever  and  anon,  to  ex- 
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change  a  smile,  or  continue  a  more  than 
usually  animated  dialogue.  A  round  table 
in  the  centre  of  the  room  was  piled  with 
silks  and  stuffs,  and  half  concealed  the  door 
which,  on  the  other  side,  led  into  the  ante- 
room. Facing  the  window  on  the  right 
hand,  was  the  entrance  into  the  kitchen, 
opposite  that  on  the  left  the  recess  con- 
taining the  bed,  near  which  the  parlour 
communicated  with  the  adjoining  apart- 
ment. 

From  the  window  'at  which  the  four 
ladies  sat,  their  eyes  could  range  the  full 
length  of  a  street,  running  off  at  that 
point  due  south,  and  at  right  angles 
from  the  Rue  St.  Fran9ois.  The  houses 
it  contained  had  not  been  initiated  into 
all  the  mysteries  of  civilization ;  that  is 
to  say,  the  gable  ends  were  still  turned 
towards  the  streets,  and  the  -upper  out- 
line of  the  two  sides  was  as  picturesque 
as  a  series  of  angles,  now  right,  now  ob* 
tuse,  now  acute,  could  make  it.  Stair- 
cases, moreover,  in  many  cases  straggled 
up  the  faces  of  these  ancient  habitations, 
and  became,  as  it  were,  resting  places  for 
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the  eye,  leading  it  onwards  until  all  pro- 
tuberances and  excrescences  were  mel- 
bwed  by  dij^stance,  and  a  gentle  inclination 
of  this  grand  urban  corridor,  concealed 
its  extremity  and  created  a  belief  that  it 
was  indefinitely  prolonged.  Apparently 
half  way  from  the  visible  termination  of 
the  street,  and  the  window  from  which 
it  was  beheld,  the  peculiar  constructioti 
of  two  houses  by  a  kind  of  optical  illusion, 
created  the  impression  that  they  were  the 
fragments  of  a  Gothic  archway.  The  archi- 
tect, doubtless  designedly,  had  in  piling 
room  upon  room  and  chamber  upon  cham- 
ber gradually,  at  each  successive  step, 
widened  the  dimensions  of  his  building, 
so  that  their  nodding  summits  nearly  touch- 
ed. The  angular  transitions,  however, 
froin  story  to  story,  were*  concealed  by 
divers  projecting  ornaments,  so  that  the 
deception  was  complete ;  and  it  was  diffi- 
cult, at .  first  glance,  to  say  whether  or 
not  the  eaves  united. 

All  this  was  seen  on  the  prel^ent  occa- 
sion by  the  light  of  a  morning  sun,  which 
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hanging  over  the  roofs  to  the  lefti  shone 
full  upon  the  eastward-turned  small  panes 
jealously  encased  in  lead,  which  irregularly 
dotted  in  gUttiering  clusters  every  antique 
front.  Fragments  of  paint,  and  elaborate 
carving,  moreover,  were  revealed  by  the 
searching  beams,  with  gourds  that  held 
out  offers  of  hospitality  to  the  passing 
swallow,  and  little  niches  where,  over- 
whelmed with  dust,  dwelt  fragile  and  frag- 
mentary crosses,  with  holy  families  which 
seemed,  in  spite  of  the  artist,  to  be  invested 
with  a  sacred  character  and  expression. 
Inscriptions  written  in  gaudy  colours  and 
with  little  attention  to  regularity  revealed 
the  various  occupations  of  the  inhabitants. 
At  first  the  early  rays  glancing  over 
the  tops  of  those  houses  that  looked  from 
the  orient  did .  not  penetrate  deep  enough 
to  warm  the  few  foot  passengers  who 
streamed  along  the  sides  of  the  streets, 
sank  in  a  gentle  slope  from  the  feet  of 
the  houses  to  a  kind  of  stream  that  might 
be  traced,  pursuing  its  undulating  course 
from   one   end   to  the  other.     Presently, 
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however,  between  tfae  angles  of  the  roofs 
a  fragment  or  two  of  sunshine  fell  upon 
the  rough  uniform  pavement,  and  at  noon 
the  shadows  were  driven  behind  a  few 
projections  of  the  Rouses. 

Many  features  of  the  scene  were  still 
novelties  to  Agnes  and  her  mother,  who, 
ever  and  anon,  when  the  conversation  flag- 
ged, introdaced  a  new  element  into  it 
by  a  question  or  remark  suggested  by  what 
they  beheld.  And  thus  the  day  passed 
away  until  the  characters  of  some  of  the 
visitors,  'who  were  expected  that  evening, 
were  brought  upon  the  tapis. 

^*  I  dreamed  last  night,"  said  Pelagie, 
''that  I  saw  Euphrosine  Girouard  smiling 
at  me**' 

"  Then !"  exclaimed  F^cit^,  "  as  dreams 
go  by  contraries^  she  will  certainly  not 
come  this  evening." 

"Is  she  really  so  wayward?"  inquired 
Madame  de  Chassereau. 

''  Ask  Pelagie  ;  her  equal  I  am  sure 
never  breathed;  she  has  all  the  prade  of 
a  Queen — ^I  cannot  say  all  the  dignity.  Her 

VOL.    I.  D 
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whole  delight  is  in  victory,  no  matter  on 
what  occasion^  great  or  small,  over  whom 
gained,  or  by  what  means.  But  submission 
will  not  soften,  nor  disobedience  disarm 
her;  she  does  not,  I  am  sure,  value  suc- 
cess unless  it  be  obtained  by  contention." 

^'  Indeed  1"  cried  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau ;  "  then  the  peace  wiH  cert^nly  be 
broken  to-night;  how  comes  it  i^  does 
not  lose  all  her  friends  ?" 

•'Because,"  interposed  Pelagic  quietly 
continuing  her  work,  "  her  brother  Joseph 
must  not  suflFer  for  her  faults." 

There  was  nothing  in  the  remark ;  but 
yet  it  troubled  F^licit^  so  much  that  she 
found  it  absolutely  impossible  to  thread  her 
needle,  passing  the  silk  at  least  a  thimble's 
length  from  the  eye. 

Agnes  observing  this,  said  to  herself: 

•'There  is  no  need  for  me  to  read  the 
other  chapter  in  the  confessions  of  Made- 
moiselle Fdicitd  de  Chassereau.  You  are 
too  much  in  the  dark,"  added  she  aloud, 
taking  the  needle  out  of  her  aunt's  hand, 
"shall  I  assist  you?" 


THE   BCCIWTRIC    LOVBR.  51 

^'  A  friend  in  need/'  in  her  turn  solilo- 
qmzed  F^cit^,  /^  is  a  friend  indeed.  My 
sister-in-law  would  certainly  have  thought 
me  mad." 

But  at  the  same  time  she  did  not  know 
that  her  secret  was  betrayed  even  to 
Agnes. 


D  2 
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CHAPTER  V. 

▲DYBNTUREB   ON  ▲   8TAIB-CA8B. 

As  this  day  was  not  fertile  in  important 
events,  we  shall  pass  on  to  the  hour  of 
twilight,  when  one  or  two  lanterns  swing- 
ing in  the  centre  of  the  street,  down  which 
the  glances  of  those  who  sat  at  the  window 
could  range,  served  rather  to  reveal  the 
absence  than  supply  the  place  of  day. 
Thereupon  F^Ucit^  drew  her  curtains  close, 
and  lighted  a  couple  of  wax  tapers,  at  the 
same  time  replenishing  and  trimming  the 
lamp  in  the  ante-room ;  while  engaged  in 
the  latter  operation,  she  heard  a  well  known 
footstep  beginning  to  ascend  the  stair-case. 
Lest,  however,  the  acuteness  of  her  senses 
should  appear  miraculous  to  those  who  do 
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not  forget  the  altitude  at  which  she  lived, 
let  it  be  remembered  that  the  outer  door 
had  been  left,  perhaps  purposely,  ajar,  and 
that  the  tread  of  the  visitor  was  by  no 
means  that  of  a  zephyr. 

To  render  what  followed  perfectly  clear 
to  the  meanest  capacity^  we  must  des- 
cribe a  little;  the  landing  place  upon 
which  F^cit^'s  apartment  opened  was,  as 
we  have  pretty  perseveringly  hinted,  the 
fourth.  There  was  indeed  but  one  above 
it ;  the  stair^case  was  winding,  so  that  a 
well  being  left  in  the  centre,  it  became 
possible  to  command  an  occasional  view  of 
whosoever  was  ascending. 

"  Ah !  Joseph,"  cried  F^cit^  running 
to  the  head  of  the  stairs,  when  she  had 
Blade  sore  of  who  was  coming,  *^  how  is  it 
you  are  alone ;  has  your  sister  changed  her 
mind?" 

**  No  !  Mademoiselle,"  replied  he  speak- 
ing small,  and  inclining  his  body  over  the 
banisters  ;  '^  but  £uphrosine  is  not  dressed 
as  quickly  as  an  omelette." 

"  Very  good,  Monsieur,*'*  answered  she  ; 
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''  but  how  is  it  you  are  so  ungallant  as  to 
come  without  her  ?" 

'*  I  will, explain  anon,"  quoth  he  begin- 
ning to  fear  he  had  committed  a  blunder ; 
"  Fm  not  come  for  good ;  but — " 

'^  Well  step  up  a  little  niore  lightly  and 
quickly,"  said  Fdicit^. 

He  had  not,  however,  taken  four  strides 
ere  she  cried : 

"  You  have  not  forgotten  what  you  pro- 
mii^ed  me  I  hope." 

"  Yes — no — ^what  have  I  forgotten,  Made- 
moiselle ?" 

''  Why,  that  book ;  that  little  volume." 

Joseph  made  a  full  stop,  and  with  an  air 
of  consciotis  gUilt  replied  : 

**  I  have  forgotten  it." 

'*  Then  don't  show  your  face  here,"  cried 
Fdicit^  tripping  back  to  join  her  friends, 
who  overheard  the  greater  part  of  what 
passed. 

The  young  man  who  seemed  gifted  with 
considerable  simplicity,  meanwhile*  turned 
round  and  commenced  deliberately  descend- 
ing the  stairs ;  he  had  nearly  gained  the 
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ttz  de  chausseZj  when  he  was  arrested  by 
hearing  F6lxcit6  exclaim  in  a  toae  of  com- 
miseration. 

''Come  back^  poor  Joseph,  come  back  ; 
I  can  do  without  it ;  certainly  I  shall  not 
read  to-night,  if  you  will  promise  not  to  go 
to  sleep." 

''  It  is  no  trouble/'  protested  he  making 
this  time  not  a  full  stop,  but  a  kind  of 
semi-colon. 

*'  I  insist  on  your  coming  back/'  was  the 
answer,  whereupon  Joseph  again  began  to 
toil  upwards,  but  with  a  faltering  step,  as  if 
he  despaired  of  ever  reaching .  the  top  ; 
accordingly  F^licit^'s  wayward  resolution 
had  time  to  change,  and  ere  he  had  half 
ascended,  she  again  inquired : 

'^Bilt  why  is  not  your  sister  here  ?" 

^*  JV^jademoiselle,"  said  the  good  humour- 
ed Joseph  once  more  pausing  in  his  career, 
"  I  had  finished  my  toilette  as.  you  see,  long 
before  the  appointed  hour ;  so  said  I,  sister 
dear,  whilst  you  are  dressing  I  will  take  a 
turn  on  the  Boulevards,  just  to  get  a 
mouthful  of  air,  for  I  feel  something  like 
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suffocation  in  my  uniform  ;  and  I  will  fetch 
you  at  five  o'clock.'* 

"Five  o'clock,"  interrupted  F6licit^, 
"  run  Joseph  run,  it  is  now  on  the  stroke 
of  five." 

.  "  Mon  Dieu^**  cried  he,  "  I  am  sorry  for 
that,  I  just  stepped  in  to  give  you  this,  this 
bouquet — " 

"  Never  mind  it  now ;  run,  Joseph,  or 
else—" 


•' But,  Mademoiselle— " 

"  Do  not  delay  one  single  moment ;  run 
Joseph." 

"  In  two  minutes^ — " 

"  It  is  striking  five." 

"  Peste  /" 

"  If  you  love  me,  run." 

Though  this  was  said  more  in  jest  than 
earnest,  Joseph  took  it  seriously,  and  anxi- 
ous to  prove  his  affection  in  the  required 
manner,  darted  down  stairs  with  the  speed 
of  lightning  and  was  soon  lost  to  view ;  the* 
young  lady  now,  half  regretting  the  rigour 
she  had  exhibited  to  her  suitor,  rejoined 
her  companions  who  were  busily  engaged 
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in  those  preparatory  nothlDgs,  which  escape 
the  observation  of  all  but  a  woman,  and 
are  yet  so  necessary  to  be  done,  that  when 
they  are  neglected  the  whole  comfort  of  an 
evening  is  sometimes  destroyed ;  the  result 
was,  that  all  things  were  prepared  for 
regaling  their  guests  with  coffee,  and  late 
in  the  evening  with  a  cold  supper,  the 
materials  of  which  were  carefully  arranged 
in  a  buffet 

Between  the  hours  of  six  and  seven  ar- 
rived the  parents  of  Pelagie.  Hubert 
Bourgeon  was  a  man  turned  of  fifty,  rather 
inclined  to  obesity,  .and  very  soberly  clad  ; 
his  appearance  among  certain  persons,  who 
undertook  to  be  philosophical  on  this  point, 
because  they  had  a  grudge  against  him,  had 
given  rise  to  some  curious  speculations. 
In  order  to  ascertain  with  precision  his 
moral  character  they  had  drawn  a  diagram 
of  him  on  the  sand  of  their  imaginations  ; 
lepresenting  his  head  and  body,  which  last 
was,  however,  not  sufficiently  rounded  for 
their  purpose  as  two  globes,  the  relative 
proportions  of  which  indicated  those  of  the 
spiritual  and  material  elements  in  his  na- 

d3 
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ture,  saying, — "asisthediameter  of  his  head 
so  is  that  of  his  soul ;  and  as  is  that  of  his 
trank,  so  is  that  of  his  animal  propensities  " 
The  analogy,  however,  did  not  eitactly  hold 
good :  for  an  acute  eye  would  have  detect- 
ed a  certain  heavenward  aspiration  in  his 
frame  revealed  hy  the  oval  shape  of  both 
the  two  portions  to  which  we  have  referred, 
produced  no  dotibt  by  an  internal  nisud  in 
the  perpendicular  direction.  This  effort  in 
utterly  gross  and  animal  natures  is  horizon- 
tal, and  is  not  only  the  reason  why  beasts 
walk  upon  four  legs,  but  explains  why  the 
curve  of  the  human  form  projects  in  some 
instances  beyond  the  semicircle.  The 
opposite  principles  exist  of  course  in  all 
the  species,  and  can  be  made  to  explain,  we 
have  no  doubt,  a  great  many  hitherto  inex- 
plicable phenomena ;  it  is  certain  that  were 
either  suffered  to  exert  an  unlimited  sway 
over  the  physical  economy,  in  one  suppo- 
sition the  patient  would  be  so  elongated 
that  he  would  vanish  by  degrees  into  the 
air,  and  in  the  other  would  sink  down  into 
the  very  beau  ideal  of  ^  flat. 
In   spite  of  speculation,   however,   the 
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fact  was  that  M.  Bourgeon's  upper  story 
was  as  well  lined  as  his  lower ;  considerable 
intelligence  sparkled  in  his  little  deep-set 
eyes,  and  his  grave  but  easy  politeness 
showed  that  he  had  seen  much  of  the 
worlds  Madame  Bourgeon  at  least  equaUed 
her  husbandincircumference,thoughnogeo* 
grapher  ever  ventured  to  say  he  could  '^  find 
out  qountries  on  her/'  The  direction  taken 
by  the  eyes  of  these  two  worthy  persons,  as 
they  entered  the  room,  revealed  how  habit- 
ual thoughts  of  their  daughter  were  with 
them ;  and  the  eagerness  with  which  she 
greeted  them  justified  thdur  partiality. 

''  Mesdames/'  said  the  father  of  Pelagic, 
as  he  took  his  seat,  ^*  I  |)erceive  I  am  to 
monopolise  your  company  this  evening." 
F^licit6  smiled,  and  replied : 
"  We  expect  two  other  visitors." 
^^  K I  were  to  guess  at  their  names,   per- 
haps I  should  not  be  in  much  danger  of 
mistaking ;  but  as  that  would  seem  to  argue 
an     acquaintance     with     your     domestic 
economy,   to  which  I  do  not  pretend,    I 
shall  ask  who  they  are  ?" 
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''You  are  satirical,  Monsieur,"  cried 
F^licit^  laughing  and  blushing ;  ''  I  shall 
not,  however,  give  you  an  opportunity  of 
showing  your  sagacity :  we  expect  Mon* 
sieur  Girouard  and  his  sister." 

"  Indeed  1"  exclaimed  M.  Bourgeon  with 
affected  astonishment,  ''  that  surprises  me ; 
and  I  will  tell  you  why :  we  met  them  just 
now,  or  rather  saw  them  pass  along  the 
street,  as  if  returning  from  your  house ; 
they  were  walking  very  fast  and  seemed  to 
be  proceeding  homeward." 

'*  The  fact  is,"  quoth  Madame  Bourgeon, 
''that  they  have  quarrelled  as  usual,  or 
rather  that  Mademoiselle  Euphrosine  has 
quarrelled,  and  they  are  going  home  to 
have  it  out." 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence,  for 
F^licit^  was  evidently  annoyed ;  and  her 
two  friends  were  not  sufficiently  familiar 
with  the  visitors  to  supply  her  place  in  the 
colloquy.  Suddenly  a  murmur  of  voices 
without  attracted  their  attention ;  they  lis- 
tened but  could  not  divine  whence  it  could 
proceed;    F^citd  accordingly    rose,    and 
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cautiously  opened  the  two  doors  which  led 
to  the  landing-place  now  perfectly  dark ;  the 
nature  of  the  interruption  then  became 
more  comprehensible. 

The  voices  were  those  of  two  persons 
who  seemed  to  be  disputing  on  the  stair- 
case; at  first  their  words  could  not  be  accu- 
rately distinguished,  but  the  acute  ear  of 
the  fair  listener  soon  detected  the  following : 

''  I  tell  you,  Joseph/'  said  a  sharp  ring- 
ing female  voice,  "  you  shall  never  force 
me  up  those  stairs." 

''  But,  my  dear,"  expostulated  her  bro- 
ther, "  I  do  not  wish  to  force  you  to  do 
anything.  I  do  not  undertake  it.  Mor- 
bleu!  not  I.  I  only  say — I  only  intreat 
you." 

^'  It  is  of  no  use ;  I  will  not  stir  a  step, 
you  tyrant  1"  screamed  Euphrosine. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  sister,"  replied 
Joseph,  whose  voice  was  variously  modified 
by  rising  anger,  desire  to  conciliate,  and 
fear  of  disturbing  the  house ;  ''for  Heaven's 
sake,  do  not  speak  so  loud.  Why  did  you 
come  so  far  ?  Why  did  you  not  stay  at 
home?" 
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"  Oh,  Joseph  1"  quoth  Buphrosioe,  in  a 
trembling  voice ;  "  do  not  pat  me  oat  of 
temper.  Do  not  force  me  to  quarrel.  Yon 
are  quite  ferocious  to-day,  quite;  I  never 
can  put  up  with  it  any  longer.  Joseph  I 
will  you  come  back  with  me  ?" 

"  But—" 

"  Will  yoB,  I  say  ?" 

"  My  dear — " 

"Yes,  or  no?" 

*'  Now,  Euphrosine — " 

"  Speak,  Sir — " 

"  Hear  me  one  moment — " 

"  Will  you  come?" 

"  Presently." 

"  Good  Heavens  1  this  is  not  to  be  en- 
dured. Once  more,  I  say,  calmly,  delibe- 
rately, emphatically — mark  me,  Joseph — 
will  you,  or  will  you  not,  do  as  I  tdl 
you  ?" 

In  spite  of  the  very  forcible  reasons 
which  Joseph  seemed  to  have  for  disobey- 
ing, there  was  something  so  significant  in 
the  suppressed  tones  of  his  amiable  sister, 
that  yielding  as  if  to  destiny,  he  took  her 
arm,  and  was  about  to  descend. 
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• 

F^citd,  who  had  heard  this  dialogue 
with  coQBiderable  indignation,  now  stepped 
hurriedly  into  the  ante-chamber,  and  taking 
up  the  heavy  lamp,  tripped  out  again  and 
down  several  of  the  steps,  looking,  as  Jo- 
seph afterwards  expressed  it,  like  an  angel 
descending  from  the  clouds  to  his  assist- 
ance. 

**  Is  that  Mademoiselle  Girouard  ?"  she 
hypocritically  cried.  "  I  really  was  afraid 
you  would  not  be  able  to  find  your  way  up 
in  the  dark." 

"  Oh  dear,  yes !"  was  the  reply  of  the 
young  lady,  glad  to  back  out  of  her  deter- 
mination to  retreat,  without,  as  she  ima- 
^ned,  any  sacrifice  of  dignity.  *'  We  can 
see  perfectly.  Come  along,  Joseph.  How 
slow  you  are!  Don't  keep  Mademoiselle 
waiting  in  the  cold  air.  Oh,  dear !  what  a 
ponderous  lamp !  I'm  really  sorry  to  have 
given  you  so  much  trouble.  You  look  like 
the  Grecian  Priestess  in  the  Louvre.  Mon 
Dieu  1  you  seem  quite  flushed.  What  could 
have  possessed  you  to  lift  such  a  weight  ?" 
F^cit^,   who  had  indeed  made  an  ex- 
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ertion  beyond  her  strength,  without  much 
ceremony  ushered  in  her  visitors,  set  down 
the  lamp,  and  at  length  the  three  joined 
the  rest  of  the  party,  who  had  waited  for 
the  denouement  of  the  mystery  with  some 
impatience.  The  moment,  however,  had. 
not  yet  come  for  making  inquiries. 

But  we  must  sketch  the  portraits  of 
Joseph  and  Euphrosine,  that  we  may  know 
them  when  we  meet  them  again.  The  for- 
mer was  a  well-looking  young  man  ;  more 
pleasing,  however,  from  an  expression  of 
perfect  frankness  and  good-nature  than 
from  his  features.  He  was  fair  and  florid, 
full  of  health  and  spirits,  tall  and  powerful 
in  frame.  Belonging  to  the  National  Guard, 
he  had  attended  a  review  in  the  morning, 
and  had  preserved  his  uniform.  But  not 
to  cite  his  peaceful  submission  to  his  sis- 
ter, which  may  be  laid,  if  you  please,  to 
the  account  of  gallantry,  he  was  anything 
but  warlike  in  his  appearance;  and  you 
would  have  divined,  from  his  very  look, 
that  he  would  not  willingly  have  hurt  a  fly. 

In  the  presence  moreover  of  F^cit^,  on 
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whom  he  had  ventured  to  look  with  the  eye 
of  affection,  the  poor  fellow  seemed  per- 
fectly awed,  for  he  dared  not  express  the 
delight  he  felt.  As  to  compliments,  and 
the  small  talk  with  which  hearts  are  usually 
won,  in  these  he  was  sadly  deficient. 

The  reader  will  have  guessed  that  Eu- 
phrosine  was  no  giant.  A  vixen  of  six 
feet  is  **  a  monster  that  the  world  ne'er 
saw."  But  from  this  let  no  one  infer  that 
littleness  is  synonymous  with  crustiness. 
F^cite  was  rather  below  than  above  the 
middle  size.  The  fact  is,  to  account  for 
the  phenomenon  philosophically,  that  when 
energy  is  not  spent  in  growth,  it  produces 
itself  in  superior  cheerfulness,  or  superior 
irascibility. 

The  last  word  reminds  us  that  we  must 
return  to  Euphrosine.  She  was  a  mere 
girl  in  stature.  Her  features,  nose,  chin, 
cheek-bones,  &c.,  were  all  angular — ^all  as 
sharp  as  her  temper — all  chiselled  out  of  a 
swarthy  material.    Her  eyes — 

I'm  very  fond  of  haBcUome  eyes, 

possessed  one  ingredient  of  beauty ; — ^for 
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they  were  large.  Quantity,  however,  is 
not  quality.  Her  hair,  to  enhance  our 
portrait,  was  black,  straight,  and  therefore 
arranged  d  la  ClotildCy  that  is  to  say,  it 
swept  symmetrically  down  the  side  of  her 
face,  almost  to  the  comers  of  her  mouth, 
and  then  reverting,  passed  above  her  ears, 
and  terminated  in  a  complication  of  knots, 
plaits,  and  ribbons,  which  we  certainly  shall 
not  undertake  to  describe.  .  Her  robe  was 
frightfully  out  of  taste — ^it  was  yellow. 

But  the  table  was  spread,  the  rolls  dis- 
played, the  coffee  poured  out,  and  the 
company  gathering  round,  were  soon  deep- 
ly  entwined  in  the  meshes  of  a  general  con« 
versation..  Nothing,  in  fact,  is  so  condu- 
cive, as  a  desultory  meal  of  this  kind,  to 
the  drawing  out  of  sociable  qualities ;  not 
exactly,  from  any  exhilarating  power  in  the 
beverage  itself,  but  because  it  forms  a  cen- 
tre round  which  to  gather,  and  sometimes 
even  serves  as  a  point  de  Aipatty  when,  the 
windows  being  shut,  the  weather  does  not 
so  immediately  attract  attention.  Philoso- 
phers declare  that  our  ideas,  like  monkeys 
when  they  would  swing  from  tree  to  tree,  hold 
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each  other  hy  the  tail ;  so  that  you  cannot 
seize  upon  one,  without  dragging  a  whole 
string  of  others  after.  At  any  rate  it  is 
certain,  that  our  minds,  unlike  tops,  refuse 
to  spin  about  continually  in  the  same  spoon, 
but  may  rather  be  compared  to  a  hoop 
which  rolls  speedily  over  a  vast  space  of 
ground,  or  bird  which  hops  from  bush  to 
briar,  and  from  briar  to  tree,  or  in  fine,  to 
anything  you  please,  from  a  butterfly  to  a 
steam-engine,  which  is  endowed  with  a 
locomotive  faculty.  For  this  reason  there 
is  no  greater  nuisance  on  earth,  than  a  man 
of  one  idea,  who  is  constantly  endeavouring 
to  recur  to  that,  and  pin  the  whole  assem* 
biy  down  to  it,  who  is  ever  saying :  "  A9 
I  was  observing — ^but  about  those  tea-cups 
— ^that  story  I  was  telling,"  &c.  Such  a 
one  should  be  thrust  out  of  civilised  society. 
Why  can  he  not  let  the  stream  of  ideas 
flow  on,  or  tarry  until  revolving  thought 
brings  men  back  to  his  ground  ?  But  then^ 
perhaps,  he  would  not  be  called  upon  to 
speak  above  once  in  an  evening ;  and  if 
he  be  conceited,  as  those  who  know  a  single 
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fact  generally  are,  this  is  not  to  be 
endured.  Knowledge,  to  be  sure,  is  the 
chief  requisite  of  a  conversationalist;  yes, 
knowledge,  and  good  humour,  and  talent, 
and  wit,  and  a  variety  of  other  qualities, 
are  absolutely  necessary  to  one  who  would 
shine  in  company. 

The  party  assembled  at  Mademoiselle 
F^cit^'s,  however,  had  no  need  of  these 
precepts.  As  they  were  met  to  amuse 
themselves,  and  not  to  make  a  figure,  they 
talked  of  one  thing  until  they  were  tired, 
and  then  passed  on  to  something  else. 
Their  dialogue  was  as  free  as  the  winds, 
and  as  shifting ;  but  we  do  not  repeat  it ; 
because  up  to  the  point  to  which  we  have 
brought  our  readers,  the  personages  of  this 
history  were  living,  like  most  other  persons 
of  their  class  and  position,  in  a  state  when 
the  objects  of  their  several  hopes  were 
placed  afar  oflf  on  the  plain  of  futurity,  and 
they  were  only  separated  from  them  by 
time.  True,  apart  from  their  circle,  and 
without  the  sphere  of  their  influence,  events 
were  preparing  destined  to  chequer  with 
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shadows  the  bright  path  of  their  lives; 
but  as  they  were  unconscious  of  their  ap- 
proach, and  as  nothing  they  said  or  did 
that  evening,  which  we  omit  to  relate, 
tended  to  avert  or  court  disaster  we  shall 
hurry  on. 

After  supper  the  party  gaily  separated, 
the  only  new  arrangement  being,  that  Pela- 
gie  should  spend  the  night  with  her  friend. 
Strange  to  say,  this  circumstance  again 
offended  Mademoiselle  Euphrosine,  who 
dragged  away  her  brother,  scarcely  leaving 
him  time  to  say  his  adieus,  and  stifling, 
before  its  birth,  a  little  compliment  which 
he  had  prepared  to  whisper  behind  his  hat 
into  the  ear  of  Fdicit^  at  parting. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"IN  THB   MIDST   OF   LIFB   WB   ABB   IN   DBATH." 

Wb  may,  perhaps,  be  thought  over-bold 
if  we  venture  once  more  to  penetrate  inta 
the  inner  apartment  where  slept  the  three 
young  friends.  It  is  necessary,  however, 
to  do  so  long  before  morning.  Sleep  still 
closed  their  eye-lids,  beneath  whose  finely 
wrought  texture  a  world  of  sweet  dreams 
were  floating,  like  shadows  of  this  world's 
visible  things,  in  the  waters  of  a  lake. 
Now  and  then  a  sigh  or  a  murmur  arose 
from  amidst  their  deep  repose,  as  a  breath 
of  wind  sometimes  flutters  across  the  calm 
ocean.  At  first,  a  doubtful  glimmer  only, 
stealing  in  through  the  closely  curtained 
window,  contended  with  the  darkness.     A 
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few  ill-defined  and  shadowy  pieces  of  furni- 
tare,  and  a  fragment  of  drapery  beginning 
and  ending  in  gloomi  were  by  this  means 
disclosed.  But  suddenly^  a  mysterious 
light  seemed  to. find  its  way  into  the  sq;)art* 
ment»  penetrating  in  every  direction,  and 
stealing  even  between  the  bed-curtains,  so 
as  partially  to  r^eal  the  forms  of  the 
sleepers,  and  cast  an  unusual  glow  on  the 
cheek  of  Agues,  whose  face  was  turned 
towards  the  casement.  For  some  time  the 
intrusive  glare  served  only  to  make  her 
bary  her  head  more  deeply  in  the  pillow ; 
but  at  length  opening  her  eyes,  she  raised 
herself  gradually  to  her  elbow,  and  gazed 
around  with  some  surprize. 

"Felicity,"  said  she  bending  over  her 
slumbering  companion,  "  we  have  over- 
slept ourselves.    The  day  is  far  advanced.'' 

Then  checking  herself  she  once  more  scru- 
tinized the  appearance  of  the  apartment  and 
listened  for  some  sound  which  might  an^ 
nounce  that  her  mother  was  stirring.  But  the 
houseseemed  perfectly  tranquil,  though  acon- 
iused murmur,  coming  she  knew  not  whence, 
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struck  upon  her  ear.  Somewhat  perplexed 
she  was  about  .to  turn  down  the  clothes  and 
slip  out  without  disturbing  her  friend,  when  a 
strange  light  glared  against  the  window  and 
a  loud  shout,  which  seemed  to  have  been 
long  repressed,  ascended  from  the  street 

« 

below. 

*^  Good  God  !"  cried  Agnes,  seized  with 
a  presentiment  of  peril,  though  she  could 
not  as  yet  frame  to  herself  any  very  exact 
idea  of  what  she  feared.  *'  Something  is 
the  matter.  For  Heaven's  sake,  F^licit^, 
awake !" 

F^icit^  raised  her  head  from  the  pillow^ 
looked  at  the  window  for  an  instant,  and 
then  exclaiming  :  "  There  is  a  fire  in  the 
street !"  sprang  to  the  floor  and  running  to 
the  curtains  with  a  trembling  hand  pushed 
them  aside.  A  single  glance  sufiiced. 
Recoiling  two  or  three  steps,  she  remained 
for  an  instant  with  her  hand  pressed  to  her 
forehead,  and  then  cried  : — 

^^  Look,  Agnes  !  look  1  oh  mon  Dieu, 
what  shall  I  do  ?" 

Agnes  had  already  taken  her  place,  and 
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was  gazing  in  mute  terror  at  the  scene 
before  ha:.  Red  and  angry  flames  sheathed 
in  clouds  of  smoke  were  gushing  forth 
from  the  windows  immediately  beneath ; 
and  far  below,  with  faces  all  turned  up 
towards  the  light,  she  could  behold,  as  the 
wind  ever  and  anon  thrust  aside  th^  vapour, 
a  vast  crowd  gazing  passively,  but  with  an 
expression  of  intense  interest,  on  the  pro- 
gress of  the  flames.  Probably  they  were 
ignorant  of  the  danger  to  which  she  was 
exposed  }  probably  they  had  given  up  all 
hopes  of  rescuing  her;  but  Agnes  ex- 
perienced as  she  gazed  on  the  inactive 
multitude,  feelings  something  akin  to  those 
which  must  arise  in  the  breast  of  an  in- 
voluntary suttee  when  stretched  qn .  the 
funeral  pyre.  There  they  stood  like  specta* 
tors  in  the  pit  of  some  theatre,  while,  to 
render  the  parallel  complete,  the  windows 
of  every  house  in  that  long  street  which 
stretched  as  we  have  said  southward  from  the 
Rue  St.  Fran9ois  were  crowded  by  anxious 
gazers  whose  face;  were  all  painted  in  the 
glowing  colours  of  the  conflagration.    No 
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attempt  seemed  to  be  making  or  projected 
for  rescuing  the  unhappy  women  from  their 
terrible  situation.  The  other  inmates  of  the 
house  had  in  fact  already  made  their  escape. 
No  one  had  recollected  them  in  the  hurry 
of  the  moment ;  and  even  if  now  the  tardy 
memory  were  to  exert  its  office  it  might 
perhaps  be  too  late.  The  flames  might 
have  already  pursued  their  ravages  too  far. 
These  and  similar  thoughts  were  crowded 
into  the  moment  which  Agnes  spent  at  the 
window,  riveted  by  terror  to  the  spot. 
Recovering  herself,  however,  she  flew  to 
the  door  which  separated  her  from  her 
mother's  apartment,  and  opening  it  hastened 
to  give  the  alarm,  whilst  Fflicit^,  scarcely 
knowing  what  she  did,  approached  Pelagie. 
The  young  girl  still  slept  in  all  security ; 
a  close  cap  confined  her  flaxen  hair,  and 
as  at  intervals  the  waves  of  flame  swelled 
upwards  along  the  walls  of  the  house  a 
sudden  light  was  cast  athwart  her  dazzlingly 
fair  features.  F^licit^  hesitated.  It  seemed 
too  horrible  to  startle  so  innocent  a  creature 
from  the  lap  of  happiness  into  the  ^rjns  of 
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danger.  But  she  paused  only  for  an 
instant ;  and  then  in  accents  fearfully 
distinct  cried : — 

"The  house  is  on  fire — ^Pelagie — dear 
Pelagie/' 

Now  Fdicit^  awaited  with  a  kind  of  awe 
for  the  first  burst  of  terror,  the  agony  of 
fear  from  one  so  tender  and  fragile ;  but 
&e  young  girl,  when  she  understood  what 
was  the  matter,  said  calmly : — 

"  Let  us  escape/' 

"  You  are[right,  ma  cA^e,'*  cried  F^cit^, 
from  whom  was  snatched  that  extraordinary 
kind  of  support  which  the  presence  of  a 
weaker  and  dependent  being  invariably 
proves :  "  you  are  right ;  but  where  is 
Agnes  ?     What  shall  we  do  V 

And  the  young  women  rushed  into  the 
next  room  where  they  met  Madame  de 
Chassereau  and  her  daughter.  Their  first 
impulse,  now  that  they  had  recovered  from 
the  momentary  stupefaction  into  .which  they 
had  been  thrown,  was  to  unfasten  the  door, 
and  attempt  descending  the  stairs;  but 
dense  volumes  of  smoke,  pouring  upwards 
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drove  them  back ;  and  utterly  bewildered 
they  once  more  retired  into  the  chamber. 

'*  Let  us  shut  the  door/'  said  Pelagie ; 
''it  is  thick  and  will  keep  the  smoke 
and  even  the  fire  out  until  assistance 
arrives." 

**  Assistance  I"  exclaimed  F^cit^.  ^*  Who 
can  pass  through  that  smoke  and  those 
flames  ?" 

Madame  deChassereau  shuddered,  pressed 
her  daughter  to  her  bosom,  and  cast  her 
eyes  to  Heaven.  Agnes,  trembling,  agi- 
tated, utterly  helpless,  indeed,  at  this  fear=- 
ful  juncture,  returned  her  mother's  em- 
braces as  if  love  could  protect  them  at 
that  hour.  F^licit^  ran  from  one  window 
to  another,  wringing  her  hands,  and  at- 
tempting to  call  for  succour.  Pelagie 
alone  seemed  unmoved. 

"  We  must  not  despair,"  skid  she.  "  Let 
us  try  once  more  to  descend  the  stairs.  It 
is  evident  that  the  flames  are  confined  to 
the  rooms  beneath  us." 

Taking  F^cit^  by  the  arm,  and  motion- 
ing to  Madame .  de  Chassereau   and   her 
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daughter  to  follow,  Pelagie  once  more 
opened  the  door,  and  attempted  to  grope 
her  way  through  the  smoke;  for  at  first 
there  seemed  no  more  daag^ous  obstacle 
to  their  escape.  .  She  would  probably  have 
SQceeeded  in  leading  her  companions  safe 
through  all  danger,  had  not  a  loud  cry 
arrested  her  steps.  Turning  round  she  dis- 
covered by  the  dull  red  light  which  found 
its  way,  not  from  below,  but  through  tho 
staircase  window  and  the  heavy  smoke 
that  Agiiea  had  fwo^ted.  Although  but  an 
acquaintance  of  a  few  hours,  abandoning 
her  own  diances  of  escape,  she  instantly 
assisted  in  bearing  the  unfortunate  girl  back 
into  the  apartment.  F^cit^  never  dreamed 
of  forsaking  her  niece;  and  accordingly  they 
were  soon  once  s^ain  coUeeted  out  of  sight, 
though  not  out  of  reach  of  danger.  But 
the  suffocating  smoke  still  pursued  them, 
o6zing  beneath  the  door,  and  spreading 
alimg  the  boards  in  little  sinuous  streaks 
ere  it  mingled  with  that  which  already 
charged  the  air.  Its  pungent  qualities, 
however,  co-operating  with  the  water  which 
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Pelagic  cast  profusely  over  her  face,  re- 
stored Agnes  shortly  to  her  senses.  Look- 
ing wildly  around,  she  exclaimed  : 

"  Where  tm  I,  mamma  ?   Are  we  safe  V^ 

He  who  has  had  his  heart  wrung  by  the 
question  of  a  friend  inquiring,  when  all 
hope  of  his  recovery  has  been  abandoned,  if 
he  may  yet  expect  to  Uve,  can  understand 
the  effect  these  words  had  upon  Madame  de 
ChassereaUy  who,  bursting  into  tears,  mur- 
mured : 

**  No  !  oh  no  I  we  must  die — we  must 
die!" 

*'Not  yet,"  said  Pelagic,  "not  yet; 
there  is  still  time." 

"  But  the  boards  are  growing  hot/* 
shrieked  F^licit^.  "  They  will  soon  be  in 
flames.  One  must  not  talk  of  safety  now. 
At  such  an  hour  it  is  mockery." 

**  Then,"  replied  Pelagic  with  dignity, 
''let  us  die  as  Christians  should  die — ^in 
hope  of  futurity.  I  trust,"  she  proceeded, 
though  her  voice  was  almost  choked  with 
sobs,  ''  I  trust  I  am  prepared." 

The  beautiful  resignation   of  this  untu- 
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tored  girl  passed  like  a  ray  of  light  into  the 
soul  of  F^cit^.  She  suddenly  became 
calm,  and  folding  Pelagic  in  her  arms, 
kissed  away  her  tears,  repeating : 

"  Yes,  let  us  die  in  hope." 

And  they  all  four  sank  down  upon  their 
knees  on  the  now  scorching  floor,  and 
their  prayers  arose  to  Heaven  amidst  the 
rushing  of  the  flames. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THB   CASUALTIES   OF   A   MIDNIGHT   FEBAMBULATION. 

Wb  must  now  not  only  shift  the  scene, 
and  transport  the  reader  to  the  distance 
of  two  or  three  streets ;  but  even  retrace 
our  steps  on  the  track  of  time  several 
hours ;  to  the  periodi  indeed,  when,  after 
quitting  the  soiree  at  Mademoiselle  F^- 
licit^'s,  Joseph  <jirouard  and  his  sister 
Euphrosine  caihe  in  sight  of  home.  Five 
minutes  had  not  elapsed  since  they  were 
both  all  smiles  and  good  humour ;  noW, 
Joseph  was  dumb,  and  Euphrosine  vo\pble, 
two  states  .which,  according  to  their  res- 
pective natures,  indicated  the  very  opposite 
of  mutual  satisfaction.  How  all  this  came 
.  to  pass,  *^  'twere  long  to  tell  and  hard  to 
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trace ;''  we  shall  therefore  not  attempt  it. 
Suffice  it  to  say  that  the  lady  was  in  fault, 
and  that  the  geatlieiBaii  had  matured  a  plaa 
of  rerenge  which  reflected  much*  honour 
upon  his  ingenwty  and  ktiowledge  of 
human  nature.  This  was  to  he  put  in  in« 
staut  executioa.  No  sooner,  indeed,  had 
Jeaeaette,  in  ohedience  to  a  ring  of  the 
bell  upon  which  her  mistress  impressed  her 
character,  opened  the  door,  than.  Joseph 
wished  Euphrosine  a  good  morning,  and 
with  a  hop,  a  skip,  and  a  jump,  was  soon 
oat  of  sight  round  .a  comer.  To  enter, 
slam,  lock,  holt,  bar,  and  barricade  the 
door,  were  with  the  young  lady  the  work 
of  a  minute ;  and  as  she,  meanwhile,  kept 
vowing  by  all  the  Saints  in  and  out  of 
the  Calendar,  that  Joseph  should  not  obtain 
ingress  into  the  premises  until  he  had  made 
ample  reparation  for  his  offence,  it  was 
evident  that  want  of  industry  was  not 
among  her  vices.  Perhaps  she  Uttle  con- 
templated the  results,""  both  good  and  evil, 
that  Were  to  flow  from  the  events  which  had 
just  occurred. 

B  3 
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When  the  National  Guard,  whose  move- 
ments we  shall  accompany,  had  exhausted 
the  stock  of  breath  he  had  on  hand,  and 
paused  to  take  in  a  new  supply,  he  found 
leisure  also  to  reflect  on  what  he  had  done. 
Even  at  the  first  glance  he  perceived  that 
his  wisdom  had  had  very  little  to  do  with  his 
flight.  Five  minutes  more  endurance 
would  have  placed  him  in  his  bed-room 
beyond  the  reach  of  attack ;  as  it  was,  at 
least  six  or  seven  hours  must  intervene 
between  the  point  which  time  had  now 
attained  and  morning.  *When  that  should 
have  arrived,  moreover,  it  was  very  pro- 
blematical whether  it  would  be  prudent 
to  encounter  the  roused  wrath  of  his 
sister. 

**  Well,'*  quoth  he,  when  he  had  reached 
this  stage  in  his  meditations,  '*  if  I  can 
only  well  patch  up  the  present  quarrel, 
I  will  never  again  grow  restive.  Euphrb- 
sine  shall  have  it  all  her  own  way  until — " 
here  he  paused,  as  if  selecting  one  of  two 
epochs  at  which  his  miseries  were  likely  to 
cease.     He  then  added:    ''until  she  gets 
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married  and  settled  in  life.  I  know  very 
well  that  in  the  words  of  the  great  Comeille 
I  should  exclaim : 

Oh  d'une  indigne  soeur,  insupportable  aadace ! 

and  assert  the  supremacy  of  man ;  but  for 
some  reason  or  other  I  have  not  the  wit  to 
conduct  a  revolution/' 

He  did  not  know,  poor  fellow,  that  the 
impediment  lay  not  in  his  head,  but  in  his 
heart.  Under  this  delusion  he  sorrowfully 
pursued  his  way,  wishing  that  Heaven  had 
blessed  him  with  some  of  that  superior  in- 
telligence which  the  youths  of  the  metro- 
polis were  continually  exhibiting,  by  gal- 
lantly throwing  off  the  yoke  of  domestic 
discipline  and  prejudice,  and  yielding  to 
the  indulgence  of  those  amiable  propen- 
sities which  end  at  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  or 
the  GrSve.  It  seemed  too  bad  that  an  un- 
offending creature  like'^himself,  who  was 
made  to  enjoy  things  as  they  were,  and 
be  happy  with  the  materials  provided  for 
him,  should  be  for  ever  plagued  by  a  kind 
of  evil  spirit,  enshrined  in  the  sanctuary  of 
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home,  and  chasing  away  peace  from 
thence.  He  more  than  once  determined  on 
returning  and  making  a  terrific  explosion ; 
but  each  time  the  remembrance  of  the 
relationship  that  existed  between  them,  and 
the  habitual  respect  he  paid  to  her  au- 
thority, repressed  the  angry  feeling. 

As  he  was  thus  wandering  along  the 
Boulevards  without  object,  and  in  consider- 
able dejection  of  spirits,  he  suddenly  be- 
came aware  that  he  had  a  companion.  At 
the  conclusion  of  one  of.  his  reveries,  in- 
deed, he  felt  persuaded  that  a  stranger  had 
been  walking  by  his  side  for  a  considerable 
time.  Naturally  timid  when  brought  in 
contact  with  dangers  of  an  undefined  cha- 
racter, Joseph,  upon  making  this  discovery, 
felt  a  thrill  go  to  bis  heart.  Glancing  cau- 
tiously on  bne  side,  he  endeavoured  to  take 
the  measure  of  him  whom  he  supposed 
to  be  of  necessity  an  enemy.  They  were 
moving,  howev^,  in  the  shadow  of  the 
houses,  and  all  he  could  ascertain  was 
that  his  companion  was  about  his  own 
height ;  slight,  but  with  a  step  that  denoted 


THB    BCCBNTRIC    LOWR.  85 

considerable  muscular  strength.  It  was 
evident,  also,  that  the  object  of  his  scrutiny 
was  armed  with  a  stick,  an  advantage 
which  he  did  not  himself  enjoy.  Hetuv 
cordingly  seriously  debated  within  his  own 
breast  whether  it  would  not  be  proper  to 
fell  his  ant^tgonist,  for  as  such  he  con* 
sidered  him,  to  the  ground  with  one  blow, 
and  then  question  him  as  to  his  intentions  ; 
to  give,  in  fact,  Scarborough  warning. 
Joseph^  however,  had  some  sparks  of  that 
spirit  in  him  which  prompted  the  Floren- 
tines to  ring  the  martinella  a  month  before 
their  forces  took  the  field.  Pitching  his 
voice,  therefore,  at  a  sort  of  medium  be- 
tween humility  and  arrogance,  and  endea- 
vouring to  conceal  the  tremulousness  of 
it  by  precision,  he.  inquired  : 
"  Who — ^the  devil — are  you  ?" 
This«civil  interrogation  met  at  first  with 
•  no  answer.  At  length,  however,  a  voice 
that  admirably  mimicked  Joseph's  re- 
plied : 
"  And — ^pray.  Sir, — ^who  are  you?" 
The  National  Guard  started.     The  tones 
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were  so  exactly  like  his  own,  that  he  was 
for  some  time  in  doubt  whether  he  was  not 
himself  an  unconscious  ventriloquist.  The 
form  of  the  stranger,  however,  which  still 
continued  to  move  alongside  of  him  at 
arm's  length,  convinced  him  that  a  counter 
inquiry  had  really  been  made.  *  He  accord- 
ingly answered : 

'^  If  I  say  I  am  an  honest  man,  will  it 
oflFend  you  ?" 

**  No  ;  unless  you  force  me  at  the  same 
time  to  believe  what  you  say/* 

"  Morbleu  r  quoth  Joseph,  taking  fire, 
"  do  you  mean — " 

"  I  mean  nothing,"  was  the  reply. 

**  For  my  part,"  continued  the  National 
Guard,  "  I  guess  you  to  be  a  spy." 

^'  And  without  any  guessing  I  may  judge 
you  to  be  a  simpleton." 

*'  Pass  on.  Sir,"  said  Joseph,  quaking  a 
full  halt;  "  or  the  street  will  be  too  narrow 
for  us." 

"  Advance,"  replied  the  stranger,  halt- 
ing likewise,  '*  or  we  shall  linger  here  all 
night." 
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"  That  is  as  you  please/'  observed  Joseph. 

''  Not  at  all ;  for  I  shall  not  stir  an  inch 
until  you  are  in  motion/' 

"  Parbleu  /"  cried  Joseph,  "  this  is  flat 
oppression.  I  suppose  you  will  say  I  have 
no  right  to  do  what  I  please." 

"  By  no  means,  my  good  Sir ;  but  if  I 
leave  you  free,  pray  be  as  obliging  towards 
me." 

"  You  are  an  odd  fellow/'  replied  Joseph, 
proceeding  on  his  way. 

"  If  I  return  the  compliment,"  answered 
the  stranger,  also  putting  himself  in  mo- 
tion, "  it  will  appear  that  we  are  even." 

A  silence  ensued,  during  which  they  tra- 
versed  a  considerable  space  of  ground,  Jo- 
seph half  angry,  half  amused  with  his  com- 
panion. At  length  they  arrived  opposite 
the  open  door  of  a  caf£,  on  seeing  which, 
the  stranger  stopped  short. 

"  Adieu,  Monsieur  Churl,"  said  he# 

"Adieu,  Monsieur,"  replied  Joseph, 
simply,  and  continuing  his  walk.  He  had 
not  gone  many  yards  before  his  former 
companion  was  again  by  his  side. 
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**  Monsieur/'  said  the  latter,  doffing  his 
cap,  '*  if  we  part  on  angry  terms,  we  shall, 
with  your  permission,  be  two  fools.*' 

"  Ma  foi  /'*  replied  Joseph,  "  I  am  not 
angry  at  all.    There  is  my  hand/' 

''  Kthat  be  the  case,"  quoth  the  stranger^ 
*'  you  can  have  no  objection  to  cement  our 
friendship  with  a  bottle  of  Bordeaux." 

''  I  would  cement  friendship,  or  anything 
else,  with  any  man  who  would  make  so  fair 
an  oflfer,"  cried  Joseph. 

Such  being  the  dispositions  of  both,  it  is 
not  surprising  that  in  five  minutes  they 
were  sitting  in  a  comfortable  corner  of  a 
brilliantly  lighted  room  with  a  bottle  aiid 
a  couple  of  glasses  between  them. 

Each  now  took  an  opportunity  of  eyeing 
the  other.  Joseph's  appearance  the  reader 
is  aware  of.  That  of  his  companion  was 
somewhat  difierient.  He  was  above  the 
middle  size,  thin,  but  vigorous,  of  hand- 
some features,  black  hair,  with  a  few  strag- 
gling indications  of  grey,  and  evidently  be- 
longing to  the  military  profession. 

'*  I  observed,"  said  he,  when  they  were 
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seated,  speaking  with  a  slightly  patroniziag 
air,  as  was  becoming  from  a  royal  to  a 
national  soldier^  ''I  observed  as  I  walked 
along  that  you  were  one  of  us/'  (Joseph 
smiled  at  the  unusual  condescension,)  "  and 
thought  that  I  could  not  do  better  to  wile 
away  the  time  than  accost  you.  It  seems, 
however,  that  you  were  plunged  in  some 
very  agreeable  reverie,  for  I  spoke  twice 
and  received  no  answer/' 

"  The  fact  is,'*  said  Joseph,  **  that  my 
reverie  was  far  from  *  agreeable :  but  'tis 
no  matter;  this  will  dispel  all  va- 
pours." 

So  saying  he  tossed  off  a  glass,  and 
smacked  his  lips  with  the  reliah  of.  a  con* 
noisseur.  Had  we  time  we  should  detail 
the  whole  of  the  minor  operations  by  which 
each  made  advances  towards  the  other's 
heart;  but  considering  the  situation  in 
which  we  have  left  some  of  our  characters, 
this  would,  perhaps,  be  hardly  justifiable. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  the  Captain,  such  was  the 
rank  he  held,  suddenly  revealed  his  name 
in  the  course  of  a  story  he  was  telling,  of 
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some  feat*  of  prowess  he  had  lately  per- 
formed in  Algeria. 

**  *  Captain  de  Chassereau/  said  the  Ge- 
neral to  me — *  " 

"De  Chassereau!'*  cried  Joseph,  break- 
ing in  unceremoniously  upon  the  catas- 
trophe. 

"  Yes,*'  quoth  the  Captain,  "  that  is  my 
name.     *  Captain,  said  the  General — ' " 

"Morbleu!"  cried  Joseph,  who  had 
drank  deeply,  ''  if  you  are  not  exactly  my 
brother,  you  are  at  least — " 

"  All  men  are  brothers,"  said  the  Cap- 
tain, who  was  no  philosopher,  and  shot 
down  Arabs  without  trying  to  prove  they 
were  only  his  cousin-germans.  "  We  are 
all  children  of  one  father." 

These  opinions,  heterodox  in  France,  the 
Captain  was  betrayed  intd  the  utterance 
of,  by  the  enthusiasm  which  he  had  drawn 
from  the  bottom  of  a  second  bottle.  He 
was  the  more  emphatic  and  brief  in  the 
enunciation  of  them,  as  he  was  exceedingly 
anxious  to  proceed  with  his  narrative,  and 
knock  a  Marabout  or   a  Sheikh   on  the 
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head.  But  Joseph,  ^ho  had  got  hold  of  a 
clue  which  he  was  determined  to  follow, 
again  interrupted  him. 

"  Corbleu  /"  exclaimed  he,  "  that's  not 
the  point.  I  mean  to  say  I  know  some- 
thing of  the  de  Chassereaus  ;  in  fact,  'tis 
a  family  to  which  I  am  *  particularly  par- 
tial." 

The  Captain  bowed. 

'*  There  are  not  many  de  Chassereaus," 
said  he. 

"There  are  very  few  Fflicitfe,"  cried 
Joseph. 

"Fflicit^I" 

"Aye,"  replied  Joseph,  who  observed 
the  same  astonishment  in  the  Captain's 
countenance  as  had  just  previously  been 
exhibited  in  his  own.  "  We  are  all  sisters." 

"  It  seems,"  said  the  soldier,  *'  that  you 
know  my  sister.  Perhaps  you  could  tell 
me  where  she  now  lives.  I  begin  to  sus- 
pect you  are  one  Joseph  Girouard,  whom  I 
also  suspect  to  be  a  great  admirer  of 
hers." 

"  Exactly.     Now  I  see  you  are  in  truth 
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her  brother,  and  the*  father  of  the  gentle 
Agnes.    Ah  \  yon  are  a  happy  man  1'' 

^'  I  am  glad  to  know  my  daughter  is 
thought  amiable/^  observed  the  Cs^tain 
drily,  not  •  perceiving  that  Joseph  had 
reverted  instantly  to  what  he  considered 
to  be  the  extreme  of  happiness  he  conld 
wish  to  any  man  but  himself,  namely, 
the  possession  of  such  a  sister  as  F^idt^. 
**  But  now,''  continued  the  same  speaker, 
**  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  where  my 
sister  lives;  for  this  Rue  St.  Francois 
seems  not  to  be  the  best  known  street  in 
Paris." 

"  I  will  take  you  there  directly,'*  quoth 
Joseph. 

The  offer  was  accepted,  and  in  two 
minutes  the  new  made  friends  were  mov- 
ing briskly  in  that  direction. 

Though  it  was  not  with  perfect  re- 
signation that  Madame  de  Chassereau  and 
her  icompanions  rose  from  their  knees, 
they  had  yet  greatly  benefited  by  the 
few  moments  they  had  spent  in  prayer. 
In  obedience  to  that  feeling  which  is  the 
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last  to  leave  the  female  breast,  they  threw 
around  them  a  few  articles  of  dothing, 
and  paused  for  a  moment  to  cast  one 
glance  about  them,  ere  they  again 
attempted   to  rush  down   into  safety   or 

certain  destruction. 

« 

The  result  of  this  examination  was  not 
very  cheering.  Looking  towards  the 
window  they  beheld  nothing  but  dense 
volumes  of  vapour,  pierced  ever  and  anon 
by  a  vivid  forked  flame,  which  shrunk 
back  at  intervals,  but  only  to  return  again 
mth  fresh  vigour.  The  whole  apartment 
was  full  of  smoke.  They  could  scarcely 
walk  with  their  bare  feet  on  the  heated 
floor;  and  they  could  distinctly  hear  the 
wild  roaring  of  the  fire  in  the  apart- 
ments beneath.  Fresh  and  aggravated 
toTors  seized  upon  their  minds  ;  and 
F^cit^,  prompted  by  her  despair  to  do 
what  reason  should  have  dictated,  threw 
open  the  window  and  shrieked  aloud. 
She  was  heard;  and  the  crowd  beneath 
sent  up  a  shout  still  louder,  and  ran  to 
and   fro    calling    for   ladders.     No    one. 
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however,  would  venture  on  the  perilous 
attempt'  of  bursting  through  the  door, 
which  had  been  inadvertently  closed  by 
the  last  person  who  had  made  his  escape, 
and  ascending  the  staircase,  though  had 
they  reflected  that  this  being  of  stone, 
would  probably  be  the  last  to  fall  in, 
many  would  have  volunteered  for  the 
service. 

Joseph  and  the  officer  meanwhile 
hastened  along  the  narrow  streets  in  the 
direction  of  the  Rue  St.  Fran9ois.o  Had 
they  been  ignorant  of  its  situation  they 
would  have  found  no  difficulty  in  ascer- 
taining it,  for  every  alley  and  every 
cabaret  within  a  vast  circle  was  pouring 
forth  its  inmates:  it  was  a  fSte  day,  and 
on  all  sides  resounded  the  solemn  tramp, 
the  continual  hum,  and  the  occasional 
shout,  as  each  and  all  pressed  towards 
one  common  centre.  On  arriving  at  the 
scene  of  action  they  found  the  crowd 
dense;  but  they  had  no  sooner  beheld 
from  what  house,  the  flames  proceeded 
than  .their    eager   exclamations  drew    all 
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eyes  upon  them.  It  was  instantly  believed 
that  they  were  two  lovers  hastening  to 
rescae  their  mistresses ;  and  this  idea  no 
sooner  got  possession  of  the  multitude, 
than  they  separated  on  either  hand  and 
allowed  them  a  free  passage  to  the  door. 
But  this  was  large,  massy,  closed  by  a  spring, 
not  to  be  opened  but  from  within.  Joseph 
flung  himself  frantically  against  it;  the 
stranger  seconded  his  efforts ;  but  with 
their  bare  hands  they  could  have  pro- 
duced no»effect.  A  powerful  reinforcement, 
however,  was  near,  in  the  shape  of  a  man 
of  gigantic  mould  who  advanced,  wielding 
a  sledge-hammer. 

"  Stand  aside  there,"  cried  he,  "  let  a 
devoted  admirer  of  the  ladies  do  his  best 
to  assist  them." 

A  shower  of  tremendous  blows  was 
rained  against  the  lock. 

^'Ma  foi,"  quoth  the  newcomer,  **  this 
is  evidently  a  patent  article.  *  Locks  and 
bars  are  lovers'  banes,'  as  the  poet  says. 
Mordieu!  there  it  goes.  Now  prove 
who's  the  best  Salamander." 
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And  they  all  three  were  soon  rushing 
through  the  smoke. 

Meanwhile  the  trembling  women  above 
were  anxiously  listening  to  their  progress. 
They  easily  comprehended  that  succour  was 
at  hand,  and  their  hopes  rose  accordingly. 
F^cit^  already  clapped  her  hands  with  joy, 
although  the  boards  in  one  comer  of  the 
room,  were  beginning  to  start,  and  the  red 
flames  to  work  their  way  insidiously  be- 
tween  them. 

''  Oh  Heavens  I"  cried  Agnes,  •who  was 
the  first  to  observe  this  ;  ''  look  there  1  we 
are  lost." 

^'But  hark!"  exclaimed  Pelagic,  as  the 
heavy  steps  of  the  daring  men,  who  were 
fighting  with  the  fire  and  smoke,  fell  on 
her  ears.  "  Hark  1  we  are  saved ;  no — 
they  stop,  they  falter — ah  !— no !  there 
they  are  again — on  the  stairs — on  the  land- 
ing place — they  are  here  1" 

The  door  flew  open,  and  a  man,  black  with 
smoke,  and  of  vast  size  rushed  in,  singing — 

"  Love,  love,  is  my  link^boy,  and  marriage  my  goal." 

Narcisse  Leroux,  for  it  was  he,  ascer- 
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tained  at  a  glance  the  number  of  persons 
requiring  assistance.  They  stood,  indeed, 
like  a  cluster  of  frighted  does  in  the  centre 
of  the  apartment,  some  bending  forward,  as 
if  to  spring  into  the  arms  of  their  deli- 
verers, others  looking,  back  in  an  agony  of 
terror  at  the  column  of  flange  which  now 
burst  up  through  the  floor,  and  threw  a 
vivid  glare  upon  them,  and  all  that  was  in 
the  apartment.  In  a  moment,  Narcisse, 
guided  even  on  that  occasion  in  his  choice, 
by  the  predilection  for  youth  and  beauty 
which  he  gloried  in  displaying,  seized  Agnes 
under  one  arm,  and  F^cit^  under  the 
other,  and  in  company  with  the  Captain, 
who  bore  Madame  de  Chassereau,  was. 
akeady  hurrying  to  the  door,  when  Joseph 
entered,  crying — 

"  Fdicit6— Fflicit^ !" 

Seeing,  however,  that  she  was  engaged, 
he  snatched  up  Pelagic  like  a  doll,  and 
darting  out  of  the  room,  now  filled  with 
the  roaring  fire  like  a  furnace,  reached  the 
street  at  the  same  moment  vnth  his  com- 
panions. 

VOL.   I.  F 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

NARCISSE    LEROUX — WHAT     OF    HIM? 

In  less  than  ten  minutes  the  four  ladies 
and  their  deliverers  found  themselves  in 
the  house  of  M.  Bourgeon,  to  .which 
Pelagie  insisted  on  their  repairing,  and 
divers  interesting  recognitions  had  taken 
place.  Captain  de  Chassereau  upon  this, 
having  learned  what  it  was  possible  to  learn 
concerning  the  first  discovery  of  the  fire, 
explained  his  own  presence,  informing  them 
that  in  consequence  of  ill-health,  he  had 
obtained  a  leave  of  absence  immediately 
after  his  appointment  to  a  captaincy.  As 
however  he  attempted  no  regular  narrative, 
neither  shall  we.  All  he  told  was  con- 
tained in  replies  to  divers  irregular  ques- 
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tioQs,  and  mingled  with  embraces  and 
expressions  of  joy,  which  those  who  have 
witnessed  similar  scenes  can  imagine. 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Bourgeon,  with 
their  daughter,  formed  a  circle  almost 
apart,  not  exactly  separating  themselves 
from  the  rest,  but  too. much  occupied  with 
each  other  to  notice  all  that  was  said. 
Joseph,  not  quite  satisfied  with  himself  for 
having  been  the  instrument  of  saving 
Pelagic  instead  of  F^licit^,  sat  in  a  chair, 
looking  on  without  speaking  a  word.  But 
Narcisse  Leroux,  standing  erect  in  the 
centre  of  the  apartment,  pressed  his  silk 
pocket-handkerchief — seemingly  the  only 
remnant  of  the  gay  dress  he  sported  at  the 
theatre,  for  he  was  now  most  shabbily 
accoutred — ^first  to  one  eye,  and  then  to 
the  other,  and  murmured — 

"  Affecting  scene— exquisite  sensibility — 
touching  event !  Never  did  my  heart  feel 
so  calm:  never  were  my  passions  so  com- 
pletely hushed  as  they  are  now,  whilst  I 
gaze  on  this  beautiful  exhibition  of  domestic 
tenderness.     Had  I  a  befitting  lachrymatory 

F  2 
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urn  instead  of  this  unsubstantial  web  (and 
the  speaker,  with  'ineffable  grace,  Applied 
the  gorgeous  article  to  its  legitimate  pur- 
pose), the  tears  that  I  now  shed  I  would 
preserve  for  ever.  They  would  remind  me 
of  one  of  my  moments  of  pure  happiness. 
They  would  tell  me  that  the  sight  of 
triumphant  virtue  can  alone  impart  unmix, 
ed  delight  to  a  soul  like  mine'.  Ah !  had 
I  a  wife  who  would  feel  thus  tenderly, 
how  soon  would  I  hasten  home  !  Had  I  a 
daughter  like  this,  or  even  like  this,  or  this 
(his  eyes  fell  successively  on  Agnes, 
Fdlicitd,  and  Pelagic),  or  would  one  of  these 
young  persons  consent  to  become  the 
partner  of  my  existence,  then  should  I  be, 
in  one  of  these  cases  at  least — 

Blessed  with  felicity  divine. 

Beneath  whose  beams  the  gods  recline." 

''Monsieur,"  said  Fdicit^,  who  did  not 
catch  the  words  of  the  speaker,  though  she 
could  hear  that  he  was  uttering  some 
sounds,  ''it  is  to  you  that  I  am  indebted 
for  my  life." 

''Oh,    Mademoiselle!"    cried  Narcisse, 
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idvaaciDg  a  step,  and  bending  his  huge 
body  gracefully  towards  her,  whilst  she 
looked  up  in  hi&  face  with  enthusiastic 
gratitude,  '*  inexpressible  is  the  pleasure  I 
feel  in  imagining  that  I  have  been  of  some 
service  to  you.  Could  you  appreciate  the  tor- 
tures that  have  been  raging  in  my  breast 
since  the  moment  when  inexorable  fate 
parted  us,  you  would  comprehend  the  im- 
mense delight  which  now  pervades  my 
being.  Permit  me  to  inquire,  are  the  vows 
which  I  then  breathed —  ?'* 

This  was  said  with  so  tender  an  expres- 
sion, that  F^licit^  thought  it  necessary  to 
interrupt  the  speaker,  and  explain  to  her 
brother,  who  had  already  opened  his  eyes 
to  a  considerable  width,  the  circumstances 
under  which  their  former  meeting  had 
taken  place.  Narcisse  listened  in  an  atti- 
tude of  the  most  profound  attention,  follow- 
ing the  advice  of  Mademoiselle  Clairon, 
and  turning  his  head  slightly  on  one  side ; 
but  when  she  had  concluded,  he  exclaimed, 
waving  his  hand  to  command  silence,  his 
eyes- all  the  while 

In  a  fine  heoxy  rolling. 


102  THB    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

"That  is  the  matter  of  fact  view  of  the 
case,  I  confess  it.  But  my  ardent  and 
poetical  mind  can  separate  the  g6ld  from 
the  dross.  It  consigns  all  material  events 
to  the  regions  of  antuhilation.  Actualities 
are  nothing  to  it.  It  looks  upon  the 
abstract  inter-communion  of  souls,  despises 
all  considerations  of  space,  time,  possibility, 
elevates  itself  in  a  transeendental  orgasm 
to  the  contemplation  of  the  pure  noumenal 
intercourse  of  spirits.  It  looks  upon  love 
without  a  subject,  and  without  an  object, 
as  the  real  principle  of  existence.'' 

Now,  Joseph,  who  like  the  rest  of  those 
present,  understood  not  a  word  of  all  this, 
except  the  word  love^  thought  himself  called 
upon  to  make  an  observation. 

"  This  may  be  very  true,  fiiend,'*  said 
he ;  "  but  if  you  will  believe  me,  it  were 
better  to  put  off  your  declaration  to  another 
opportunity,  and  retire  with  me,  that  these 
ladies  may  rest  a  little." 

F^licit^  upon  this,  turned  her  laughing 
eye  upon  Joseph,  and  observing  that  he 
was  angry,  though  he  tried  to  conceal  it, 
acquiesced  in  his  suggestion,  by  her  silence. 
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Joseph  and  Leroax  accordingly  prepared  to 
depart,  receiving  at  the  same  time  an  invi- 
tation to  spend  the  evening  of  the  ensuing 
day  with  them  from  Monsieur  Bourgeon, 
at  whose  house  it  was  arranged  that,  for  the 
present,  Captain  de  Chassereau  and  his 
fanuly  should  stay.  Narcisse  in  accepting 
this  invitation,  made  another  long  speech, 
which  perfectly  bewildered  the  honest 
tradesman  j  and  seizing'  Joseph's  arm, 
dragged  him  away,  leaving  the  whole 
party  in  extreme  perplexity. 

It  was  morning  when  they  issued  into 
the  streets,  that  is  to  say,  there  was  suffi- 
cient light  to  enable  Narcisse  to  peruse  the 
countenance  of  his  companion,  which  he 
contrived  to  do  for  some  time  unobserved. 
For  Joseph,  whose  moment  of  jealousy  had 
passed  away,  was  revolvmg  in  his  mind  his 
projects  for  the  future.  He  was,  in  fact, 
debating  within  himself  whether  or  not  he 
should  return  to  his  sister. 

"Whence,"  at  length  exclaimed  Narcisse, 
as  they  pursued  their  way,  arm  in  arm, 
along  the  empty  streets,  *^  whence  arises, 


104  THE    BCCENTRIC    LOVER. 

my  friend,  the  sombre  cloud  that  obscures 
your  visage  ?  Is  your  heart  or  your  purse 
empty?  I  say  nothing  about  your  head. 
But  if  either  of  those  hypotheses  be  true, 
I  can  sympathise  with  you.  Alas!  my 
excellent  friend,  my  Orestes,  my  Pylades, 
my  Damon,  my  Pythian  Apollo,  you  behold 
before  you  the  wreck  of  the  once  gay  and 
volatile  Narcisse  Leroux.  When  hope  wad 
mine,  when  I  imagined  that  I  had  but  to 
select  her  whom  I  approved  of  as  the 
partner  of  my  existence,  then  my  spirits 
flowed  in  one  unbroken  stream.  But  now, 
now  disappointment  is  mine,  my  energy  is 
gone,  my  fortune  is  vanished.  Once  *  I 
could  submit  to  the  servile  drudgery  of 
business,  when  I  fondly  expected  to  be  able 
to  cast  the  profits  into  the  lap  of  some 
lovely  daughter  of  Eve,  who  would  say  to 
me,  *  dear  little  Narcisse,  thank  you,  I  am 
much  obliged,  &c.'  But  I  have  been 
scorned,  despised,  and  I  now  in  return 
scorn  and  despise  the  world.  True,  I  have 
been  the  recipient  of  whatever  evils  have 
been  the  consequence  of  my  cynical  deter- 
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mination.  The  world  did  not,  as  I  ex- 
pected, fret  at  my  insults.  I  perceive  my 
error ;  but  it  cannot  be  remedied  until  I  am 
driven  to  the  Parisian's  Refuge — " 

''  And  what  is  that  ?"  inquired  Joseph, 
never  having  heard  of  this  hospitable  insti- 
tution before. 

"La  Morgue,"  was  the  reply  of  M. 
Leroux,  who  thereupon  began  declaiming, 
or  rather  chanting,  the  following  philoso- 
phical verses  from  some  unknown  opera, 
probably  of  his  own  composition  : — 

If  enjoyment  be  all  that  we  seek  in  this  life 
Let  us  live  whilst  life's  pleasure  we  still  may  enjoy ; 

But  what  diall  we  gidn  by  continual  strife. 
With  the  woes  that  beset  us,  the  cares  that  annoy  ? 

If  there  fiill  on  our  brows  one  bright  beam  of  gladness. 
Oh,  welcome  it  gaily,  and  drink,  laugh,  and  sing. 

But  to  live  on  in  sonrow  and  woe  is  but  madness. 
When  worse  woes  and  sorrows  each  hour  may  brings 

Though  I  love  a  fiair  maid,  with  eyes  fire  beaming. 
And  a  form  warm  and  glowing  with  life's  richest  tide. 

Shall  I  still  kiss  those  eves  when  in  death's  slumber 
dreaming. 
Or  sit  when  life's  current  is  cold  by  her  side  ? 

F   3 
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Then  tell  me  not  still,  still  onward  to.wander. 
Other  flowers  may  bloom,  but  ah  !  never  for  me ; 

Let^the  rose  and  the  lily  and  violet  squander 
Their  scent  on  the  wind,  and  their  sweets  on  the  bee. 

« 

No  more  wiU  I  toil,  for  when  joy  comes  again 
'Twill  tarry  awhile,  and  then  flutter  away ; 

« 

Each  moment  of  mirth  brings  an  hour  of  pain — 
Too  great  is  the  price  of  enjoyment  we  pay. 

But  one  plunge  in  the  Seine's  tranquil  tide  will  end  all,  - 
One  sweet,  bitter  pang  will  assuage  all  our  sorrow. 

And  the  hand  of  miBfort;^ne  on  others  may  £all — 
We  shall  know  not,  and  heed  not,  on  whom  by  to- 
morrow. 

*  • 

**  Behold/'  continuedNarcisse  in  prose, 
'^behold, tender  and  sympathetic  youth,  what 
stands  between  me  and  the  cold  water 
cure.'* 

The  speaker  here  stood,  still,  and  diseur 
gaged  his  arm  from  that  of  Joseph ;  but  as  if 
fearing  he  should  attempt  to  escape,  grasped 
his  wrist,  and  then  thrusting  his  hand  to 
the  very  bottom  of  his  huge  breeches- 
pockety  pulled  out  a  five  franc-piece  and  a 
few  sous.  There  was  something  striking  in 
Leroux's  manner  as  he  performed  this  act. 
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He  seemed  the  very  personification  of  re- 
luctant poverty  revealing  its  necessities. 
Even  in  the  way  in  which  he  exhibited  the 
little  symbols  of  power  that  yet  remained 
to  him,  there  was  eloquence.  They  were 
not  shamelessly  thrust  before  the  eyes  of 
Joseph,  but  lay  hid  in  the  hollow  of  their 
owner's  vast  palm,  which  expanded  itself 
but  slowly.  A  painter  should  have  seized 
this  moment  to  take  the  portraits  of  the 
two.  Joseph  with  the  hand  that  was  at 
liberty,  raised,  and  the  fingers  extended  like 
the  radii  of  a  circle,  his  body  bent  forward, 
in  order  to  examine  more  completely  the 
evidence  of  Leroux's  destitution,  and  his 
eyes  beaming  with  pity ;  the  gigantic 
Narcisse  himself  still  firmly  grasping  the 
other's  wrist,  hiB  head  slightly,  thrown 
back,  as  if  to  take  it  out  of  the  way,  and 
allow  Joseph  perfect  liberty  to  inspect  the 
state  of  his  finances,  the  hand  that  held 
them  lingering  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
pocket  from  which  they  were  drawn — 
would,  we  maintain,  have  formed  a  group 
which  future  masters  might  in  vain  have 
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sought  to  emulate.  The  peculiar  appear- 
ance of  Leroux's  features,  above  all,  ought 
not  to  have  been  forgotten ;  the  raised  eye- 
brows, the  half  closed  eyes,  gazing  doyni 
with  satisfaction  on  the  honest  blush  that 
rose  to  Joseph's  cheek,  and  the  expression 
of  transcendental  simplicity  which  liovered 
beneath  his  moustache  round  his  lip. 
Even  the  coquettish  withdrawal  of  the  hand, 
towards  which  Joseph's  glances  were  di- 
rected, might  have  been  suggested  by  a 
skilful  pencil. 

**  Had  I  anything,"  at  length  exclaimed 
Joseph,  turning  and  meeting  the  glance  of 
Narcisse,  who  now  bent  afiably  towards 
him;  **you  know  it  should  be  at  your 
service;  but  I  have  pever  with  me  more 
than  a  few  sous ;  for  Euphrosine — " 

Narcisse  pocketed  his  cash,  and  raised 
his  hand  in  a  manner  that  made  Joseph 
expect  a  blow;  but  he  was  mistaken. 
Leroux's  design  was  merely  to  fix  his 
wretched  broad-brimmed  hat  more  firmly 
over  his  right  ear.  He  did  so,  however, 
with  peculiar  energy,    so  that  one  edge 
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of  the  crown  deflected  considerably  more 
than  was  natural  from  the  horizontal, 
and  the  whole  Article  was  thrown  into 
a  ludicrous  disorder  which  formed  a  strik- 
ing contrast  with  the  tragic  expression  of 
the  wearer's  visage.  .  When  he  had  per- 
formed this  feat,  he  laid  one  hand  on  his 
own  breast  and  extending  the  other  over 
that  of  Joseph  exclaimed:— 

" Unappreciating  youth!  Dost  thoa 
imagine  •  that  I — I — ^Narcisse  Leroux — 
would  deprive  thee^  of  one  liard  of  they 
hard  earnings  ?  No  1  Perish  the  thought ! 
It  is  on  my  oWn  magnanimous  exertions 
that  I .  depend  for  extrication  from  all  my 
difficulties.  But  yet — to  borrow  is  the 
action'  of  a  man  of  honour.  Honor  et 
probitaSf  by  the  way,  is  the  device  on  my 
armorial  bearings. '  But  this  is  not  what 
I  would  say.  Generous  youth!  Affable 
scion  of  an  amiable  mamma!  Inimitable 
descendant  of  the  Sieur  Girouard  de 
Quelque  Chose  '  whose  .  connection  with 
Mademoiselle  Clinquet  was  not  one 
debased  and  rendered  worldly  by  legal 
ties,  whose  vows  were  heard  only  by  the 
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stars  and  her.  Oh  the  joy  1  Oh  the 
delight !  Oh  the  ecstatic  bliss  that  is 
experienced  when  two  fond  hearts  beat 
in  unison!  But  I  am  wandering  from 
my  geological  or  genealogical  tree : — base 
is  the. spirit  that  can  be  fettered  in  its 
soaring  by  language !  The  Sieur  Girouard 
de  Quelque  Chose  was  blessed  with  a  son 
who  assumed  the  bar  sinister  and  the 
name  of  Girouard..  He  married  Cecil 
the  fishmonger's  only  daughter,  and  by 
her  had  three  children,  of  which  one  only 
was  a  boy,  who  was  called  Adolphe, 
because  one  of  his  sisters  had  been 
named  Adplphine.  Adolphe,  When  both 
his  father  and  mother  were  no  more, 
inherited  the  business,  and  married 
Thomasine  by  whom  he  had  no  issue* 
She  died,  and  he  took  to  wife  Josephine, 
who  made  up.  for  her  predecessor  and 
bestowed  on  him  seven  sons,  of  whom 
Gilbert  succeeded — " 

"I  never  heard  so  much. of  my  family 
history  before,"  quoth  Joseph  who  began 
to  feel  quite  interested. 

*^  You  shall  hear  strange  things  before 
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you  have  done  with  me"  said  Narcisse. 
"  But  allow  me  to  proceed.  Gilbert  hav- 
ing become  insolvent,  formed  in  con- 
sequence, an  attachment  to  Adelaide, 
daughter  of  Porquet  the  rich  grocer, 
who  consented  to  their,  union  and  died 
leaving  his  shop  to  his  dear  Adelaide 
and  the  heirs  male  of  her  body  law- 
fully begotten.  Thy  father  R^n6  now 
made  his  appearance — " 
"  I  thought  it  was  Joseph." 
''You  are  right.  It  was  Joseph  and 
his  name  and  virtues  were  inherited  by 
thee  alone,  with  his  fortune  and  the  angelic 
Euphrosine.  Now  reflect  within  yourself; 
had  Mademoiselle  Clinquet  refused  to 
listen  to  the  vows  of  thy  ancestors  what 
would  have  been  the  consequence  ?  Four 
ladies  —  roasted  —  shrieking  —  melting  — 
struggling  like  shrimps  in  hot  water  1 
Horrible  idea  !  And  thou  didst  avert  this. 
Why  is  not  a  crown  of  gold  or  parsley 
bestowed  upon  thee?  And,  moreover, 
when  a  long  tried  friend,  despising  the 
petty    punctiUos  and  cold    formaUties  of 
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the  world,  frankly  reveals  his  necessitous 
condition,  thou  hast  generously  offered 
to  support  him  until  his.  fortune  is  re- 
paired, until  the  sun  again  shine.  Do 
not  speak — I  appreciate  your  feelings ; 
and  you  shall  not  rob  yourself  of  one 
particle  of  praise.  Were  it  not  for  the 
present  inconvenience  I  would  triumph  this 
generous  deed  of  thine  from  one  end  of 
Paris  to  the  other  ;  from  the  boulevards  to 
the  quays,  from  the  quays  to  the  bridges ; 
I  would  stand  on  the  Colonne  de 
Venddme  and  exclaim  with  my  stentorian 
voice : —  *  Behold,  Frenchmen,  behold  f 
Turn  hither  your  eyes !  You  see  before  you 
Narcisse  Leroux  and  his  excellent  friend 
Joseph  Girouard  who,  without  being  asked, 
without  being  prompted,  has  just  intimated 
his  intention  of  pawning  the  coat  off  his 
back  to  provide  a  breakfast  for  a  hungry 
man.' — I  assure  you,  Joseph,  I  have  eaten 
but  once  for  two  days." 

It  is  said  that  an  eminent  philosopher, 
in  order  to  incite  young  men  to  generous 
and  noble  actions,    used    to  praise    them 
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ironicaUy  for  deeds  they  had  never  per- 
fonned,  and  courtiers  liave  retained  the 
same  practice  in  their  addresses  to  princes 
though  without  any  reasonable  hope  of 
producing  a  like  effect;  but  it  is  probable 
that  Joseph,  being  an  obtuse  sort  of  a 
fellow,  would  have  taken  these  remarks 
for  a  string  of  sneers,  had  his  breast  not 
heen  mollified  by  the  piteous  tone  in 
which  the  last  words  were  uttered.  As  it 
was,  he  reflected  that  he  was  well  to  do 
in  the  world,  and  that  in  performing  the 
act  of  generosity  suggested  by  Leroux, 
he  was  only  putting  in  practice  a  maxim 
of  Christian  morality.  The  only  con- 
sideration that  could  have  determined  him 
to  refuse  was  fear  of  Euphrosine  ;  but 
as  her  wrath  was  already  roused,  it  mat- 
tered little  whether  she  blew  a  hurricane 
or  a  tornado.  Besides,  in  spite  of  Leroux's 
vicious  habit  of  making  long  speeches 
which  nobody  could  understand,  he  had 
conceived  a  liking  for  him  which  the  ill- 
defined  feeling  of  jealousy  that  had  arisen 
in   his    mind  on    hearing    the    rapturous 
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oration  of  Narcisse  which  we  have,  re- 
corded,  could  not  subdue;  and  the 
inspection  of  his  friend's  costume  con- 
vinced him  that  the  blindest  old  Jew  in 
Paris  would  *  not  advance  him  a  franc  on 
his  whole  out-fit,  especially  as  his  habili- 
ments were  of  such  enormous  dimensions 
that  most  other  men  would  have  appeared 
in  them  like  a  dagger  in  the  scabbard  of 
a  scimitar.  Accordingly,  he  silently  put 
himself  under  the*  guidance  of  Narcisse 
Leroux,  who  turning  short  round  conducted 
him  down  a  very  dark  and  narrow  street 
until  they  reached  a  small  cabaret,  at 
the  door  of  which  the  host,  who  had 
just  opened  his  house,  was  standing  sucking 
a  German  pipe. 

"  Any  one  up  stairs  ?"  inquired  Narcisse. 

"  No  one,"  was  the  reply. 

The  two  friends  were  accordingly  soon 
alone  in  what  Narcisse  called  a  private 
parlour  on  the  first  floor. 

"Now,"  said  he  with  some  emotion, 
"generous  man,  divest  yourself  of  your 
upper  garment." 
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Joseph,  who  did  not  exactly  like  the 
appearance  of  the  place  to  which  he  had 
been  brought,  was  about  to  make  some 
remark ;  but  Leroux  stopped  him  short  : 

"  I  am  as  hungry  as  a  wolf/'  said  he. 
''Let  us  hasten  to  obtain  refreshments. 
When  we  are  comfortably  seated  at  table 
you  shall  indulge  your  loquacious  pro- 
pensities to  your  heart's  content." 

Joseph  pulled  off  his  coat  reluctantly, 
for  be  had  certain .  misgivings  which  he 
found  some  difficulty  in  putting  into  words. 
The  fact  was,  that  the  honest  fellow  was 
straggling  between  his  anxiety  not  to  be 
deceived  and  his  compassion  for  Narcisse. 
He  was  half  ashamed  to  say  anything 
that  might  indicate  that  he  had  suspicions. 
It  was  not  accordingly  till  the  coat  was 
feirly  placed  in  the  hands  of  Narcisse,  who 
received  it  with  down  cast  eyes  and  an  air 
of  the  deepest  humiliation,  that  he  muster- 
ed courage  to  say: — 

"Monsieur  Leroux,  have  you  not  five 
francs?" 
"True,    acute  and    penetrating   young 
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man ;  true,  'most  true ;  that  does  require 
explanation.  Hem  1"  (And  Narcisse,  with 
the  coat  thrown  over  his  left  arm,  deliber- 
ately untied  the  rusty  handkerchief  which 
encircled  his  throat,  and  tied  it  again  in  a 
more  elegant  knot.)  *^  But  listen.  Open 
your  soft  ears — I  mean  your  tender  heart-r- 
and imbibe  the  touching  tale  I  am  about  to 
recount.  Last  night  of  all  I  was  wander- 
ing through  the  streets  of  Paris  without  a 
sou  in  my  pocket,  gloomy,  cast  down, 
despairing.  I  fully  expected  by  this  time, 
not  having  then  beheld  your  generous  face, 
to  be  a  tenant  of  La  Morgue.  Well, 
I 'Strayed  on  until  I  beheld  a  young  and 
trembling  wife  endeavouring  to  with- 
draw a  half-drunken  husband  from  the 
door  of  a  gaming-house.  '  Do  not  go,'  said 
she,  '  these  five  francs  are  all  that  remain 
to  us,  and  Julie  has  the  scarlet  fever!' 
*  Give  me  the  money,'  cried  he.  '  No,' 
said  she,  *  you  shan't  have  it.'  *  Spiirited 
woman !'  I  remarked,  in  passing.*  *  Ah  I 
Monsieur,'  she  exclaimed,  ^  just  hold  this 
coin,  and  I  shall  then  be  enabled  to  pull 
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my  husband  away.'  I  held  out  my  hand. 
The  money  was  placed  in  it.  Then 
the  high-minded  wife^  seizing  her  hus- 
band by  the  collar  of  his  coat  and  his 
small-clothes,  dragged  him,  in  spite  of 
his  struggles  and  furious  gesticulations, 
away,  leaving  me  transfixed  to  the  spot, 
and  bathing  the  ground  with  my  tears.  I 
waited  there  some  time,  but  she  did  not 
return ;  and  from  that  day  to  this — I  mean 
I  waited  in  vain,  for  she  came  not  again.  I 
was  slowly  moving  from  the  place,  when  I 
saw  a  crowd,  and  flames  bursting  through 
a  window.  I  seized  a  hammer  from  a 
smith  that  was  standing  by — you  know  the 
rest.  These  five  francs  I  shall  keep  nearest 
my  heart,  until  chance  again  throw  me  in 
the  way  of  that  incomparable  woman,  when, 
with  your  assistance,  I  hope  to  be  able  to 
restore  her  double  the  amount." 

Here  Narcisse  kissed  the  silver  which 
he  had  once  more  drawn  forth,  and  re- 
placed it  in  his  pocket,  which  he  carefully 
buttoned.  Joseph,  who  though  he  thought 
this  story  somewhat  extraordinary,  had  not 
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sufficieiit  experience  to  enable  him  to  de- 
cide what  combinations  of  events  were  pos- 
sible, and  what  not,  wiped  his  eyes,  and 
was  reconciled  to  the  loss  of  his  coat ; 
while  Narcisse,  giving  him  an  affectionate 
squeeze  of  the  hand,  stalked  forth,  and 
closed  the  door  behind  him. 

The  National  Guard,  had  his  mind  been 
perfectly  unoccupied,  might,  now  he  was 
alone,  have  conceived  and  cherished  the  idea 
that  he  was  really  allowing  himself  to  be 
made  a  fool  of.  But  his  thoughts  instantly 
reverted  to  the  events  of  the  night,  which, 
indeed,  were  sufficiently  uncommon  to  have 
excited  astonishment  in  a  mind  less  apt  to 
wonder  than  his.  What  gave  him  most 
food  for  speculation  was  the  question,  how 
he  could  be  so  fooUsh  as  to  be  behind-hand 
and  miss  the  opportunity  of  being  the  im- 
mediate instrument  of  saving  F^icit^ ;  and 
even  now  the  warm-hearted  but  simple 
young  fellow's  thoughts  might  have  taken 
a  direction  which  would  have  led  him, 
perhaps,  to  canvass  the  character  of  Nar- 
cisse,  had  not  that  respectable  individual 
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liimself  entered,  followed  by  a  gar9on  with 
a  convert.  A  dejeuner  cL  la  fourchette  was 
soon  prepared,  and  the  two  friends  sat 
down  to  partake  of  it.  Narcisse  was  now 
in  bis  element.  He  laughed,  talked, 
cracked  jokes,  and  even  sang.  Joseph 
seemed  delighted,*  especially  as  the  huge 
bon  vivant  accompanied  every  jest  with  an 
inimitable  grimace.  He  was  in  truth  a 
perfect  actor,  the  very  incarnation  of  fun 
and  drollery.  But  as .  we  cannot  print  his 
face,  we  shall  not  print  his  words.  Long 
after  the  breakfast  'was  despatched  did 
Leroux's  spirits  continue  to  flow.  In  fact, 
the  day  flew  by,  .too ;  lunch  was  ordered 
and  done  justice  to,  and  ^till  his  frolicsome 
tricks  kept  Joseph  in  a  roar,  and  made  him 
forget  even  the  anger  of  Euphrosine.  By 
dinner  time  they  were  both  nearly  half  seas 
over,  which  did  not,  however,  prevent  them 
from  enjoying  that.  meal. 

When  it  was  concluded,  Leroux,  in 
order,  we  suppose,  to  assist  his  digestion, 
stood  up  in  the  middle  of  the  apartment ; 
and  after  cutting  a  few  irregular  capers, 
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began  to  dance  a  pas  seul  with  a  grace  and 
agility  which  might  have  excited  envy  even 
in  the  breast  of  Taglioni.  The  whol?  house 
shook  with  the  energy  of  the  gigantic 
dancer's  efforts,  which  so  excited  Joseph^ 
that  he  started  up  and  insisted  on  their 
performing  the  Polka  together.  Narcisse 
acceded  to  his  wishes,  and  they  whirled 
about  with  an  abandon  which  the  most 
courageous  figurante  in  muslin  and  silk 
tights  would  have  shrunk  from.  How  long 
they  would  have  continued,  now  that  the 
steam  was  up,  to  trip  ^^  on  the  light  fan- 
tastic toe,"  it  is  impossible  to  say,  had  not 
Joseph,  who  was  not  so  far  gone  but  that 
he  could  be  ashamed  of  himself,  observed 
during  one  of  his  pirouettes,  that  divers 
grinnin'g  faces  every  now  and  then  made 
their  appearance  through  the  half-open 
door.  Greatly  enraged,  he  stepped  up  to  it 
accordingly,  and  closed  it  with  a  kick» 
which  bestowed  at  the  same  time  a  bump 
on  the  prying  host's  sconce,  and  demon- 
strated to  him  the  evil  consequences  of  im- 
pertinent curiosity. 
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The  two  friends  now  again  sat  down  to 
drink  ;  and    Joseph,   quite    satisfied  with 
what  he  had  done,  hegan  to  sing  *'  II  ^tait 
un  roi  d*Yvetot,"  and  "  Gai,  gai,  serrons  nos 
rangs/'  and  ^'  Rendez-moi  mon  Idger  ba- 
teau,"  and  ''Eh  Ion  Ion  la  landerirette," 
with  divers   other  snatches  of  songs,  old 
and  new,  which  whirled  about  in  his  brain 
amidst  the  fumes  of  the  liquor.     Narcisse, 
meanwhile,  sat  silently  reflecting  on  the 
revelations  of  domestic  unhappiness  which 
Joseph,  in  the  fulness  of  his   heart,   had 
made.      Suddenly   a  bright   idea    flashed 
across  his  mind.      He  started  to  his  feet, 
paced  the  room  three  times  over,  benevo- 
letice  and  charity  beaming  from  his  coun- 
tenance.    He  paused,  pressed    his    hand 
to    his    brow,    and     was    immersed    for 
a   time    in    deep  thought,  whilst  the  be- 
nignant   smiles     that     hung    in    festoons 
around    his    lips,    betrayed    the    philan- 
thropic nature  of   his  speculations.      At 
length   he  drew  a  loag^  breath,  lifted   up 
his    eyes,    fixed    them    with    a  gaze    of 
the   profoundest   pity  upon  Joseph,    and 
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then    stretching    forth    his    hands ,     ex- 
claimed : 

"  Unfortunate  being !  Wretched  mortal ! 
Miserable  spiritual  existence!  Oh,  sport 
of  ungovernable  fate !  Oh,  child  of  mis- 
fortune !  In  how  many  ways  hath  destuiy 
cast  sinister  eyes  upon  theel  It  hath 
placed  a  bar  in  thy  shield ,  and  a  sister  in  thy 
household  as  a  bar  to  thy  happiness.  Ex- 
cruciating reflection!  Agonising  ideal 
My  whole  viscera,  my  heart,  my  bowels, 
my  entrails,  yearn  with  compassion  to- 
wards  thee  !  I  will  give  the  world  an  ex- 
ample df  generous  self-denial.  My  mag- 
nanimous soul  hath  conceived  a  benevolent 
determination,  and  is  now  about  to  brin^  it 
forth.  Joseph,"  here  sobs  for  awhile  im- 
peded his  utterance,  "  Jpseph,  Joseph,  my 
son,  allow  me  to  call  you  so,  for  I  feel  for 
you  as  a  father,  Joseph ;  my  dove,  my  chick, 
I  will  deliver  you  from  this  thraldom.  No 
more  shall  sister's  iron  rod  gall  your  neck. 
No  more  shall  your  ears  be  elongated  be- 
yond their  natural  proportions  by  savage 
pulls,  such  as  the  wolf- cub  gives  to  the 
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dugs  of  her  lean  and  lanky  dam.  I  will 
devote  myself  for  you.  I  am  resolved  to 
sacrifice  myself  on  the  altar  of  friendship. 
Listen !  I  have  a  room  high  up  in  the 
neighhourhood  of  the  empyrean,  remote 
from  observation ;  small  it  is  true,  but  com- 
plete, like  the  microcosm,  in  itself.  There 
have  I  be^  wont  to  burn  the  midnight  oU, 
to  watch  the  course  of  the  stars,  and  medi- 
tate on  the  fate  of  monarchs  and  nations  ; 
to  study  the  origin  and  progress  of  society, 
and,  subtly  analyse  the  mysteries  of  the 
human  mind,  which  would  appear  to  have 
f cached  the  very  acme  of  perfection, 
in  that  portion  of  it  which  dwells  in 
the  magnificent  form  now  standing  be- 
fore you.  To  this  retreat  will  I  conduct 
you.  There  shall  your  auricular  senses  be 
entertained  when  the  watery  element  pours 
down  by  the  purling  of  the  gutter.  There 
shall  you  be  far  removed  from  the  din  of 
omnibuses  and  cabriolets.  There  shall  you 
reside  until  your  sister  hath  lost  your  track, 
and  you  be  able  to  issue  forth  and  entertain 
yourself  in  my  company,  and  be  edified  by 
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my  conversation.  Have  you  other  friends  ? 
Is  there  a  heart  that  beats  responsive  to 
the  music  of  your  own  ?" 

"  Fflicit^,  perhaps—" 

"  I  knew  it.  I  saw  it  in  her  eye.  I  di- 
vined it  by  her  step.  Every  motion  of  her 
exquisite  form  cried  out :  '  I  love  Joseph  !' 
Happy  young  man!  Oh,  the  rapturous 
emotion !  But  she  will  be  in  despair  at 
your  disappearance.  I,  therefore,  must  re- 
main awhile  in  the  world,  and  contrive  to 
let  her  know  that  you  are  not  dead,  but 
performing  penance  in  some  solitary  cell 
for  your  misdeeds.  That  I  may  make  a 
suitable  appearance  before  her,  you  must 
furnish  me  with  the  requisite  funds.  An 
order  upon  the  banker,  who  every  year 
receives  the  profits  of  your  honest  industry, 
will  do  this.  Come  then,  my  dear  friend, 
with  me.  I  shall  not  be  happy  until  I  have 
led  you  to  my  hermitage." 

Narcisse,  upon  this,  fondly  embraced  the 
bewildered  Joseph,  who  was  so  overpow- 
ered with  wine,  that  he  assented  to  what- 
ever the  other  proposed.   In  a  few  minutes. 
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accordlDgly^  he  was  reeling  away  in  his  shirt 
sleeve^  from  the  cabaret,  not  knowing  whi- 
ther he  was  going,  hut  trusting  implicitly 
to  the  guidance  of  Narcisse  Leroux. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THB     ACCOMPLICES. 

We  must  not  forget  that  Narcisse,  like 
most  other  philosophers,  was  governed 
in  his  actions  by  very  weighty  reasons. 
And  yet  their  nature  was  such  as  the 
reader  will  find  it  difficult  to  divine,  more 
especially  since  we  intend  at  present  to  enter 
into  no  further  explanations.  ''  Men/'  says 
Shakespeare,  *'  should  be  what  they  seem," 
which  implies  that  they  often  are  not.  We 
must,  therefore,  be  equally  cautious  in  con- 
demning actions  that  appear  exceptionable, 
and  applauding  those  that  wear  the  appear- 
ance of  virtue.  In  other  words,  though 
Narcisse,  from  what  we  have  related  of  him 
in  the   last  chapter,  would  appear  to  be 
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not  exactly  a  good  man  uid  true,  yet  who 
knows  ?  He  may  be  able  so  to  explain  his 
conduct  as  to  be  classed  among  the  mis- 
guided, the  thoughtless,  the  well-mean- 
ing, if  not  among  the  innocent.  We  will, 
accordingly,  suspend  our  judgment.  Gentle 
and  benevolent  public  do  likewise. 

But  unless  the  man  be  mad  he  must  have 
some  object.  Doubtless.  And  whether 
the  abduction  of  Joseph  be  a  preliminary, 
an  integral  part  of  his  plan,  or  a  mere  epi^ 
sdde,  it  is  certain  that  Monsieur  Xicroux 
can  be  providing  for  no  distant  contingency. 
"What's  to  be  done  must  be  done 
quickly."  There  must,  be  some  scheme 
on  foot,  either  long-planned,  or  forced  into 
sudden  maturity  by  an  accidental  combina- 
tion of  circumstances.  What  we  are  about 
to  relate  may,  perhaps,  throw  some  light  on 
the  mystery. 

•  The  morning  succeeding  the  scene  we 
have  last  described,  Leroux  was  sitting  in 
the  same  room  of  the  same  cabaret^  but 
with  a  very  different  companion.  This 
was  a  lad  about  fifteen  years  of  age ;  tall. 
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but  excessively  slender,  with  an  aquiline 
nose,  thin,  pale  face,  and  eyes  extremely 
vivid.  He  was  leaning  with  his  back 
against  the  wall,  whilst  Narcisse  sat  before 
a  table  covered  with  the  fragments  of  a 
breakfast. 

**  Then  it  is  settled,  my  boy,'*  said  he, 

*^  that  you  and  I  must  part.     Our  tempers 

we  have  discovered  are  incompatible ;  our 

means    too    limited    for    us    to    live    en 

famUle.** 

"  I  tell  you,  Leroux,"  replied  the  boy  in 
a  sharp,  shrill  voice,  '^  that  if  we  part,  it  will 
be  your  fault.  I  only  require  you  to  make 
no  profits  in  secret,  and  tell  me  all  as  I  tell 
you  all.*' 

**What!  You  tell  me  all?  Did  I  not 
see  you  last  Christmas  in  company 
with  a  man  of  whom  I  could  get  no  ac* 
caunt  ?" 

"Aye,  aye,  very  true;  but  not  in  the 
way  of  business.  There  is  nothing  to  be 
gained,   every  thing  to  be  lost    by  that 


jnan.'* 


"  Is  he  then  one  of  the  enemy  ?    I  have 
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told  you,  Jean  Jacques,  what  I  would  do  if 
you  betray  me.'* 

''  You  have.  But  now  mark  me.  Let 
me  know  what  you  are  at  present  schem- 
ing, and  where  you  have  taken  the  young 
man  who  was  with  you  last  night,  or  I  will 
watch  you,  discover  your  plans,  and  defeat 
them." 

''  Jean  Jacques  !  Poor  Jean  Jacques ! 
Thou  art  as  mad  as  thy  namesake.  My 
designs  are  inscrutable.  What  though 
thou  hast  the  cunning  of  a  fox  ?  Am  not 
I  a  transcendentalist  ?  Have  I  not  studied 
German  and  learned  wisdom  from  Kant  ? 
Have  I  not  thrown  off  the  trammels  of 
matter,  and  plunged  to  the  very  recesses  of 
spiritual  existence  ?" 

Jean  Jacques  here  pitched  his  voice,  and 
began  to  sing  "  Madame  Gregoire,"  where- 
upon Leroux  became  red  with  rage ;  and 
taking  up  a  roll  that  lay  on  the  table,  dis* 
charged,  it  at  the  boy's  head ;  but  he,  dex- 
terously rsiising  his  hand,  caught  the  missile, 
and  returned  it  with  such  effect,  that  when 
the  remainder  of  Leroux*s  face  reverted  to 
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its  natural  colour,  there   still  lingered 
red  mark  on  the  centre  of  his   lofty  foi 
head. 

*^What!"  cried  the  boy,  half  openi 
the  door  ready  to  make  his  escape  shoi 
further  hostilities  be  threatened,  "  cai 
thou  feel  ?  Art  thou  not  a  transcendeni 
list  ?  Hast  thou  not  thrown  off  the  trai 
mels  of  matter  ?'* 

"  Come  back,  I  forgive  thee  for  tl 
word,"  cried  Leroux.  "  Sit  down,  and 
will  explain  the  motives  of  my  conduct." 

"  But  not  in  German,  I  trust,"  said  t 
boy,  taking  his  seait. 

"No.  In  the  language  of  my  hea 
Listen.  You  and  I  were  joined  togeth 
by  destiny  nearly  twelve  months  ago,  ai 
we  agreed  to  work  together  in  the  sar 
field—" 

"  Pockets—" 

' '  Oh  fie  !  Did  any  hear  us  they  wou 
fancy  we  were  tailors ;  whereas,  whatev 
sins  you  may  have  upon  your  conscience, 
solemnly  vow  and  protest  that  the  inn 
cence    of  my   heart,    the  purity    of   n 
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motives,  the  unimpeachable  integrity  of  my 
actions,  judging  all  things  by  transcen- 
dental rules,  cannot  by  any  but  the  sordid, 
the  grovelling,  the  mean-souled,  the  clay- 
minded — " 

.  *^  Enough.  You  are  as  honest  as  I  am. 
Go  on." 

"I  will  not  go  on  until  I  have  fully 
exculpated  my  character.  But  ah !  no  :  I 
once  thought  that  the  virtuous  in  this 
world  could  stand  upon  their  own  merits. 
Vain  expectation !  Futile  supposition  1  Ex- 
travagant opinion ! — " 

"  Come,  come,"  exclaimed  the  boy,  who 
had  several  times  shaped  his  Ups  for  a 
whistle,  but  had  each  time  been  withheld 
by  prudential  considerations,  '^  that  will  do 
for  this  time,  my  dear  Leroux." 

"  Stay,  youngster,  there  is  a  little  more 
of  it  to  come.  Impertinent  imagination  ! 
Ridiculous  surmise!  Eccentric  thought! 
Preposterous  belief !  And  now  to  business. 
We  lived  and  laboured  together  until,  by  a 
fortuitous  concourse,  not  pf  atoms  but  cir- 
cumstances, the  harvest  failed.  •   There  was 
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not  forage  enough  for  two  in  the  pastures 
where  we  wandered.  Accordingly,  after 
an  ecstatic  embrace  we  parted,  as  I  thought 
and  fondly  hoped,  to  meet  no  more.  I 
lived  on  with  various  success ;  appearing 
now  and  then  in  the  world  in  the  habili- 
ments which  the  Israelite  thou  knowest,  did 
furnish  me  withal.  Ill  success  at  length 
renders  him  suspicious  of  my  integrity. 
He  endeavours  to  get  his  garments  out  of 
my  hands.  I  evade  his  requests;  and 
meeting  one  night  with  good  fortune,  I  go 
to  the  theatre.  There  I  make  a  grand  dis- 
covery—I flutter,  the  fairest  of  the  fair^  by 
the  side  of  Agnes — " 

"  Agnes  ?     Good." 

''  Did  I  say  Agnes  ?  I  am  a  fool  then. 
It  was  Angelique." 

'*  You  said  Agnes,  and  I  like  that  name 
better.    What  was  the  end  ?*' 

'^  I  go  to  the  Jew  next  day.  He  tells  me 
of  a  project  in  which  I  am  to  disguise  as  an 
honest  man — I  mean  an  artisan.  I,  like  an 
ass,  believe  him.  He  clothes  me  as  you 
see ;    and  I  depart.  •   The    chuckle   with 
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which  he  ushers  me  to  the  door  tells  me 
the  whole.  I  know  that  I  am  beaten; 
but,  smothering  my  wrath,  I  give  the 
crafty  old  sinner  a  squeeze  of  the  hand 
more  friendly  than  tender;  he  mutters  a 
blessing  and  an  oath,  and  I  depart.  What 
thereupon  happened  it  befits  you  not  to 
know.  You,  who  have  had  no  share  in 
the  starting  of  the  game,  come  to  this 
place,  make  inquiries,  and,  on  the  strength 
of  these,  presume  to  cry  halves,  I  am 
ashamed  of  you." 

Jean  Jacques,  who  had  expected  that 
Narcisse  would  drop  something  that  would 
give  him  a  clue  to  the  mystery,  now  saw 
that  he  was  to  know  nothing.  Rising, 
therefore,  he  said : 

**  Well  then,  from  this  time  forth  we  are 
enemies.  I  will  not  betray  you  to  the 
myrmidons,  because  I  have  said  I  would 
not.  But  I  will  find  out  this  business,  and 
as  I  said,  defeat  you.'* 

Narcisse  burst  into  a  loud  scornful  laugh ; 
and  the  boy,  trembling  with  rage,  darted 
out  of  the  room ;  and  was  soon  seen  by  his 
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old  companion,  who  sat  near  the  window, 
Slurrying  along  the  street.  Before  turning 
the  comer,  however,  he  cast  back  a  pecu*- 
liar  glance  which  revealed  his  intenition  of 
watching  the  movements  of  Leroux.  This 
gentleman,  however,  seemed  to  rely  on 
his  own  sagacity,  and  felt  little  unea- 
siness about  Jean  Jacques's  enmity.  One 
•alteration  only  was  made  in  his  opera* 
tions. 

**  I  shall  not  go  out  yet,"  he  said  to  the 
landlord,  who,  himself  only  half  let  into  the 
secret,  came  up,  with  the  excuse  of  wiping 
the  table  with  his  aprt>n,  but  in  reality  to 
learn  the  result  of  the  conference.  "  When 
J  do  you  must  lend  me  your  cloak  in  ad» 
dition  to  your  coat,  and  yourself  take  a 
walk  with  my  rather  peculiar  habiliments, 
to  the  other  end  of  the  street.  Though  not 
so  tall,  you  are  quite  as  stout  as  I  am,  and 
^in  the  dark  the  young  scamp  may  weU 
mistake  you.'* 

Accordingly  the  sagacious  Narcisse  read 
the  paper,  or  meditated  all  day  long ;  and 
in  the  evening  the  stratagem  he  had  planned 
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was  put  into  execution.  The  host,  whilst 
he  helped  Narcisse  on  with  his  borrowed 
eoat,  expressed  some  doubts  as  to  whether 
Jean  Jacques  wotild  remain  on  the  qui  vive 
all  day  long. 

.  "  You  don't  knpw  him,"  quoth  Leroux, 
V  I  see  by  that.  On  my  life,  he  is  round 
the  corner  there,  sticking  to  the  wall  like 
an  oyster  to  a  bank." 

Lest  this  shotild  be  the  case,  the  host 
issued  forth  attired  like  Leroux,  at  entering 
into  whose  accoutrements,  however,  he  ex- 
pressed some  repugnance,  and  imitating  his 
swagger,  walked  down  the  street.  He  had 
scarcely  taken  ten  steps  before  Jean  Jac- 
ques appeared,  perfectly  deceived,  as  it 
seemed,  by  this  simple  piece  of  trickery. 
In  a  very  short  time  the  host  had  disap- 
peared, the  boy  moving  some  thirty  paces 
behind  him;  whereupon,  Narcisse,  wrap- 
ping himself  in  the  cloak,  stole  out,  and 
hastened  away  in  another  direction,  con- 
gratulating himself  on  the  triumph  of  his 
ingenuity.  To  make  assurance  doubly  sure, 
he  fetched  a  wide  circuit ;  but  at  length 
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arrived  at  the  house  of  Monsieur  Bour- 
geon,  whither  the  news  of  Joseph's  dis* 
appearance  had  ahready  spread.  All  his 
friends,  and  need  we  say  it,  Fdicit^  in 
particular,  were  excessively  alarmed  by  the 
intelligence,  and  eagerly  questioned  Leroux, 
with  whom  Joseph  was  last  seen.  He, 
however,  asserted  that  shortly  after  they 
left  the  house  the  National  Guard  had 
disappeared,  like  the  lost  Pleiad  in  the 
circumambient  atmosphere. 

Whether  F^licit^  put  any  faith  in  this 
assertion  or. not,  certain  it  is  that  from  that 
time  forth,  the  appearance  of  Leroux  in- 
variably raised  disagreeable  sensations  in 
her  breast,  which  the  feeling  of  gratitude 
she  experienced  for  the  infinite  obligation 
he  had  laid  her  under  could  not  stifle. 
He  often  came  to  see  her  and  her  friends, 
both  while  they  remained  at  Monsieur 
Bourgeon's,  and  when  they  removed  to 
apartments  near  at  hand  in  the  Rue  St* 
Etienne,  and  gradually  seemed  to  improve 
in  the  appearance  he  was  enabled  to  make, 
until  at  length  he  fell  short  in  no  wise 
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of  the  elegancQ  he  had  exhibited  at  the 
theatre. 

The  inference  that  would  have  been  legi- 
timately drawn  from  the  prolonged  absence 
of  Joseph,  would  certainly  have  been  that 
he  was  murdered,  had  not  a  little  circum- 
stance occurred  three  days  after  his  disap- 
pearancci  which  tended  to  allay  the  appre- 
hensions of  his  friends  whilst  it  increased 
their  perplexity.  This  was  the  reception,  by 
Euphrosine  and  F^licit^  simultaneously,  of 
two  letters  written  by  Joseph  himself,  an- 
nouncing that  he  was  perfectly  safe,  but 
that  circumstances,  of  which  they  must  be 
aware  as  well  as  he,  prevented  him  from 
making  his  appearance  until  his  innocence 
was  established.  He  concluded  by  protest- 
ing that  he  had  no  more  to  do  with  the  act 
than  the  babe  unborn,  and  subscribing  him- 
self "  The  injured  Joseph." 

'^  What  possible  interpretation  can  be 
put  upon  these  letters,"  cried  Captain  de 
Chassereau,  when  they  were  shown  him ; 
"  but  that  the  writer  is  mad  ?" 

F^cit^,  who  had  diligently  scrutinized 
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the  expression  of  Leroux's  countenance 
whilst  he  talked  of  Joseph's  disappearance, 
held  her  peace ;  but  it  was  plain  that  she 
harboured  suspicions  to  which  she  did  not 
think  it  right  to  give  utterance. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


THE  HEBMITAGB. 


Let  us  now  retrace  o\ir  steps  awhile,  and 
change  the  scene. 

Notre  Dame  was  hoarsely  announcing  that 
Sol  had  Tun  half  his  course ;  church  after 
church  opened  its  mouth  to  repeat  the  same 
story ;  and  the  busy  multitude  which  had 
kept  up  the  continual  hum  the  vast  capital 
had  been  sending  up  since  daybreak,  began 
to  direct  their  energies  towards  lunch  or 
dinner.  At  the  same  time  in  a  latitude, 
and  at  an  elevation  whither  no  aristocratic 
habits  ever  penetrated,  one  individual  at 
least  still  slept,  although  by  his  frequent 
rollings  and  tossings  it  was  evident  that 
drowsiness  began  to  press,  with  a  less  leaden 
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weight  upoa  his  eyelids.  This  was  Joseph* 
Wine  and  weariness  had  conspired  to  pro- 
tract his  hour  of  rest,  and  he  slumbered 
with  all  confidence  in  a  strange  place, 
whither  he  had  been  brought  in  a  state  of 
stupefaction.  At  length,  however,  after 
i:9any  yawns,  he  opened  his  eyes,  and 
raising  himself  upon  his  elbow,  stared  list- 
lessly around. 

At  first  his  gaze  fell  incuriously  on  the 
battered  and  dilapidated  walls,  as  though 
they  were  familiar  to  him,  and  he  was  once 
indeed  about  to  relapse  into  a  state  of 
unconsciousness.  By  an  effort,  ^however, 
he  recovered  himself,  rubbed .  his  eyes,  and 
agaia  examined  the  apartment.  Astonish- 
ment and  some  terror  now  became  depicted 
on  his  countenance,  and  he  started  to  hia 
feet  exclaiming : 

*^  Peste  !  how  came  I  here  ?" 

A  long  pause  ensued,  during  which  he 
sought  for  an  answer  from  a  third  inspec- 
tion of  the  place  in  which  he  found  himself. 
And  certainly  to  one  accustomed  to  a  com- 
fortable well-curtained  bed  and  snug  bed* 
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room,  the  prospect  was  by  no  means  cheer- 
ing. 

Whatever  light  there  was,  entered  by  a 
small  square  window  in  the  incUned  roof, 
furnished  with  panes  so  diminutive  and 
dingy,  that  had  they  not  been  shattered  in 
more  places  than  one,  they  would  scarce- 
ly have  answered  the  purpose  for  which 
they  were  designed,  namely — ^illumination. 
Patches  of  damp  disfigured  the  ceiling,  from 
which  moreover  it  was  evident,  large  por- 
tions of  plaster  had  from  time  to  time 
detached  themselves,  and  been  swept  away, 
the  Lord  knows  where,  illustrating  in  a 
striking  manner  the  geological  theories  of 
the  dispersion  of  mountains.  The  walls 
were  grim  and  bare,  unless  we  account  as 
ornaments  a  wilderness  of  scrolls  and 
flourishes  that  wandered  over  their  surface, 
interspersed  with  fantastic  sketches  of  devils 
with  long  whisking  tails,  and  imposing 
horns,  waltzing  and  promenading,  and  flirt- 
ing with  certain  tight-laced  and  short  petti- 
coated   ladies.      Here   and  there,    too,    a 


142  THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

quaint  inscription   presented   itself,    such 
as — 

Hbavbk  helps  the  innocbkt,  at,  and  those  that 
help  themselves. 

0  dolcefar  niente,  niente,  niente ! 

Les  gaetiz,  les  gueux, 
Sont  les  gens  heureux, 
lis  s'aiment  entre  eux, 
Vivent  les  gueux !  &c. 

Love,  love  is  my  link  boy,  and  Mabbiaoe  my  gaol. 

One  quotation  also  was  repeated  several 
times,  probably  as  a  commentary  on  the 
verse : 

The  devil  can  quote  Scripture  for  his  use. 

It  was  this : 

Men  do  not  despise  a  thief  if  he  steal  to  satisfy  his 
soul  when  he  is  hungry. 

The  floor  of  this  delectable  retreat  was 
composed  of  small  well-worn  bricks  which 
had  sunk  in  many  places^  forming  basins  to 
receive  the  rain-water  which  flooded  the 
place  in  winter.    The  door,  massy,  short. 
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and  almost  equilateral,  had  a  countenance 
honeycombed  by  the  worm,  and  by  a 
mysterious  kind  of  association,  awakened 
the  idea  of  a  jailor  fattened  in  his  ungra- 
cious employment,  and  filling  up  with  his 
bulk  the  way  that  led  to  light  and  liberty. 
Altogether  the  apartment  wore  a  forbid- 
ding expression,  and  seemed  to  compass 
Joseph  as  those  spectres  which  we  cannot 
avoid  in  our  dreams,  clasp  us  in  their 
withered  arms,  and  rejoice  at  the  terror 
they  occasion. 

**  Mais  donCy'^  commenced  Joseph,  but 
again  broke  off  once  more  to  run  his  eye 
over  every  object  around  him. 

"  Mon  Dieu  !"  he  at  length  exclaimed, 
"where  am  I?  Let  me  see — a  fire — I 
think  I  remembler  something  of  a  fire,  and 
I  saved — no,  not  F^cite,  but  Mademoiselle 
Pelagie.  I  cannot  see  though  what  this  has 
to  do  with  my  being  here.  Ha  !  Narcisse 
Leroux  !"  he  cried,  as  that  name  caught 
his  eye  carefully  inscribed  on  the  opposite 
wall  in  the  midst  of  a  number  of  devices, 
among  which  the  motto  Honor  et  proUtas^ 


144  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVBR. 

9 

recurred  incessantly.  **  Narcisse  Leroux  ?" 
he  continued,  interrogatively.  **  Now  I 
know — yes,  I  begin  to  recollect.  Where's 
my  coat  ?    Humph ! — ^ha  1 — ^hum !" 

Here  he  endeavoured  to  arrange  the 
scattered  ideas  which  were  whirling  round 
in  his  head;  and  after  several  attempts 
succeeded  in  seizing  hold  of  the  first  of 
them,  upQU  which  all  the  others  arranged 
themselves  in  a  straight  line,  and  the  whole 
affair  became  as  clear  as  mud. 

"  What  a  ninny  I  was  !"  he  cried,  **  to 
have  preferred  .this  curded  hole  to  my  own 
little  parlour  !  To  be  sure  Euphrosine 
now  and  then  boxed  my  ears,  but  that  she 
could  not  do  unless  a  chair  was  at  hand  for 
her  to  stand  on.     I'll  go  back  directly." 

His  shirt  sleeves  now  caught  his  eye. 

"  It  won't  do,"  he  muttered,  **  to  go 
through  the  streets  in  this  costume.  The 
neighbours  would  swear  I  was  mad.  I 
wish  Leroux  would  bring  back  my  coat. 
He  can't  stay  much  longer  away.  I'll  wait 
a  bit." 

And  the  National   Guard  endeavoured. 
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by  bumming  and  singing,  and  beating  the 
ground  with  his  heels,  to  pass  away  the 
time.  Soon,  however,  the  calls  of  hunger 
began  to  make  themselves  felt ;  and  his 
eyes  turned  to  the  door  at  every  sound  he 
heard  without.  These,  however,  were  not 
frequent.  Now  and  then,  indeed,  he  could 
distinguish  the  opening  and  shutting  of  a 
door  in  the  distance ;  but  no  indications 
seemed  to  declare  that  there  were  any  other 
human  beings  on  the  same  level  with  him- 
self. At  length,  his  patience  becoming 
exhausted|^  Be  determined  to  step  down  and 
inquire  of  the  people  of  the  house  at  what 
hour  Leroux  might  be  expected  to  return. 
Rising  accordingly,  he  approached  the  door, 
and  lapng  his  hand  on  the  latch ^  expected  it, 
we  will  suppose,  to  open.  What  was  his  dis- 
may then  on  discovering  that  it  was  locked 
— double  locked  !  A  cold  perspiration  burst 
out  over  his  forehead :  and  he  retreated  a 
step  or  two  to  examine  whether  this  could 
possibly  be  the  only  mode  of  exit.  Having 
ascertained  that  such  was  the  case,  his  first 
impulse  was  to  endeavour,  by  shouting,  to 

VOL.    I.  H 
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attract  the  attention  of  the  people  of  the 
house ;  hut  having  almost  split  his  throat, 
he  at  length  abandoned  the  attempt,  and 
turning  to  the  bedstead,  the  only  piece  of 
furniture  in  the  room,  soon  converted  a 
portion  of  it  iqto  a  battering-ram,  with 
which  he  endeavoured  to  shatter  the  heavy 
door.  Whether,  however,  his  hands  trem- 
bled, or  that  the  boards  were  too  massive, 
and  well  compacted,  certain  it  is  that  he 
was  compelled  to  relinquish  the  enterprize. 
He  now  became  convinced  that  he  was  a 
prisoner ;  and  bitterly  did  he  fegret  having 
yielded  himself  to  the  guidance  of  Narcisse. 
A  thousand  times  he  cursed  his  own  stu- 
pidity, and  devoted  his  new  friend  to  the 
fiends.  He  paced  the  room  with  irregular 
strides,  every  moment  experiencing  fresh 
accesses  of  indignation,  until  hunger  ab- 
sorbed all  his  thoughts.  Accustomed  to 
the  regular  return  of  meals, .  as  dinner-time 
approached  he  was  painfully  reminded  that 
he  had  not  broken  his  fast  that  day.  Again 
did  he  endeavour  by  his  cries  to  attract 
attention.     No  one  came.    The  hours  fiew 
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by.  A  premature  darkness  obscured  '  *  the 
Hermitage ;"  and  at  length  he  was  seized 
with  the  dreadful  suspicion,  that  a  plot  had 
been  formed  for  starving  him  to  death. 
Ronsed  to  fiiry  by  this  idea,  he  once  more 
made  frantic  efforts  to  burst  open  the  door ; 
but  with  as  ill  success  as  formerly.  He 
fiedled  too  in  his  attempt  to  climb  to  the 
window  ;  and,  at  length,  resigning  himself 
to  his  fate,  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
Paris  was  so  thinly  peopled,  that  the  whole 
population  might  shriek  out  that  they  were 
starving,  and  yet  not  one  be  heard  by  the 
other.  Having  been  convinced  of  this,  he 
lay  down  on  the  ruins  of  the  bedstead,  and 
in  spite  of  his  hunger  and  his  fears,  fell 
asleep,  wh^en  he  passed,  in  thought,  to 
another  part  of  the  capital,  as  heroines  of 
romance  dive  through  subterraneous  pas- 
sages, or  otters  through  a  stream.  He 
thought  he  was  again  in  the  company  of 
F^cit^,  Pelagie,  and  Agnes,  talking  and 
laughing,  and  exhibiting  more  wit  than  he 
knew  himself  to  possess.  In  this  agreeable 
manner  he  spent  the  night,  and  was  re- 

H  2 
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luctantly  aroused  in  the  morning  by  a 
buzzing  in  his  ears.  It  was  not  long,  in- 
deedy  ere  he  distinguished  the  following 
words,  from  whom  proceeding,  he  guessed, 
though  drowsiness  at  first  prevented  him 
from  opening  his  eyes. 

*'  How  beautiful  is  sleep  !  sleep  that 
brings  repose  to  the  weary,  forgetfulness 
to  the  tortured  in  mind.  But  it  is  not  on 
the  countenance  of  manhood  that  slumber 
imprints  its  sweetest  seal.  It  is  on  the  face 
of  a  simple  child  like  this — " 

"Monsieur  Leroux,  you  are  a  rascal!" 
interrupted  Joseph,  stretching  his  limbs 
as  if  for  a  conflict,  and  rising  slowly  whilst 
he  looked  the  person  he  addressed  full  in 
the  face. 

Narcisse  raised  his  arm  as  if  to  annihi- 
late the  National  Guard  ;  but  checking  hitn* 
self,'  he  exclaimed : 

"  What  1  vituperative  youth  !  Is  this 
thy  gratitude  ?  This  the  reward  of  my  ex- 
ertions ?  For  the  honour  of  human  nature 
do  not  say  so.  By  the  blue  sky  which 
overhangs  us  like  a  canopy,  and  which 
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thou  mayst  perceive  in  unsullied  purity 
through  yon  broken  pane,  I  swear  I  am  no 
rascal." 

"  This  won't  do  for  me/'  muttered  Jo- 
seph, abating  somewhat  of  the  tone  of 
defiance  he  had  at  first  assumed.  ''  What  do 
you  mean  by  locking  me  up  in  this  kennel  ?" 

"  For  mercy's  sake,  speak  lower,"  whis- 
pered Leroux.  ^'  Should  you  be  heard ! — 
But  are  you  not  aware  of  what  has  hap* 
pened  ?" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?'* 

''Then  you  are  not  aware!  Thus  it  is 
that  whilst  the  most  dreadful  fate  impends 
over  our  heads,  we  imagine  ourselves  to  be 
in  profound  security.  But  I  will  tell  you. 
Let  me  preface  what  I  am  going  to  say, 
however,  by  beseeching  you  not  to  be 
agitated,  not  to  allow  appreheiisions  of 
danger  to  take  hold  of  your  mind.  Depend 
on  my  integrity— on  my  prudence." 

"  For  God's  sake,"  cried  Joseph,  whose 
hair  began  already  to  stand  on  end,  "  what 
i^the  matter?" 

'*  The  matter  ?    You  shall  know.    But 
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Stay — ^you  seem  to  be  alarmed.  Trust  to 
me,  I  say.  I  swear  on  my  knees  before 
you,  rather  to  suffer  all  the  flesh  on  my 
body  to  be  torn  from  my  bones  with  red  hot 
pincers,  than  allow  one  hair  of  your  head 
to  be  injured  I" 

'^  Narcisse,  Narcisse,  tell  me — ^what  can 
you  mean  ?" 

**  listen,"  quoth  Leroux.  **  Yesterday 
morning  I  was  proceeding  hither  t>n  the 
wings  of  friendship — ^my  heart  was  bound- 
ing with  joy  at  the  prospect  of  once  more 
beholding  you,  when  just  as  I  came  to  th.e 
comer  of  the  street,  conceive  my  horror  at 
beholding  a  bill,  the  contents  of  which  I 
instantly  inscribed  verbatim  in  the  tablets 
of  my  memory.  They  were  these  : — *  One 
thousand  francs  reward  I  Whereas  on  the 
nineteenth  of  August  a  fire  broke  out  in 
the  house  of  Madame  Larpin,  19,  Rue  St. 
Fran9oi8,  supposed  to  be  the  work  of  an 
incendiary.  The  above  reward  is  offered  for 
his  apprehension.' " 

''Is  it  possible V*  exclaimed  Joseph* 
"  Some  scoundrel  then — " 
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"  Stay,"  replied  Leroux.  "  Hear  the  se- 
quel : — *  Suspicion  rests  upon  Joseph  Gi- 
rouard,  grocer  and  National  Guard,  who  has 
disappeared  since  the  night  of  the  fire. 
One  half  of  the  above  reward^ will  be  given 
on  the  apprehension  of  the  said  Joseph, 
and  ofae  half  on  his  conviction.  He  was 
last  seen  in  the  company  of  a  very  respect- 
able person,  whom  he  is  supposed  to  have 
endeavoured  to  rob,  or  corrapt.** 

Joseph  no  sooner  heard  these  words  than 
he  turned  pale,  and  for  some  time  lost  all 
power  of  utterance.  When,  however,  he 
recovered  the  use  of  his  tongue,  he 
launched  forth  into  protestations  of  his 
innocence,  which  were  cut  short  by  Leroux. 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  if  it  be  true,"  said  he. 
"  Don't  betray  yourself.  /  will  not  betray 
you." 

"  And  you  believe —  ?" 

"  I  believe  nothing — ^I  say  nothing — I 
will  protect  you.  That  is  all.  At  the  peril 
of  my  life  I  will." 

"  Generous  man !"  cried  Joseph.  "  But 
I  assure  you — " 
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*'It  is  unnecessary.  Keep  your  own 
counsel.  If  you  have  endeavoured  to  cor- 
rupt me,  I  forgive  you.  Heaven  forgive 
you  also.  I  have  brought  you  your 
breakfast.   Eat  it." 

The  solemn  manner  of  Leroux,  the  un- 
usual  brevity  of  his  expressions,  and  the 
nature  of  the  intelligence  he  brought,  had, 
however,  completely  deprived  Joseph  of 
his  appetite,  and  he  looked  with  loathing 
on  the  bread,  cold  cotelettes,  and  bottle  of 
wine,  displayed  by  hifi  friend.  Though  not 
inimical  to  wine,  moreover,  coffee  had 
always  been  his  morning  beverage. 

''  I  can  eat  nothing,"  said  he. 

**Do  not  despond,  my  dear  fellow,"  cried 
Leroux.  *'In  the  course  of  years  your 
innocence — " 

"How  many  years,  then,  in  the  name 
of  Heaven,"  solemnly  inquired  Joseph, 
"do  you  expect  me  to  pass  in  this 
room  ?" 

"  I  have  lived  in  it,  off  and  on,  thirteen." 

"But  not,  then,  without  crossing  the 
threshold." 
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''  No ;  nor  shall  you ;  but  for  a  month 
or  so." 

Joseph  shrugged  his  shoulder,  and  lifted 
up  his  eyes  with  an  air  of  resignation. 
Then  suddenly  turning  to  his  companion, 
he  inquired — 

^*  And  what  the  deyil  made  you  leave 
me  starving  here  for  two  whole  nights  and 
a  day  ?" 

^*  Nothing  is  easier  of  explanation/'  was 
the  reply.  "  No  doubt,  as  I  read  the  bill 
I  have  mentioned,  the  passions  of  my  soul 
depicted  themselves  on  my  countenance, 
for  as  I  turned  to  rush  into  your  arms,  I 
beheld  a  spy  gazing  upon  me.  He  had 
evidently  divined  what  was  passing  within 
me,  and  I  could  see  by  his  manner  that  he 
intended  to  dog  my  footsteps.  Under  these 
circumstances  what  could  I  do  but  attempt 
to  elude  him,  ill  which  occupation  I  passed 
the  whole  of  yesterday?  You  will  now, 
my  dear  friend,  acquit  me  of  neglect,  for  I 
protest  .that  your  interests  are  so  bound  up 
in  mine,  that  I  am  determined  to  preserve 
you  in  this  retreat  like  a  precious  gem." 

H  3 
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Silence  now  ensued  for  some  time. 
Joseph  was  not  in  a  state  of  mind  to  talk ; 
and  Narcisae  had  evidently  something  more 
to  say  which  even  he  felt  considerable 
diffic\Ay  in  broaching.  At  lengthy  how- 
ever, plucking  up  resolution,  he  sat  down 
on  the  stool  which  he  had  brought  in  with 
him,  and  taking  Joseph's  hand  looked 
affectionately  in  his  face. 

''  I  have  already  breathed  into  your  ear, 
my  friend,"  he  said,  ''  the  limited  state  of 
my  finances  at  this  conjuncture.  Were 
this  not  the  case,  I  would  continue  to  pay 
for  your  lodging  and  provide  you  with  food 
at  my  own  expense  ;  for  my  compassionate 
heart  has  conceived  an  affection  for  you, 
and  I  am  prepared  to  make  still  greater 
sacrifices  than  ever.  But  alas !  what  avails 
it  ?  Fortune  hath  made  unto  itself  wings, 
and  flown  away  from  my  purse.  I  am  in 
distress,  and  a  man  in  distress  is  not  master 
of  his  own  actions.  Horrible  thought  I 
Should  I  be  so  reduced,  as  in  expectation  of 
the  reward — " 

''  For  Heaven's  sake  do  not  betray  me/' 
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cried  Joseph.  '^  I  have  money  in  a  bank. 
I  will  give  yon  an  order  for  a  thousand 
francs." 

''Magnanimous  capitalist  I  But  you 
mistake  me.  I  was  about  to  say,  that 
should  I  be  reduced  to  a  state  in  which  any 
other  man  would  be  tempted  by  the  love  of 
filthy  lucre,  I  would  rather  spend  my  last 
sou  on  a  rope,  than — ^but  J  have  important 
business  to  transact  this  morning.  Here 
is  my  pocket-book — ^here  is  a  portable  ink- 
stand and  pen." 

Joseph,  who  had  imagined  that  his  offer 
was  refused,  would  not,  however,  retract  it, 
and  wrote  the  order  immediatdy.  When 
he  had  concluded,  he  said — 

"  But  must  I  remainshutup  in  thisroom?" 

"  No,"  replied  Leroux,  "  you  shall  have 
the  range  of  the  upper  story,  which  is 
uninhabited.  But  mark  me — attempt  not 
to  descend  the  staircase." 

"  Have  no  fear  of  that." 

"  Enough — you  are  a  prudent  man." 

Narcisse  was  now  about  to  depart,  but 
Joseph  arrested  him. 
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"  I  must  do  one  thing  more/'  said  he. 
"  I  must  write  a  word  or  two  to  my  sister , 
and — and — " 

"The  empress  of  your  soul.  I  under- 
stand, and  accede.  But  be  pithy,  be  enig- 
matical, or  beware/' 

Joseph  accordingly  wi^ote  the  two  billets 
we  have  already  mentioned,  and  Narcisse 
departed  to  put  them  in  the  post. 

The  day  which  Joseph  passed,  after  his 
companion  had  left  him,  was  by  no  means 
agreeable.  It  was  occupied  in  melancholy 
reflections  on  the  extraordinary  combination 
of  circumstances  by  which  he  had ,  been  so 
suddenly  transferred  from  comparative 
opulence  to  the  wretched  place  in  which 
he  found  himself  transformed,  without  any 
fault  of  his,  from  a  peaceful,  quiet  citizen, 
to  an  accused  felon,  hiding  for  his  life. 
Several  times  he  ventured  to  doubt  the 
veracity  of  Leroux  ;  but  this  was  only  for 
a  moment,  and  he  at  length  resigned  him- 
self  to  his  destiny  with  the  placidity  of  a 
fatalist.  He  ate  the  meals  which  Narcisse 
brought  him,   and  towards  evening  ven- 
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tured,  for  the  first  time,  to  explore  the 
regions  that  had  been  left  open  to  his 
inspection.  He  found  that  the  upper  story 
of  the  house  in  which  he  was  confined 
consisted,  for  the  most  part,  of  a  series  of 
holes,  abandoned  to  the  rats.  One  or  two 
tolerable  chambers  were  interposed,  but 
equally  uninhabited.  The  only  communi- 
cation with  the  remainder  of  the  building 
was  by  a  dark,  narrow  staircase,  closed  at 
foot  by  a  door,  so  that  Joseph  found  him- 
self entirely  cut  off  from  the  world. 
Nearly  all  the  windows  were  in  the  roof, 
and  presented,  therefore,  in  this  respect 
nothing  to  render  them  superior  to  his 
own  ;  but  in  the  largest  chamber  there  was 
one  which  looked  forth  upon  a  landscape, 
in  some  respects  varied  and  interesting. 
This  consisted  of  the  roofs  of  a  number  of 
houses,  which  stretched  in  angular  waves 
for  a  vast  distance,  and  were  sprinkled  at 
wide  intervals  with  the  steeples  of  various 
churches,  round  which  whole  flights  of 
swallows  might  be  seen  wheeling.  Evening 
was  drawing  on  when  he  first  discovered 
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this  prospect.  The  sua  was  stooping 
towards  the  horizon,  amidst  a  cloud  of 
saffron,  and  its  last  beams  glared  brightly 
on  the  red  tiles,  over  whose  surface  a 
multitude  of  frolicsome  kittens  were  sports 
ing,  while  their  venerable  sires,  collected  in- 
solemn  groups  beneath  the  shadow  of  thef 
chimneys,  were  deliberating  on  the  depre- 
dations of  the  night.  Here  aind  there,- 
exalted  on  a  pole,  a  variety  of  feminine 
garments,  like  the  ghosts  of  Virgil,'  were — 

Hung  on  high  to  whiten  in  the  wind ; 

and  an  occasional  indistinct  fragment  of  a 
military  song,  told  that  some  veteran  was* 
reposing  beneath  his  laurels  in  the  vicinity. 
From  a  court-yard,  moreover,  which  opened 
like  a  gulph,  at  no  great  distance,  a  storm 
of  curses — those  lullabies  by  which  the 
vulgar  put  their  passions  to  sleep — ^whirled 
upwards  from  some  vigorous  throat,  and 
the  shrill  otones  of  a  woman  might  be 
heard,  labouring  to  keep  up  the  excitement. 
But  every  sound  at  length  died  away,  and 
the  sun  sank  amid  general  silence,  sending 
back  a  thousand  rosy  ripples   along  the 
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Heavens,  which  melted  and  dispersed  in  the 
zenith,  and  the  other  half  of  the  dome  was 
sobered  into  grey.  Presently  the  lattices 
of  the  sky  opened  one  by  one,  and  the 
golden  stars  looked  forth  timidly  through 
the  twilight.  But  the  shadows  thickened, 
the  last  beams  of  the  day  *  faded,  and 
Joseph  was  at  length  arousedi  from  his  fit 
of  contemplation.  Never  had  nature  ex- 
ercised so  powerful  an  influence  over  his 
mind  -,  and  he  confessed  to  himself  that  even 
a  view  from  a  garret-window  might  be 
beautiful. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

TWO  NBW  FACES. 

A  WHOLE  month  after  the  foregoing 
events  we  shall,  if  we  turn  our  eyes 
towards  the  room  in  which  we .  last  left 
Joseph,  behold  him  in  conference  with 
another  person  who  appeared  to  be  paying 
considerable  attention  to  him. 

"  You  see  from  this,  Monsieur,*'  said  the 
National  Guard,  *^  what  an  excellent  friend 
this  gentleman  has  been  to  me/' 

**  A  perfect  Orestes,"  was  the  reply. 

**  I  wish,  however,"  continued  Joseph, 
*^  that  I  had  given  myself  up,  and  taken 
my  trial.  1  think  what  you  say  is  half 
right,  and  that  hiding  looks  more  like 
guilt  than  innocence." 
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''  Tis  not  too  late,  I  suppose/'  said  the 
other. 

'*No — ^I  suppose  not,"  slowly  replied 
Joseph,  before  whose  eyes  a  prisoui  a  court, 
the  suspense  of  a  trial,  &c.,  flashed  as 
he  spoke ;  '*  but  I  don't  like  the  idea." 

"Well,  well,  let  us  wait.  When  you 
give  me  permission  I  will  speak  to  my 
friend  Joubert,  about  it." 

The  last  speaker  was  a  young  man  about 
twenty  years  of  age,  tall,  and  slightly  made, 
with  a  long, .  but  not  exactly  oval  face. 
He  was,  however, ,  sufficiently  handsome : 
brown  hair,  curling  over  a  high  forehead^ 
brilliant  eyes,  straight  nose,  small  welU 
formed  mouth,  a  dimpled  chin,  clear  brown 
complexion.  The  ladies,  indeed,  were 
pretty  general  in  his  praises,  though  cer* 
tain  young  fops  contended  that  his  in- 
genuous air  and  highly  coloured  cheeks 
smacked  a  little  of  the  country.  Joseph, 
however,  had  taken  a  great  fancy  to  him. 
His  was,  indeed,  love  at  first  sight ;  for  he 
had  not  met  him  more  than  two  hours  ere 
he  made  the  disclosures  we  have  hinted  at« 
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Now,  the  occasion  of  their  acquaintance 
was  this  : — Claude  Adolphe  Marie  Artaud — 
newly  arrived  from  the  country,  with  a 
light  purse,  and  bent  on  obtaining  a  repu-  ^ 
tation  in  the  law,  or  the  medical  profession 
— ^was  naturally  desirous  of  a  cheap  lodging. 
Chanc'e,  or  rather  an  innkeeper,  directed 
him  to  the  house  in  which  Narcisse  pos- 
sessed his  pied  ct  terre ;  and  as  it  happened 
to  be  full,  with  the  exception  of  the  dilapi- 
dated portion  in  which  <  Joseph  lived,  the 
landlady  proposed  to  fit  up  one  of  the 
apartments  at  a  very  low  rent.  Claude, 
who  was  no  conjuror  in  these  matters, 
made  few  difficulties,  though  to  be  sure,  he 
hung  back  a  little  when  he  was  told  that 
he  would  have  a  madinan  for  his  neighbour. 
This  lunatic,  however,  they  assured  him 
was  perfecdy  harmlesis,  and  in  truth  he 
had  found  him  iso ;  for  he  had  no  sooner 
entered  upon  his  domains,  than  Joseph, 
concerning  whom  Narcisse  had  spread  the 
idea  that  he  was  deranged  in  his  intellects, 
in  order  to  avoid  inquiries,  presented  him- 
self, told  his  story,  and  by  his  frankness  so 
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won  upon  Claude^  that  in  his  turn  he 
related  his  own  history,  and  before  the  day 
was  over  they  were  inseparable.  Leroux,  in 
whose  absence  all  this  had  occurred,  made 
his  appearance  in  the  course  of  the  after- 
noon, and  was  ot  first  exceedingly  provoked 
with  Joseph  for  thus  exposing  himself,  as 
he  said,  to  danger;  but  be  became  at 
length  convinced,  thait  in  fact  there  was  no 
danger  at  all,  Claude  placing  with  wonder- 
ful faith  implicit  credence,  as  well  as 
Joseph,  in  his  statements.  He  had  Hot, 
indeed,  studied  philosophy  long  enough 
to  be  grounded  in  the  creed  that  all  men 
are  rogues ;  but  had  simplicity  enough  to 
believe,  that  with  some  few  exceptions, 
rarely  met  with  in  the  world,  the  con<- 
trary  was  the  case.  It  is  not,  perhaps, 
easy  to  determine  the'  average  of  ho- 
nesty and  dishonesty ;  but  it  is  fair  to  say 
that  there  are  a  great  many  good  men,  a 
great  many  bad,  and  a  great  many  more, 
who  are  neither,  one  nor  the  other- 
malleable  natures,  ready  to  be  fashioned 
into  any  shape  by  the  unregulated  sledge* 
hammer  of  circumstances. 
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To  settle  these  questions,  however,  is  not 
our  province.  Let  us  return  to  Narcisse 
Leroux.  This  gentleman,  who  had  at 
length  agreed  to  pay  so  much  per  week  to 
the  people  of  the  house  for  the  board  and 
lodging  of  the  madman,  left  him  almost 
entirely  on  the  hands  of  Claude,  averring 
that  it  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to 
snatch  himself  once  a  week  from  the  im- 
portant affairs  in  which  he  was  engaged.  It 
is  a  remarkable  fact  that  Joseph  did  not 
pine  during  his  absence;  for  he  found  a 
much  more  congenial  temper  in  his  new 
friend,  to  whom  he  every  day  attached 
himself  more  and  more. 

In  this  manner  time  wore  on.  The  visits 
of  Leroux  became  rarer,  and  of  briefer 
duration,  whilst  Joseph  ventured  so  far  to 
transgress  his  orders,  that  on  several  occa- 
sions he  went  forth  with  Claude  after  dark. 
During  these  excursions  his  principal  plea-^ 
sure  was  in  passing  before  the  doors  of  his 
sister  and  Monsieur  Bourgeon;  and  he 
could  not  help  observing  how  melancholy 
was  the  expression  of  all  the  friends  he 
beheld.     He  never,  however,  knew  or  saw 
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anything  that  indicated  any  pursuit  of  him ; 
and  he  began  to  fancy,  with  the  same  sim- 
plicity  that  had  caused  him  at  first  to  fall 
into  the  snare,  that  the  whole  was  forgotten, 
and  that  he  might  safely  make  his  appear- 
ance. 

On   divers  occasions  was  this  question 
debated    between    the    two   friends;    but 
the  result  to   which  they  came  was  that 
a    little    time    longer   would    make    the 
affair   more  certain.      In  the  meanwhile, 
Joseph  amused  himself  with  reading  the 
papers,    Claude  with  studying  the  belles- 
lettres  and  occasionally  writing.     For  as 
buds    come    out    in    succession    upon  a 
'  bough,  so  shall  the  secrets  of  the  persons 
of  whom  this  history  treats.     Poetry  was 
the    principal  offspring  of  his   pen;    but 
you   must  not  run  away  with    the   idea 
that  he  had  come  to  Paris  in   the  hope 
of  gaining  a  living    by    literature.      No, 
his     sage     determination,     as    we     have 
hinted,  was  to  look  about  him  and  make 
choice   of  a  profession.      Somewhat  late 
for  this  is  the  age  of  twenty.     But  when 
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one  has  not  chosen  before,  better  then 
than  later.  Men,  however,  are  more 
fastidious  than  boys ;  and  the  whole  circle 
of  gentlemanly  occupations  was  examined 
and  laid  by  for  reconsideration.  In  the 
meantime  he  must  do  something.  He 
had  imagination,  and  very  foolishly  fancied 
himself  in  love.  He  therefore  wrote 
verses;  for  the  mind,  like  a  camel,  can 
take  freer  and  wider  paces  when  delivered 
from  the  burden  of  its  superfluous  ideas. 
Protestations,  oaths,  cries  with  the  bold ; 
sighs  and  tender  complaints  traced  upon 
paper  with  the  timid;  all  are  'means  for 
distracting  the  mind  from  the  real  cause 
of  its  trouble. 

Claude  we  say,  wrote,  and  reading 
sometimes  to  Joseph  what  he  had  com- 
posed, found  in  .  him  a  frank  critic ; 
for  it  is  only  in  the  high-temperature 
places  of  society,  that  the  thermometer 
rises  to  perpetual  complaisance.  How- 
ever, as  the  verses  were  generally  good, 
the  National  Guard  was  often  in  ecstacies 
of  admiration,    and  wept    very  freely  at 
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any  pathetic  passages.  But  though  he 
listened  with  great  attention  to  these 
love-lays  they  were  not  entirely  to  his 
taste.  A  good  drinking  song,  he  thought, 
was  more  sublime ;  and  on  divers  oc- 
casions, he  ventured  to  hint  as  much 
to  the  impassioned  poet,  whereupon  they 
would  enter  into  a  learned  discussion,  in 
which  Claude's  fanciful  philosophy  was  not 
always  a  match  for  the  obstinate  utilita- 
rianism of  Joseph.  It  was  ia  the  midst 
of  a  debate  of  this  •  nature  that  they  were 
suddenly  startled  one  morning  at  break- 
fast by  hearing  a  voice  exclaim  behind 
their  chairs, 

"  Bravo !  my  young  dialecticians, 
bravo !" 

Turning  with  much  rapidity  they  be- 
held a  little  elderly  .  gentleman  in  black, 
with  gray  hair,  a  rubicund  face,  spare 
body,  thin  legs,  enclosed  in  tight 
breeches  and  pepper  and  salt  stockings, 
the  whole  terminating  in  square-tded  flat 
shoes  with  large  bows.  At  this  appari- 
tion the    two    young    men   were  equally 
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astonished;  for  it  had  been  the  practice 
of  Joseph,  whenever  this  gentleman  visited 
Claude,  to  retire  to  his  own  apartment. 
He  accordingly  now  fancied  that  all  was 
discovered,  and  gave  himself  up  for  lost. 
Claude  also  seemed  disconcerted,  both  on 
his  friend's  and  his  own  account ;  for 
it  seems  he  had  not  made  Monsieur 
Joubert,  who  stood  however  to  him  in  the 
light  of  a  protector,  his  poetical  confidant. 

''  You  are  engaged,  I  am  afraid,''  said 
thp  old  gentleman  somewhat  perplexed 
by  the  confused  looks  of  the  two  young 
men. 

"  Oh  no,"  cried  Claude,  recovering  him- 
self and  placing  a  chair.  *'  Pray  sit  down, 
this  is  a  particular  friend  of  mine — " 

"  From  the  couatry  ?"  inquired  the  new 
comer,  seating  himself  complacently,  and 
gazing  with  a  benevolent  air  on  the 
features  of  the  National  Guard. 

"  No,  he  is  a  Parisian." 

"  But  not  of  this  quarter,"  eagerly 
interposed  Joseph. 

"  There    are    yet    many  honest    folks 


THE    BCCENTRIC    tOVBR.  169 

that  live  in  it,"  said  Monsieur  Joubert. 
"  To  be  sure  there  is  one  rogue.  But  one 
rogue  to  a  quarter  is  not  too  much." 

"In  truth  no,"  observed  Claude,  who 
having  been  cheated  grossly  since  his 
arrival  in  Paris  had  grown  a  little  philoso- 
phical in  the  practical  sense  of  the  word. 
"  Were  there  one  honest  man  to  the  dozen, 
I  should  not  complain." 

"  Where  did  you  study  the  ethical 
sciences,  young  man?"  inquired  Joubert, 
solemnly.  "  I  hope  you  are  not  a  pupil 
of  Rochefoucauld . " 

"No,  God  forbid-" 

"  Don't  say  that  either,"  cried  the  old 
gentleman.  "  The  Duke  was  very  Well  for 
his  time.  But  you  know,  in  the  progressive 
state  of  the  human  mind,  the  maxims  that 
were  excellent  a  century  or  so  ago  are 
perfectly  sterile  for  this  a^e  ;  and  in  a 
century  more  perhaps  there  will  be  no  need 
of  any  maxims  at  all.  But,  as  I  wiEUS 
'^^yii^g)  there  is  one  rogue  at  least  in  this 
quarter." 

"  There    are     a    dozen    of    as     great 
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scoundrels  within  the  compass  of  four 
streets  as  ever  took  bread  out  of  orphan's 
mouth/'  cried  Joseph. 

''You  are  periiaps  a  disciple  of  the 
cynical  school/'  quoth  Monsieur  Joubert ; 
''  But  had  I  time  I  could  prove  to  you 
that  to  bite  men's  heels  is  not  the  way 
to  benefit  either  their  hearts  or  their 
heads.  As  I  was  observing — ^I  hope, 
however,  I  am  not  detaining  you  from 
business  of  importance." 

''Not  at  all,"  exclaimed  Claude,  "I 
was  never  more  delighted  to  see  you ; 
and  you  know  at  all  times  how  pleased 
lam—" 

"You  have  been  kind  enough  to  ex«- 
press  as  much,"  replied  the  old  gentleman, 
gracefully  waving  his  hand;  "and  the 
Jesuits  had  nothing  to  do  with  your 
education." 

"I  am  no  Jesuit  in  this  matter,  cer- 
tainly." 

"Not  but  that  the  Jesuits  may  be  a 
very  good  sort  of  people  for  all  that," 
said  Monsieur  Joubert,  who  was  so  m\}ch 
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of  a  philosopher  that  he  always  had  a  good 
word  to  say  for  all  whom  he  heard  dis- 
paraged by  any  one  but  himself.  "  How- 
ever, I  must  not  forget  what  I  was  going 
to  remark — ^ah  me  I  it  is  a  very  sad  thing 
that  men  will  be  rogues."' 

Here  the  good  old  gentleman  paused, 
and  seemed  for  a  moment  lost  in  reflection ; 
still  the  two  young  men  waited  silently 
for  what  was  to  come.  Then  beginning 
rather  abruptly,  he  said  : 

"  I  first  met  him  in  the  course  of 
business.  Monsieur  Artaud  will  have  told 
you  (this  was  •  addressed  to  Joseph)  that 
I  have  not  long  retired  from  the  medical 
profession.  One  day  in  fact  I  was  alarmed, 
while  reading  the  work  of  Pinel  on  insanity, 
by  a  most  violent  and  prolonged  ringing 
of  my  bell.  This  is  a  case  in  point,  said 
I,  what  the  deuce  can  be  the  matter  ? 
So  running  down  stairs  I  reached  the 
court-yard  at  the  same  time  with  the 
servants,  and  found  a  very  dashing 
carriage  at  the  door.  A  tall  man  still 
coatioued  pulling  the  handle  of  the  bell 
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until  he  saw  me,  when  seizing  me  by  the 
hand  he  danced  me  to  the  door  of  the 
carriage,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  torrent 
of  words,  which  I  did  not  understand, 
pointed  to  a  young  man  within,  deadly 
pale,  covered  with  blood,  and  leaning  on 
the  shoulders  of  a  valet.  Without  ask- 
ing any  explanation,  I  had  him  carried  to 
bed,  where  I  inspected  his  wound.  It  was 
from  a  pistol  ball  that  had  traversed  his 
whole  body.  When  I  had  staunched  the 
blood,  applied  the  liniment,  given  the 
patient  a  draft  and  so  forth — these  things 
are  not  of  much  consequence — ^his  com- 
panion drew  me  aside,  and  ia  a  strange 
and  wild  fashion  proposed  that  the  young 
man  should  remain  in  my  house  until  his 
health  was  perfectly  re-established.  .  He 
told  me  his  name,  but  enjoined  the  most 
profound  secresy,  and  oflFered  me  a  large 
sum  per  month.  I  agreed  to  this  arrange- 
ment, and  the  young  gentleman  gradually 
recovered.  His  friend  came  to  see  him 
every  day,  and  passed  an  hour  or 
so    in    private.     When  he  was  perfectly 
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convalescent,  moreover,  he  took  him 
away.  I  was  punctually  paid  the 
sum  agreed  upon,  and  I  afterwards 
learned  that  my  patient  sent  me  a 
large  sum  hy  way  of  a  present ;  but  his 
friend  .to  whom  the  commission  was  given 
found  means  to  place  the  money  to  more 
advantage.  I,  however,  lost  sight  of  my 
two  visitors  for  some  time,  and  never  learnt 
the  occasion  of  all  this  mystery.  But  at 
length  I  fell  in  with  the  younger  pf  the 
two  in  society.  From  some  oblique  ex- 
pression of  his  I  divined  the  aflfair  of  re- 
mittance, which  however  I  did  not  think 
proper  to  explain.  I  also  discovered  that 
the  two  friends  had  quarrelled.  A  year 
afterwards,  the  other  came  to  me  con- 
fessed that  he  had  applied  the  money, 
entrusted  to  him  to  charitable  purposes, 
told  a  most  piteous  tale  of  his  own 
situation,  swore  he  had  a  wife  and  six 
children  starving  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Paris  ;  in  fact  he  made  a  fool  of  me. 
To  let  that  pass,  however,  he  vowed 
eternal  gratitude,  and  to  prove  it  came 
to  me  every  month,  each  time  with  a  tale 
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more  woeful  than  the  last.  On  one  oc- 
casion I  had  by  chance  left  a  diamond 
ring  on  my  table.  This  my  visitor  found 
means  to  transfer  to  his  own '  pocket.  I 
did  not  miss  it  at  the  time  ;  but  next 
day  received  a  most  lachrymose  epistle 
from  him,  confessing  that  in  an  evil 
hour  he  had  abstracted  the  ring,  and 
pawned  it.  He  added  that  shame  would 
never  allow  him  to  show  his  face  to  me 
again ;  that  he  understood  what  a  de- 
privation this  would  be  to  me,  but  as 
some  slight  compensation,  he  sent  me 
the  ticket  of  the  Mont  de  piM.  This  little 
aflfiair  put  me  to  the  expense  of  five 
hundred  francs ;  but  from  that  time 
forth  I  never  saw  anything  more  *  of 
Narcisse  Leroux — " 

**  Narcisse  Leroux !"  exclaimed  Claude 
and  Joseph  in  one  breath. 

"  The  same.  I  hope  you  have  no  ac- 
quaintance with  the  fellow.  But  you  are 
now  on  your  guard.  I  was  going  to 
observe  that  I  lost  sight  of  him  until 
yesterday,  when  happening  to  be  sitting  in 
a  cq/V,  a  well  known  voice  pronounced  my 
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name.  I  looked  up,  and  beheld  a  tall 
man — " 

"  Tis  the  very  rascal !"  cried  Joseph. 

"  That  is  a  hard  term,  young  Sir ;  but  I 
am  afraid  in  this  case — ^however  there  he 
was,  and  actually  though  I  had  been  so 
scurvily  treated  by  him  he  did  not  hesitate 
to  accost  me  as  an  old  friend,  and  to  pour 
over  me  a  flood  of  his  nauseous  compli- 
ments.    He  even  offered  to  embrace  me — " 

^'And  his  gripe  is  like  a  polar  bear's,'' 

cried  Joseph  who  began  to  sit  very  uneasily 

on  his  chair ;   for  the  painful  convictions 

that    he  had  been  humbugged  was    fast 

forcing  itself  upon  his  mind. 
"  I  shook  my  finger  at  him,"  continued 

Joubert,  '*  and  reminded  him  of  his  mis- 
deeds. *  However,'  I  added,  *  I  hope  you 
have  amended.'  '  Alas  i'  he  replied,  ^  that 
hopeful  result  has  been  long  deferred.  Ne- 
vertheless, I  am  now  on  the  brink  of  a  re- 
formation.' *  And  of  what  kind  is  that  ?' 
inquired  I.  *  Why,'  he  answered,  '  I  am 
going  to  take  into  my  bosom  a  wife,  fair 
and  beautiful,  who  shall  be  the  solace  of 
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my  declining  years,  if  I  ever,  like  you,' 
(imagine  his  impudence !)  ^  emulate  the  age 
of  Methuselah.'  *  I  beg  your  pardon,' 
interrupted  I,  *  fifty-eight  by  the  register, 
and  Methuselah,  I  believe,  for  I  never 
read  those  old  authors  imagining  their 
utility  is  passed,  was  considerably  older.' 
'  It  is  of  no  consequence,'  said  he ;  *  when  a 
man  has  reached  the  age  at  which  the  fair 
sex  cease  to  adore  him,  his  age  becomes  of 
little  moment  except  to  his  heir-apparent ; 
but  I  was  going  to  observe  that  I  am  now 
about  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf.  You  must 
know,'  he  continued,  *  that  in  the  course  of 
my  pilgrimage  I  have  captivated  the  heart 
of  a  young  lady — '  *  Of  fortune?'  interposed 
I.  *  You  misrepresent  me,'  he  replied ; 
'  she  has,  I  believe,  a  slight  income ;  but 
nothing  to  the  dozens  that  I  have  refused 
when  tacked  to  the  skirts  of  unamiable- 
ness.'  *  But,'  observed  I,  '  what  has  become 
of  your  wife  and  children  ?'  '  Wife !'  cried 
he, '  am  I  married  ?'  *  You  told  me  so,'  I 
answered;  'but  probably — '  'Alas!'  he 
exclaimed, '  I  am  now  a  widower,  and  the 
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childreD,  dear  things,  died  all  of  grief  for 
the  loss  of  their  mother,  leaving  me  to  bear 
the  burden  of  my  sorrow  alone.  I  intend, 
therefore,  uniting  my  destinies  with  the 
young  person  I  allude  to.  But  it  is  for  her 
beauty  and  accomplishments  alone  that  I 
adore  her.  Well,  you  must  know  that  I 
have  succeeded  in  making  an  impression 
upon  her  heart ;  and  though  she  has  not  yet 
acknowledged  it,  I  am  perfectly  certain  of 
her  willingness  to  become  the  partner  of 
my  existence.  Under  these  circumstances,' 
added  Narcisse,  lowering  his  voice,  *  there 
remain  no  impediments  but  a  couple  of  old 
people  professing  to  be  her  parents.  These 
I  mtend  to  outwit.  Do  you  understand  ?* 
*  I  do,'  was  my  reply ;  *  but  I  trust  they 
will  outwit  you.'  At  this  he  laughed,  and 
shaking  his  head  as  he  rose  from  the  table, 
observed :  *  We  shall  see  by  to-morrow 
evening.  Ypu  may  as  well  wish  me  joy 
since  you  are  about  it.  Good  bye,  fa- 
ther V  " 

"  Would  to   Heaven !"    cried    Claude, 
who  had  a  spice  of  knight-errantry  in  his 
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compositioQ,  **  would  to  Heaven  we  could 
frustrate  this  villain's  schemes,  and  save 
the  poor  girl." 

'*  The  poor  girl,  as  you  call  her,  might 
not,  perhaps,  thank  you — " 

'*  But  for  the  sake  of  the  parents,"  inter- 
posed Claude,  rising  and  pacing  the  room, 
thrusting  his  fingers  through  his  curls,  and 
looking  exceedingly  martial.  His  blood, 
indeed,  was  boiling  with  indignation  against 
Narcisse ;  and  it  was  as  much,  perhaps, 
a  thirst  for  vengeance  for  the  insults  put 
upon  Joseph,  as  any  other  feeling,  that 
incited  him  to  meddle  in  this  matter. 

**  It  can't  be  done,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man ;  **  the  only  clue  he  gave  me  was  by 
saying  he  should  shortly  be  the  son-in-law 
of  Mars.  Eh!  Man  Dieu!  what  is  the 
matter  V* 

This  exclamation  was  caused  by  the 
somewhat  unaccountable  actioiis  of  the  two 
young  men.  They  looked  one  at  the  other, 
each  made  an  animated  gesture,  seized  his 
hat,  and  shaking  Joubert  by  the  hand, 
without  a  word  darted  out  of  the  room,  and 
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plunged  down  towards  the  street.  Asto- 
nished at  these  proceedings,  the  ex-physi- 
cian hastened  to  descend,  when  he  learned 
from  the  landlady  that  the  madman  and 
the  other  young  lodger  had  just  rushed  by 
as  if  running  a  race. 

'^And  I  hope/'  remarked  she,  as  she 
ushered  the  bewildered  Joubert  into  the 
street,  "  that  the  one  has  not  bitt^i  the 
other." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

AN   ECCBNT&IC   MODS    OF   COURTING. 

Joseph  had  no  sooner  reached  the  street, 
than  bidding  Claude  follow  him,  he  darted 
towards  the  Rue  St.  Etienne,  where  the 
Captain  ilnd  his  family  now  lived,  burning 
with  indignation  against  Narcisse.  The 
rapidity  with  which  he  moved  drew  the 
gazes  of  many  an  idler  after  him,  and 
alarmed  many  a  steady  bourgeois.  He, 
however,  wound  very  dexterously  round 
every  fat  man  he  met,  whilst  Claude,  who 
was  not  yet  quite  naturalized  in  Paris,  and 
who  had  never  before  had  occasion  to 
traverse  it  so  briskly  was  continually 
trampling  upon  etiquette  and  the  toes  of 
the  foot  passengers.    On  one  occasion,  as 
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they  entered  the  street  in  which  was 
Joseph's  magazin,  it  was  a  grim-faced 
officer  to  whom  he  offered  the  unpar- 
donable insult  of  sullying  the  black  mirrors 
that  encircled  his  feet. 

*'  A  word  with  you,  Monsieur,"  cried  he, 
angrily,  intending  to  challenge  the  offender. 

"Another  time,  if  you  please,''  replied 
Claude,  pushing  by  him,  not  exactly  com* 
prehending  his  drift,  and  leaving  him  stand- 
ing with  open  mouth  in  the  middle  of  the 

street. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Joseph  rushed  into  his 
own  house,  embraced  his  astonished  sister, 
seized  his  musket  that  stood  in  a  corner, 
and  instantly  sallying  forth  again,  rejoined 
his  friend,  and  dashed  onwards.  The  next 
person  with  whom  Claude  came  in  contact 
was  a  lawyer,  nearly  five  feet  in  height, 
who  seeing  Joseph  sailing  along  with  arms 
in  his  hand,  took  it  into  his  head  that  he  was 
the  nucleus  of  an  emeute^  and  was  speculating 
whether  or  not  he  should  *'  accept  estab- 
lished facts,"  when,  being  knocked  some- 
what unceremoniously  up  against  the  wall, 
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the  current  of  his  ideas  took  another  turn, 
and  seizing  hold  of  Claude  hy  the  tails  of 
his  coat,  he  cried  : 

"A  little  word  with  you,  Monsieur,  if 
you  please/^ 

His  intention  was  to  furnish  materials 
for  the  Gazette  des  THbunaux.  But  the 
young  man,  determined  not  to  lose  sight  of 
Joseph,  took  his  suit  out  of  the  lawyer's 
hands,  and  proceeding  on  his  way  with 
a  hop,  step,  and  a  jump,  plunged  into 
the  midst  of  an  old  woman's  fruit-basket. 

"  A  word  with  you,  Monsieur,"  screamed 
she,  intending  to  make  him  pay  for  the 
damage  done. 

"  I  do  not  want  any  fruit  to-day,  my 
good  woman,"  replied  Claude,  progressing, 
without  turning  his  head. 

Instead,  however,  of  getting  into  port 
without  further  accident,  he  struck  upon 
the  portly  paunch  of  a  bon  vivant  who  was 
just  issuing  from  the  door  of  a  restaura^ 
teur^s, 

**  A  word  with  you,"  cried  he,  without 
any  definite  intention  whatever ;  but  Claude 
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paid  no  attention  to  him,   and  continued 
treading  in  the  footsteps  of  Joseph. 

When  they  turned  into  the  Rue  St. 
Etienne,  they  beheld  a  fiacre  standing  before 
the  house  to  which  they  were  bound  ;  and 
just  as  they  reached  the  door,  Captain  de 
Chassereau,  in  company  with  a  boy,  came 
out,  and  was  about  to  enter  it. 

"Captain,"  cried  Joseph,  "for  God's 
sake,  stay.** 

'*  Ah,  my  dear  friend  !  How  glad  I  am  ! 
Do  you  know  what  has  happened?  But 
I  cannot  stop  to  tell  you.  Get  in  with 
me.** 

•  And  he  leaped  in,  followed  by  Claude 
and  Joseph.  The  boy  got  upon  the  coach- 
box with  the  driver,  who  instantly  put  his 
horses  to  the  gallop. 

"  The  villain  has  carried  her  off,*'  said 
the  Captain. 

"  Whom  ?     Agnes  ?'*  inquired  Joseph. 

"  Then  it  is  too  true  T*  exclaimed  Claude. 

The  Captain  looked  at  him,  as  much  as 
to  say :  "  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  We  have  learned,  in  an  extraordinary 


184  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER, 

manner,  the  plot  that  has  been  formed 
against  your  daughter,  Monsieur,"  said 
Claude,  '^  and  we  hoped  to  have  come  in 
time  to  prevent  its  success/' 

.  *'  I  am  much  obliged  to  you — ^but  you  are 
too  late.  You  may,  perhaps,  assist  me  in 
recovering  her,  however^  I  hope — ^that 
boy — you  saw  him,  I  dare  say.  Mon  Dieu  I 
how  slowly  we  move.  Well,  there  is  no 
help.  I  must  tell  you  all  about  it.  We 
went  out  this  morning  to  the  Jardin  des 
Plantes.  There  we  met  this  villain.  By 
some  means  or  other,  doubtless  by  his  con- 
trivance, Agnes  missed  our  party.  How 
she  was  decoyed  away,  I  don't  know.  But 
that  boy  you  saw,  says  he  can  explain  all. 
He  promises  to  lead  us  to  the  place  where 
Leroux  is  taking  my  daughter,  and  that  we 
shall  be  there  as  soon  as  he.  There  was 
no  time  to  lose.  The  boy  seems  trust- 
worthy— " 

"He  has  told  the  truth,  Til  warrant," 
cried  Claude,  and  he  briefly  related  what 
had  happened. 

"  I  shall  never  cease  to  thank  you,^'  said 
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the  Captain.  '^  But  who  would  have  sus- 
pected that  the  man  was  such  a  villain !  I 
thought  him  honest ;  but  my  wife  always 
declared  he  was  an  adventurer.  It  seems 
she  was  right.  Good  Heaven !  How  long 
will  this  suspense  last  ?" 

The  thoughts  of  the  Captain,  indeed, 
were  entirely  fixed  on  his  daughter;  and 
whilst  he  spoke  he  was  continually  in  mo- 
tion ;  changing  his  seat  from  one  side  to 
the  other,  unsheathing  and  sheathing  his 
sword,  which  he  had  brought  with  him, 
in  order  to  make  the  time  appear  to  fly 
quicker.  The  direction  they  had  taken  was 
that  of  the  Avenue  de  Neuilly,  and  they 
were  soon  on  the  road  to  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne.  Jean  Jacques,  for  it  was  he 
who  had  undertaken  to  be  their  guide,  now 
stooped  towards  the  window  of  the  fiacre^ 
and  announced  that  he  saw,  in  the  dis- 
tance, the  carriage  in  which  Leroux  was 
bearing  away  his  prize ;  but  that  it  was 
rapidly  gaining  ground. 

"  Paskon,  then,  push  on,"  exclaimed  the 
Captain,  thrusting  forth  his  head. 
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He  was  obeyed  for  some  time ;  but  at 
length,  when  they  had  reached  a  lonely 
cross-road,  about  six  miles  from  Paris,  the 
driver  pulled  up. 

"Which  turning  shall  I  take?"  said 
he. 

**  Straight  on,"  cried  Jean  Jacques. 

"But,"  quoth  the  driver,  "the  road 
dipping  as  you  see,  we  can  look  over  a 
broad  stretch  of  country,  and  there  is  no 
carriage  in  front." 

"  Hark  !"  cried  Joseph,  *^  I  hear  the  roll 
of  carriage-wheels  to  the  right." 

At  this  moment,  indeed,  the  wind  shift- 
ing, brought  the  sound  of  wheels  distinctly 
on  their  ears ;  and  they  were  about  to 
take  the  direction  thus  accidentally  pointed 
out  when  the  boy  interposing,  said  : 

"  My  advice  is  to  keep  straight  on.  I 
know  Leroux's  retreat,  and  this  will  lead  us 
to  it.  It  is  impossible  these  jaded  beasts 
should  catch  him  in  a  race,  and  he  knows 
this  well.  He  has  therefore  made  a  circuit 
to  lay  us  off  the  scent.  Take  my -word  for 
it,  we  shall  intercept  him." 
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There  was  no  time  for  discussion.  The 
sound  of  the  carriage-wheels  had  already 
died  away ;  and  it  was  evident  that  in  a 
contest  of  speed,  Narcisse  must  infallibly 
overcome.  Resuming,  therefore,  their 
seats,  the  anxious  pursuers  silently  sub- 
mitted to  the  boy's  guidance. 

For*  nearly  an  hour  they  continued  ad- 
vancing in  one  direction,  and  during 
this  time  few  words  passed  between  the 
Captain  and  his  companions.  All  were 
occupied  in  watching  the  trees  as  they 
flowed  backwards  on  either  side,  and  build- 
ing up  hopes,  to  Cast  them  down  again  like 
the  card-houses  of  children.  At  length,  in 
obedience  to  Jean  Jacques,  the  driver 
turned  short  to  the  right,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  they  emerged  into  the  open  coun- 
try. Fields,  trees,  banks,  hedges,  swelling 
eminences,  all  burst  upon  the  unsteady 
sight  at  once.  In  the  distance,  rising  in 
the  centre  of  a  steep  heath,  in  the  midst  of 
a  few  stunted,  straggling  trees,  a  pile  of 
irregular  buildings  appeared. 

"  That's  the  place,"  cried  the  boy,  point- 
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ing  to  this  object.  "  We  shall  find  him 
there,  unless,  as  I  suspect,  we  have  got  the 
start  of  him.  Ha  !"  he  exclaimed,  making 
a  sweep  with  his  arm  towards  the  fields  on 
his  right,  *'  tonnerre  I  th  re  they  go  1" 

The  summit  of  a  carriage  was  soon  seen 
glancing  along  a  deep^  lane,  or  guUey,  that 
emerged  from  the  wood  at  no  great  distance. 
Presently  the  driver  could  be  distinguished, 
looking  back,  ever  and  anon,  over  his 
shoulder,  but  seemingly  not  expecting  to 
behold  his  pursuers  galloping  parallel  with 
him  in  another  lane. 

**  Now,  old  boy,  let  us*  see  your  horses* 
mettle,"  cried  Jean  Jacques,  in  a  voice 
heard  above  the  rolling  of  the  carriage- 
wheels.  ''We  shall  take  them  at  the 
angle." 

At  that  instant  it  was  evident  they  were 
perceived ;  for  Narcisse,  thrusting  his  head 
out  of  the  window,  shouted  to  his  accom- 
plice to  turn.  The  order  was  obeyed ;  but 
in  so  hurried  a  manner,  that  the  ofi'-wheel 
sank  into  a  rut,  from  which  the  panting 
horses  could  not  extricate  it. 
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The  pursuers  were  now  separated  from 
them  by  an  interval  of  not  more  than  a 
hundred  yards ;  but  the  confluence,  if  we 
may  so  speak,  of  the  two  lanes  was  at  least 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  ahead.  Ordering  the 
driver  accordingly  to  pull  up,  the  Captain 
leaped  out,  and  clambering  over  the  hedge 
was  soon  darting  across  the  field  followed 
closely  by  his  companions. 

By  this  time,  however,  Narcisse  had  suc- 
ceeded in  extricating  Agnes,  who  had 
fainted,  from  the  carriage,  and  ere  his  pur- 
suers could  come  up  had  borne  her  up  the 
opposite  bank,  and  was  about  to  plunge 
into  a  thicket  that  stretched  along  the  road- 
side. 

**  Stay,  villain  !"  cried  the  Captain,  who 

with  a  sword  in  one  hand  and  a  pistol  in 
the  other  headed  the  pursuing  party. 

"  Stay  yourself,  Tnon  vieuXy'^  replied  a 
hoarse  voice;  and  they  beheld  Leroux*s 
accomplice  standing  in  the  road  armed 
with  two  heavy  pistols,  and  sullenly  deter- 
mined to  oppose  their  progress.  Joseph 
levelled  his  musket ;  but  whilst  he  hesitated 
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whether  or  not  to  make  use  of  it,  Jean 
Jacques  forestalled  him.  Stooping  down  he 
snatched  up  a  heavy  stone,  and  discharging 
it  with  a  practised  hand,  struck  the  villain 
on  the  breast.  He  staggered,  and  before 
he  could  recover  himself  was  stretched  on 
the  ground  by  a  blow  from  Claude,  who 
had  suddenly  darted  to  the  head  of  the 
party.  Leaping  over  the  prostrate  body, 
the  young  man,  with  the  agility  of  a  grey- 
hound, sprang  up  the  bank,  and  in  an  in- 
stant more  was  dashing  through  the  bushes. 
The  whole  party  followed ;  but  what  was 
their  vexation  and  astonishment,  on  emerg- 
ing into  the  field  beyond,  to  discover  no 
trace  either  of  Narcisse  or  Agnes. 

For  a  second  the  Captain,  Claude,  Jo- 
seph, and  Jean  Jacques,  collected  in  con- 
sultation on  the  edge  of  the  thicket. 
Claude  offered  his  advice  with  fire  and 
impetuosity ;  and  they  instantly  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  he  whom  they  sought 
was  concealed  in  the  underwood.  Sepa- 
rating accordingly,  they  re-entered  the 
covert,  and  began  to  beat  about,  calling  to 
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each  other  as  they  proceeded.  The  sua 
was  setting;  and  Claude  as  he  gained  a 
little  rising  of  the  ground  saw  with  regret 
that  its  last  beams  were  playing  on  the 
thicket,  which  was  bending  and  waving 
here  and  there  its  autumnal  leaves,  as  the 
searchers  made  their  way  through  it.  He 
was  just  about  to  descend  from  his  position 
to  join  them  when  he  heard  the  voice  of 
Joseph  crying : 

"  Stop,  scoundrel !  or  I  fire." 

"  Idiot — dupe  !"  was  the  reply.  "  If 
you  fire  you  kill  the  lady.'* 

And  Narcisse  rushed  full  upon  Claude, 
followed  closely  by  the  National  Guard, 
who  could  easily  have  shot  him,  and  would 
certainly  have  done  so,  exasperated  as  he 
was,  had  it  not  been  for  fear  of  wounding 
Agnes.  Claude  stretched  out  his  arms  to 
arrest  Leroux's  progress,  and  with  a  curse 
he  dashed  his  burden  to  the  ground,  and 
plunging  on  one  side,  as  Joseph  pulled  the 
trigger  and  discharged  the  contents  of  his 
musket  full  upon  him,  instantly  disap- 
peared. 
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Claude  had  no  intention  of  pursuing. 
Stooping  over  the  prostrate  girl,  he  raised 
her  head  from  the  ground,  and  endeavoured 
with  a  tremhling  hand  to  loose  the  kerchief 
from  her  neck,  whilst  Joseph  stood  by,  un- 
able to  afford  the  least  assistance.  The 
Captain  and  Jean  Jacques  now  came  up, 
and  Claude  with  some  reluctance  resigned 
Agnes  to  her  father's  arms,  whilst  the  boy, 
who  was  the  only  person  present  who  re- 
tained any  coolness,  produced  a  little  bottle 
of  spirits  with  which  he  chafed  the  yoUng 
girl's  forehead.  The  swoon,  at  length, 
yielded  to  his  efforts,  and  with  a  shudder 
she  awoke,  and  faintly  uttered  in  succession 
the  names  of  her  father,  her  mother,  and 
Fdlicitd. 

"  Here  am  I,  my  dear  Agnes,"  cried  the 
Captain,  evidently  pleased  that  she  had 
mentioned  him  first,  and  only  now  certain 
that  his  daughter's  absence  had  been  en- 
tirely involuntary,  "  you  are  perfectly 
safe." 

•  In  a  few  minutes,  she  was  sufficiently 
restored  to  be  able  to  walk  supported  to- 
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wards  the  fiacre.  Her  father  took  one  arm, 
and  Claude,  at  first,  ofiered  to  take  the 
other;  but  Joseph  having  remarked  that 
he  trembled,  pulled  him  back,  and  put 
himself  in  his  place. 

"It  would  be  a  pity,*'  he  muttered, 
'^  that  so  excellent  a  young  man  should  be 
thought  timid.  'Tis  evident  he's  not  used 
to  those  sort  of  affairs.*' 

Whether  the  National  Guard  guessed 
rightly  or  not,  Claude  was  equally  bound 
to  be  obliged  to  him  for  his  good  intentions. 
As  it  was,  he  walked  with  an  agitated  step 
by  the  side  of  Jean  Jacques,  and  without 
remarking,  when  the  boy  endeavoured  to 
draw  his  attention  to  it,  that  the  vehicle  in 
which  Narcisse  had  carried  away  Agnes, 
had  disappeared  along  with  its  driver. 


VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


THB   ROOUB's   RBTREAT. 


When  his  daughter  was  safely  placed 
in  the  fiacre^  the  Captain's  desire  of  ven- 
geance revived ;  and  he  protested  that  he 
would  not  return  to  Paris  until  he  had»  at 
least,  tried  to  overtake  and  punish  Narcisse. 
Jean  Jacques  eagerly  seconded  this  pro- 
posal, and  added  that  he  certainly  had 
retired  to  the  old  house.  Neither  Claude 
nor  Joseph  had  any  ohjection  to  the  at- 
tempt ;  and  accordingly,  whilst  the  Captain 
with  some  reluctance  remained  as  a  guard 
upon  his  daughter  in  the  carriage,  which 
moved  slowly  on  over  the  rough  ground, 
preceded  him  across  the  heath  with  Jean 
Jacques.    Before  advancing,  however,  they 
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distributed  their  arms.  Joseph  retained  his 
musket;  the  boy  brandished  one  of  the 
pistols  that  had  been  taken  from  Leroux's 
accomplice;  Claude  was  armed  with  the 
Captain's  sword,  and  the  other  pistol. 
The  Captain  himself  retained  only  his 
fire-arms.  Thus  accoutred,  they  com- 
menced their  march. 

Twilight  had  now  deepened  into  night ; 
but  the  moon  which  had  hung  like  the 
shadow  of  itself  in  the  presence  of  the  sun, 
now  shed  over  all  nature  a  mist  of  silver, 
through  which  every  object  stood  myste- 
riously revealed.  The  silence  which  seems 
to  swell  around  the  habitations  of  men, 
like  the  tide,  beneath  the  moon's  influence, 
was  unbroken,  save  by  the  distant  notes  of 
the  nightingale  that  rose  from  the  edge  of 
the  wood  like  the  rustling  of  indolent 
waves  along  a  wide  shore.  Far  and  near 
the  whole  face  of  the  country  was  destitute 
of  habitations,  with  the  exception  of  that 
towards  which  Claude  and  his  companions 
were  advancing..  It  was  a  vast,  barn-like 
structure,    surrounded  by  high  walls  and 
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□umerons  ranges  of  low  out-buildings  all 
visibly  touched  by  the  hand  of  decay.  Its 
windows,  stopped  up  with  boards  or  wisps 
of  straw,  were  few  and  high-placed ;  and 
those  parts  of  the  walls  that  were  illumined 
by  the  moonbeams  seemed  covered  with 
moss. 

When  they  had  reached  the  great  wooden 
gate  at  the  entrance  of  the  court,  they  found 
it  shtft.  For  a  moment  they  remained  un- 
decided, whether  they  should  attempt  to 
force  it  open,  or  seek  some  other  aperture. 
Jean  Jacques,  however,  who  had  lingered 
awhile  behind,  now  came  to  their  assist- 
ance. By  the  help  of  a  small  dark  lantern 
which  he  had  produced,  he  reconnoitred 
the  appearance  of  the  place,  and  pointing 
to  the  ground,  drew  their  attention  to 
several  large  drops  of  blood. 

"  I  have  hit  him,"  exclaimed  Joseph ; 
"  but,"  he  added,  "  I  hope  not  dan- 
gerously. Weill  'twas  of  his  own  seeking." 

"The  door  is  fastened  by  a  bar  inside," 
quoth  Jean  Jacques.  "  If  you  will  push 
me  up,  I  will  get  down  and  open  it." 
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*'  But,  supposing  he  should  be  behind, 
my  little  man/'  said  Claude. 

The  boy  pointed  to  the  pistol  which  he 
bad  thrust  into  his  bosom,  and  repeated  his 
oflfer- 

"Well,  well,"  said  the  young  man,  "you 
know  best." 

And  he  soon  raised  him  to  a  level  with 
the  top  of  the  gate.  The  boy  now  gave 
one  anxious  and  attentive  look  into  the 
court  below,  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and 
then  clambered  over,  and  dropped  down 
on  the  other  side,  where  he  was  soon  heard 
hammering  at  the  bar. 

"  Not  so  loud,"  cried  Claude,  who  began 
to  repent  having  allowed  him  to  expose 
himself.     "  You  will  bring  him  upon  you." 

"  He  knows  better,"  replied  Jean,  open- 
ing the  gate,  and  admitting  them  into  a 
large  square  yard  in  front  of  the  house. 
"  His  carcase  makes  a  broad  target." 

The  carriage  now  drove  up,  and  they 
guided  it  into  the  court.  This  done, 
Claude,  Joseph  and  Jean  entered  the 
house,  the  door  of  which  was  open,  and 
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the  Captain  stood  without  anxiously  await- 
ing what  might  happen. 

A  less  stout  heart  than  his  would  pro- 
bahly  have  quailed,  when,  after  having 
remained  some  time  in  expectation,  no 
sounds  were  heard.  Agnes,  indeed,  and  the 
driver  were  overcome  by  terror.  The  former 
sat  trembling  in  the  carriage ;  the  latter  sta- 
tioned himself  by  his  horses'  heads,  gazing 
timidly  around,  but  afraid  to  speak  lest  the 
echoes  of  his  own  voice  should  become 
enemies,  and  turn  against  him.  The 
gloomy  front  of  the  house,  which  was 
turned  from  the  moon,  rose  before  them. 
Around  stretched  the  black  and  mossy  walls 
of  the  court.  Behind,  through  the  gate- 
way, at  the  foot  of  the  sloping  heath  they 
could  behold  the  wood  stretching  dimly 
away  to  the  horizon.  Not  a  breath  of  air 
was  sturing,  and  all  things  from  the  cope 
of  Heaven  to  the  ground  seemed  motionless 
and  trapped  in  silence.  Far  to  the  south, 
a  nunihcr  of  white  clouds,  like  a  procession 
of  phantoms,  hovered,  arrested  in  their 
voyiigc  lor  want  of  wind.   Bat  overhead  the 
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innamerable  stars  shone  like  goldea  blos- 
soms along  the  sky,  whilst  ever  and  anon 
one  was  shaken  from  the  bough,  and  glided 
away  into  the  regions  of  eternity* 

The  world  had  already  floated  for  one 
houri  as  they  thought,  down  the  stream  of 
time,  when  a  form  suddenly  emerged  from 
the  house,  stood  for  a  moment  in  the 
shadow,  and  then,  with  a  noiseless  step 
returned  whence  it  came.  Immediately 
afterwards,  the  cheerful  voice  of  Claude 
rung  on  the  Captain's  relieved  ear,  and  he 
and  Jean  Jacques  presently  made  their 
appearance  with  the  light. 

"We  have  followed  him,"  cried  the 
boy,  "  through  cellar,  and  room,  and  garret. 
But  he  has  always  contrived  to  escape  us. 
Once  only  we  caught  sight  of  him." 

"  Where's  Joseph  ?"  inquired  the  Cap- 
tain. 

"He's  on  the  watch  at  the  only  other 
exit,"  quoth  Claude,  who  had  warmed  in 
the  pursuit.  "  We  have  found  the  keys 
of  the  house,  and  intend  to  examine  every 
room,  and  then  lock  them.  He  cannot 
escape  us  then." 
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The  Captain,  who  would  willingly  have 
taken  his  place,  as  he  did  not  at  all  relish 
the  inactive  part  of  waiting  events,  was 
only  withheld  by  fear  for  his  danghter. 
He,  therefore,  related  what  he  had  seen, 
and  allowed  Claude,  though  with  an  ill 
grace,  to  return  again  into  the  house  fol- 
lowed by  the  intrepid  Jean. 

Meanwhile  Joseph,  who  had  volunteered 
as  a  sentinel,  was  keeping  guard ;  his 
station  was  oppoeite  a  narrow  gap  in  the 
wall,  against  the  trunk  of  a  tree  which 
grew  about  twelve  feet  distant ;  and  mus- 
ket in  hand  he  stood  determined,  if 
Narcisse  made  his  appearance,  to  shoot  him 
dead.  With  these  bloody  intentions  he 
remained  at  his  post  until  his  heels  began 
to  cool,  and  he  grew  impatient  for  the 
arrival  of  a  relief.  The  moon  shone  from 
behind  his  back  full  upon  the  wall,  so  that 
there  was  no  danger  of  his  missing  to  see 
any  one  ^^'llo  might  approach  through  the 
opening.  Several  times  did  his  chin  fall  upon 
hisbreast,aiidasoften  did  he  recover  himself, 
and  manfully  shake  off  the  drowsiness  that 
JtaMMHlHUng  upon  him.    By  d^rees  the 
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light  of  the  moon  began  to  fade,  and 
the  sorrounding  objects  became  less  dis- 
tinct and  assumed  many  fantastic  shapes. 
His  eyes  several  times  grew  dim ;  but  by 
rubbing  them  he  succeeded  in  chasing 
away  sleep  for  a  time,  and  he  turned  his 
head  to  gaze  upon  the  country  that  stretch- 
ed on  either  hand.  His  eye  now  fell 
upon  something  he  had  not  before  ob- 
served. It  seemed  to  be  a  white  bundle 
lying  amid  the  furrows  of  the  field.  What 
could  it  be?  He  racked  his  brain  to 
discover.  Suddenly  it  moved,  rose,  and 
he  saw  that  it  was  a  woman  robed  in  white. 
She  seemed  to  look  around  her  for  some 
time,  and  then  uttering  a  wailing  cry,  ran 
along  the  wall,  and  passed  before  his  face 
without  observing  him ;  devoured  by  in- 
tense curiosity  to  know  who  she  was,  he 
left  his  post  and  followed  her,  until,  after 
traversing  several  ploughed  fields,  he  came 
to  the  banks  of  a  rivulet,  that  was  fringed 
by  drooping  trees  and  shone  with  painful 
brilliancy  beneath  the  moon ;  upon  the  sur- 
ace  of  the  water  swam  a  light  boat,  into 

K  3 


202  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOTER. 

which  the  woman  glided,  and  eat  herself  at 
the  prow.  Joseph,  without  reflection,  follow- 
ed, and  the  little  vessel  moved  from  the  shore 
and  hegan  to  descend  the  stream.  The  face 
of  his  companion  was  now  turned  towards 
faim,  aad  he  saw  that  it  was  beautiful,  very 
beautiful,  but  pale,  and  his  heart  for  the 
first  time  began  to  sink  within  him,  and  he 
repented  that  he  had  followed  her.  But  it 
was  now  too  late  to  recede ;  for  swifter  and 
swifter  did  the  boat  glide  along,  until  he 
6aw  they  were  approaching  a  waterfall ; 
then  the  woman  began  to  rock  the  boat 
and  to  laugh,  and  as  they  approached  the 
foaming  crest  of  the  cascade,  she  stood  up 
and  waved  her  hands.  Joseph  would 
gladly  have  leaped  into  the  water  and  swum 
for  the  shore  ;  but  the  banks  now  diverged 
on  either  side,  so  that  he  seemed  to  be  on 
a  mighty  river :  he  felt  himself,  moreover, 
bound  to  his  seat  by  an  invisible  spell. 
Suddenly  the  little  bark  shot  rapidly  ahead, 
his  coinp»Qion  seized  him  in  her  arms, 
uttered  a  loud  shriek,  and  dragged  him 
with  her  down  the  falls ! 

"There  he  is  1  we  have  himt"  cried  a 
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voice,  and  a  couple  of  pistols  were  discharg- 
ed close  by  Joseph's  ear  ;  starting  from  his 
dream,  he  was  in  the  act  of  throwing  his 
musket  forward,  when  Leroux  sprang 
through  the  gap  in  the  wall,  and  dealing 
him  a  tremendous  blow,  sent  him  spin- 
mng  to  the  ground. 

"  Love,  love  is  my  link-boy,  and  mar- 
riage my  goal!"  shouted  the  adventurer, 
darting  across  the  fields,  which  he  soon 
traversed,  gaining  thus  the  shelter  of  a  long 
hedge  that  ran  far  out  into  the  country,  and 
Served  to  cover  his  retreat. 

"  It  seems,"  quoth  Claude,  who  now 
issued  through  the  opening,  "  that  you 
were  asleep  at  your  post." 

And  he  assisted  Joseph  to  rise. 

"  So  it  would  seem,"  replied  the  National 
Guard,  picking  up  his  musket ;  ^^  and  I  have 
had  the  most  extraordinary  dream." 

"  Your  dream  may  cost  me  some  broken 
bones,"  muttered  Jean  Jacques :  "  that  is, 
if  I  ever  meet  Leroux  again." 

"  What,  would  he  hurt  you,  my  boy  ?" 
inquired  Claude. 
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"  You  don't  know  Narcisse  Leroux," 
replied  Jean.  **  If  ever  I  get  within 
reach  of  his  arm  again — ^but  it  can't  be 
helped  now.  Let  us  return  to  the  Cap- 
tain." 

The  next  minute  the  whole  party  was 
again  collected  round  the  carriage,  and 
Claude  briefly  related  what  had  happened. 
All,  excepting  Jean,  confessed  that  it  was, 
perhaps,  better  that  Narcisse  had  escaped, 
and  they  hastened  to  return  towards  Paris. 
It  was  long  past  midnight,  however,  when 
they  reached  the  Rue  St.  Fran9ois,  where 
they  discovered  that  the  boy  had  left  them 
without  waiting  for  his  reward.  They, 
however,  handsomely  paid  the  driver  of 
the  fiacre ;.  whereupon  Claude  and  Joseph, 
refusing  all  invitations  to  enter,  on  the 
ground  of  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  bade 
adieu  to  the  Captain  and  his  daughter, 
who  were  shortly  again  united  to  their 
family.  The  fear  and  agitation  of  Ma- 
dame de  Chassereau  and  F^licit^,  during 
their  absence,  it  is  needless  to  de- 
scribe. 
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After  the  first  burst  of  joy,  Agnes  ex* 
plained,  that  having  missed  her  party  in 
the  gardens,  she  was  seeking  for  them, 
when  she  was  met  by  Narcisse,  who 
declared  that  Madame  de  Chassereau  had 
been  taken  ill,  fearing  that  some  accident 
had  happened  to  her  daughter,  and  that  he 
was  sent  to  conduct  her  home  immediately. 
Before  she  had  time  to  recover  from  the 
astonishment  into  which  this  piece  of  news 
threw  her,  Narcisse  almost  forced  her  into 
a  carriage  which  stood  near ;  and  when  she 
at  length  collected  herself,  and  insisted  on 
being  set  down,  he  refused  to  do  so,  and 
drew  up  the  blinds,  making  divers  protes- 
tations of  love  and  admiration,  and  de- 
claring that  he  was  driving  her  to  a  priest, 
who  had  consented  to  unite  them.  She  in 
vain  endeavoured  to  alarm  the  passengers ; 
the  rattling  of  the  wheels  drowned  her 
voice  ;  and  Narcisse  coolly  informed  her, 
that  at  any  rate,  by  being  compelled  to 
remain  away  from  home  with  him,  her 
diaracter  would  be  destroyed,  and  that  she 
had  better  make  up  her  mind  to  be  recon- 
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oiled  to  what  she  could  not  prevent.  He 
had  repeated  this  to  her  several  times, 
when  he  was  alarmed  by  the  sounds 
of  pursuit,  from  which  moment  he  was 
silent. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  MTSTSBT. 

Claude  returned  that  night  to  his  humble 
apartment,  though  Joseph  offered  to  ac* 
commodate  him  with  a  bed  in  his  own 
house.  But  this  arrangement  was  not 
acceded  to,  the  youn^  man  desiring  to  be 
alone.  Joseph,  accordingly,  bade  him 
adieu,  and  hastened  home  to  his  sister, 
with  whom  he  had  that  very  night  an 
exceedingly  interesting  conversation.  Its 
length  precludes  it  from  insertion  in  this 
place,  for  it  lasted  some  seven  or  eight 
hours.  Euphrosine  forgave  Joseph  all  his 
sins  ;  and  he,  quite  delighted,  remembered 
only  the  hardships  he  had  endured,  to 
relate  them  for  her  entertainment.    As  he 
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told  his  tale  very  methodically,  it  was 
breakfast  time  ere  he  came  to  a  commentary 
on  the  actions  of  Claude.  During  this,  he 
collected  divers  little  circumstances  toge- 
ther, which  made  the  quick-witted  Euphro- 

sine  jump  to  the  conclusion,  that  he  had 

» 

fallen  in  love  with  Agnes. 

**  Then  it  must  have  been  before  he  saw 
her,"  cried  Joseph ;  "  for  whilst  we  lived 
together  he  was  always  asking  questions 
about  her,  and  even  wrote  a  poem  to  her, 
which  he  read  to  me." 

'^  There  is  some  mystery  in  this,"  said 
his  sister ;  ^'but,  mark  me,  what  I  now  say 
will  turn  out  to  be  true.  Monsieur  Artaud 
will  die  for  the  love  of  Agnes." 

**  Why  should  he  not  live  and  love  her 
all  the  same?" 

"  He  is  too  romantic." 

Joseph,  however,  though  he  confessed  it 
was  very  probable  that  Claude  had  fallen 
in  love  with  Mademoiselle  de  Chassereau, 
did  not  see  the  absolute  necessity  of  his 
dying.  This,  however,  he  kept  to  himself. 
When  he  went  to  join  Claude  in  a  con* 


THB   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  209 

templated  visit  that  evening  to  the  Cap- 
tain's, he  seemed  to  have  taken  a  degree 
in  wisdom,  and  dropped  by  the  way  divers 
hints,  as  evidences  of  his  superior  know- 
ledge, to  which  Claude  was  most  provok- 
ingly  inattentive.  This  was  not  to  be 
borne.  Accordingly,  just  after  he  bad 
rung  the  bell  of  the  Captain's  apartment, 
he  whispered  into  his  companion's  ear  the 
ominous  words — 

"  I  know." 

Claude  coloured,  and  was  about  to  ask 
what  he  meant,  when  the  door  o{)ened,  and 
jhe  was  introduced  into  the  little  circle  that 
was  anxiously  awaiting  them.  The  young 
man,  during  his  introduction  to  the  ladies 
he  had  not  before  seen,  behaved  with  con- 
siderable presence  of  mind ;  but  when  hb 
addressed  Agnes,  there  was  a  visible  altera- 
tion in  his  demeanour,  which  seemed  to  be 
reflected  in  the  manner  of  the  young  girl 
herself.  However,  little  notice  was  taken 
of  this  circumstance ;  for  Joseph  was  the 
lion  of  that  day.  With  a  thousand  ampli- 
fications, he  related  his  adventures,  from  the 
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first  to  the  last,  pronounced  a  philippic 
against  Leroux,  and  delivered  a  glowing 
eulogium  on  his  friend  ClaudCi  with  whom, 
he  significantly  trusted,  they  might  some 
day  be  better  acquainted.  The  Captain 
was  not  backward  in  confirming  his  testis 
mony,  and  Claude  had  some  difficulty  in 
defending  himself  against  the  charge  of 
being  a  hero.  Having  recovered,  however, 
from  his  confusion,  he  warded  off  the 
accusation  with  considerable  spirit,  and 
proved  that  he  could  joust'  as  well  with 
words  as  arms. 

"Really,"  said  F^icit^  to  Agnes  in  a 
meaning  tone,  the  first  time  they  were 
alone  together,  "  I  think  that  young  man 
is  no  ordinary  person.  In  the  first  place, 
he  is  handsome — ^indeed  he  is.  Then  he  is 
enthusiastic  and  brave,  as  you  have  seen. 
Besides,  Joseph  says  he  is  a  poet,  and  we 
all  know  how  pleasantly  he  talks.  If  I 
were  not  a  confirmed  old  maid,  he  might 
endanger  my  peace." 

To  this  Agnes  made  no  reply,  not  know- 
ing exactly  what  to  say. 
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"So,  SO,"  thought  Fdicit^,  who  had  a 
shrewd  eye  for  a  blush,  and  had  made  her 
observations,  ''Mademoiselle  means  that  if 
it  depends  only  on  Monsieur  Artaud,  why 
I  may  remain  an  old  maid  until  doomsday." 

What  puzzled  her,  however,  was  the 
rapidity  with  which  Claude  had  made  his 
way,  if  indeed  he. had  made  his  way  to  the 
heart  of  Agnes.  And  she  came  to  the  con- 
clusion, that  human  nature  is  inexplicable. 

''  Did  Joseph  say  who  he  was,  and  where 
he  came  from?"  inquired  Agnes,  endea- 
vouring, in  vain,  to  conceal  the  interest  she 
took  in  the  matter. 

"No,  mon  enfant^*^  replied  F^licit^. 
"  But  we  shall  soon  know  all  about  it. 
Let  me  only  contrive  a  Ute^a^tite  with 
Joseph.  I'll  soon  learn  his  pedigree,  for- 
tunes, misfortunes,  and  all  that." 

"  He  lodges  in  the  same  house  with  that 
man,"  said  Agnes  ;  *'  does  he  not?" 

"  In  the  house  in  which  he  once  lived, 
and  in  which  he  placed  Joseph.  By  the 
bye,  I  have  not  yet  had  courage  to  satirize 
him  about  that.    But  I  suppose  you  would 
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ask  can  any  good  come  out  of  that  place  ? 
Circumstances,  however,  I  don't  think  the 
young  man  is  a  mUlionnaire.  But  if  he 
knows  Monsieur  Joubert,  he  must  be 
somebody." 

"  Who  is  this  Monsieur  Joubert  ?" 

"  A  medical  man,  who  now  however 
practices  only  on  a  small  scale  among 
a  few  friends.  He  professes  to  have 
abandoned  his  occupation  entirely  ;  but 
he  is  constantly  prevailed  on  to  attend 
those  who  have  formerly,  in  frequent  in- 
stances, experienced  his  skill.  He  has 
been  very  kind  to  me.  I  ought  to  have 
made  Greorge  call  on  him.  Really,  I  am 
very  forgetful." 

^'  You  can  ask  papa  to  call  on  him  now," 
said  Agnes  eagerly.  Then  checking  her- 
self she  added :  *^  Our  acquaintance  with 
this  young  man  will  be  an  excuse." 

F^licit^  could  not  help  smiling  at 
this  remark,  and  the  suspicion  crossed 
her  mind  that  her  niece  and  Claude 
were  not  wholly  strangers.  The  flushed 
cheek,     the    downcast    eye,    the    hurried 
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tone  of  Agnes,  seemed  to  bespeak  a  more 
advanced  stage  of  affection  than  that 
which  is  usually  called  **  the  first  im- 
pression." 

"  There  is  some  mystery  here,"  thought 
F^cit^ ; ''  but,  Mademoiselle,  I  will  punish 
you  for  your  disingenuousness." 

Whether  what  she  called  a  punishment 
deserves  that  name  shall  be  seen  hereafter. 
She  could  not  but  perceive  that  Agnes 
was  in  no  enviable  state  of  mind,  and 
regretted  that  she  had  not  thought  pro- 
per to  make  her  her  confidante,  without, 
however,  attempting  to  penetrate  the 
mystery.  Aware  that  it  is  sufficiently 
troublesome  to  have  anything  to  hide,  she 
determined  not  to  increase  that  trouble 
by  laying  siege  to  the  secret,  and  ren- 
dering a  whole  series  of  evasions  necessary 
to  guard  it. 

We  shall  not  minutely  detail  the  steps 
by  which  the  little  society,  which  chance 
had  thrown  together  in  the  way  we  have 
described,  approached  towards  famiUarity. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  ere  one  month  had 
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passed,  scarcely  a  day  went  by  which  did 
not  behold  the  meeting  of  either  Claude, 
Captain  de  Chassereau,  F^licit^,  Agnes, 
Pelagic,  Joseph  or  Monsieur  Joubert. 
A  remarkable  friendship,  moreover,  sprang 
up  between  the  last  two,  authorized  not 
by  similarity  of  tastes,  opinions,  or  habits, 
but  by  a  kind  of  suitability  not  suscep- 
tible of  explanation. 

The  intercourse  of  Claude  and  Agnes, 
however,  will  perhaps  be  thought  by  the 
reader  the  most  interesting.  They  seemed 
to  take  pleasure  in  each  other's  society, 
and  to  communicate  their  thoughts,  as  it 
were,  by  sympathy  ;  for  they  seldom  spoke. 
Theirs,  however,  was  not  the  restraint 
inspired  only  by  the  first  dawning  of  love. 
There  seemed  to  be  an  additional  cause 
which  F^licit^,  who  was  their  constant 
companion,  could  not  fathom. 

At  length  one  day  that  a  small  circle 
of  friends — Joubert,  Joseph,  Monsieur  and 
Madame  Bourgeon,  Pelagic,  Claude,  &c., 
— was  collected,  she  determined  to  execute 
a  plan  she    had    long    formed.      During 
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the  whole  day  she  dropped  hints  to  Agnes, 
that  something  was  going  to  happen, 
that  young  hearts  could  not  keep  a  secret, 
and  so  forth;  and  in  the  end  playfully 
made  her  promise  that  she  would  be 
ruled  entirely  by  her  that  evening,  and 
that  whatever  might  happen  she  would 
submit  to  her  guidance.  Agnes,  who 
seemed  not  quite  to  understand  her  drift, 
promised  in  a  half-laughing,  half-confused 
manner  ;  but  strange  to  say  did  not  require 
any  explanation,  so  that  F^licitd  was  left 
free  and  unshackled  to  act  as  she  might 
think  proper. 

Adjoining  the  apartment  where  the 
guests  assembled,  was  a  little  boudoir 
elegantly  fitted  up,  which  F^icit^  had  in 
some  sort  appropriated  to  herself.  Whilst 
accordingly  the  grave  heads  were  engaged 
in  earnest  conversation,  she  suddenly 
exclaimed : — 

"  Ah !  Monsieur  Artaud,  have  you 
never  seen  my  herbarium  ?" 

"No,  Mademoiselle,'*  replied  he  in- 
nocently. 
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"Then  1  must  show  you  my  riches. 
Come,  Agnes ;  you  are,  or  ought  to  be,  a 
botanist.  Now  is  the  time  to  display  your 
learning." 

Taking  a  candle,  therefore,  and  turning 
away  from  the  look  of  mock  jealousy 
which  Joseph  cast  upon  her,  she  laugh- 
ingly tripped  into  the  boudoir  whither 
she  was  followed  first  by  Agnes  and  th^n 
by  Claude. 

''  Sit  down,  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said 
she.  '*  T  must  turn  over  these  things — ^I 
have  not  seen  my  book  of  plants  for  so 
long  a  time  that  it  will  be  a  hard  matter  to 
find  it." 

**  I  hope — "  quoth  Claude,  beginning 
an  insipid  compliment,  for  he  was  a  little 
astonished  by  the  manner  of  F^icitd. 

"  Now  do  not  talk  about  trouble.  If 
you  are  a  true  naturalist — if  you  are 
not  a  deceiver — you  will  have  patience. 
'Twas  but  half  an  hour  ago  that  I  heard 
you  enthusiastically  agreeing  with  Monsieur 
Joubert  when  he  fell  into  raptures  about 
one  of  Rousseau's  reveries  because  it  treated. 
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you  said,  of  botany.  Therefore — ^but  I 
have  found  my  herbarium.  What  do  yo^ 
think  of  it  ?" 

And  she  drew  forth  a  large  folio  volume 
full  of  flowers,  both  rare  and  common, 
lichens,  mosses,  leaves,  all  pressed  and 
gummed   with  equal  attention. 

"  Pretty  !— Beautiful  I*'  cried  Claude 
affecting  to  examine  its  contents  attentively, 
whilst  F^icitd  mischievously  summoned 
Agnes  to  her  side  to  decipher  the 
hieroglyphics  in  which  she  pretended  the 
names  were  written. 

"  Have  you  ever  made  such  a  collection  ?" 
inquired  she  addressing  Claude.  ''  If  not, 
when  we  can  go  out  next  spring  into  the 
fields,  I  and  Agnes  will  instruct  you  in  all 
the  mysteries  of  herbarising.'* 

"I  have  never  preserved  but  one  flower," 
replied  Claude  with  a  faltering  voice. 

The  cheek  of  Agnes  grew  crimson  ;  and 
F^cit^,  looking  with  curiosity  from  one 
to  the  other,  whilst  they  both  kept  their 
eyes  fixed  on  a  page,  where  there  was 
nothing  but  a  faded  ivy  leaf,  exclaimed: 

VOL.    I.  L 
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^'  One  flower !  really  that  sounds  ro- 
mantic, I  suppose  there  is  some  story  con- 
nected with  it.  Pray  tell  it  us;  we  are 
both  very  fond  of  a  story." 

A  silence  of  considerable  duration  en^ 
sued,  during  which  F^cit^  felt  a  little 
troubled;  for  she  thought  that  perhaps 
she  might  be  under  some  misconception. 
The  confusion  of  Claude  and  Agnes,  how- 
ever, was  too  evident  to  be  mistaken, 
and  the  latter  now  cast  an  imploring  look 
upon  her. 

"  What  I"  she  at  length  cried,  averting 
her  face,  '^  are  we  never  to  speak  more  ? 
Sure  we  have  not  seen  Madame  Medusa ; 
neither  our  lips  nor  our  hearts,  I  imagine, 
are  quite  of  stone.  Come,  however,"  she 
added,  perceiving  that  they  both  still  con* 
tinned  silent,  '^if  Monsieur  Claude  will 
not  do  what  we  require  him,  let  him 
tell  us  a  story  about  a  ghost,  a  murder, 
a  knight-errant,  a  castle,  an  enchanter — 
I  bad  rather  though  it  should  be  about  a 
flower." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

TBB  8T0BT  OV  THB   FI.OWBB. 


"  Well,  Mademoiselle/'  replied  Claude, 
"since  you  require  it,  I — I — "  here  his 
tongue  faltered,  and  he  was  compelled 
to  make  an  effort  to  recover  his  self-posses- 
sion, ^'I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  the 
flower." 

"  Very  good.  Do  you  hear  that,  Agnes  ? 
Come,  draw  your  chair  nearer,  and  he 
Uke  me,  all  ears.  Well,  Monsieur — once 
upon  a  time.     Begin  if  you  please." 

"Two  years  ago,*'  commenced  Claude. 

"  Two  ?  And  you  are  now — ?'* 

"  Twenty.*' 

"  WeD,  you  were  then  eighteen,  I  was 
twenty-two ;  and  you,  Agnes,  were  sixteen. 
Go  on.  Monsieur." 

L  2 
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''I  had  just  completed  my  eighteenth 
year,"  said  Claude.  **  It  was  in  the  month 
of  August — " 

**  The  birds  were  singing  amid  the  sprays; 
the  zephyrs  were  breathing  the  incense  of 
nature ;  and  the  leaves,  which  were  passing 
from  emerald  into  gold,  quivered  on  the 
boughs.     It  will  be  quite  romantic." 

"  All  that  was  true,"  rejoined  the  young 
man  smiling;  '^but  these  were  not  the 
circumstances  which  have  indelibly  fixed 
that  day  on  my  memory." 

"  You  need  not  lower  your  voice,  Mon- 
sieur, though  the  door  is  half  open.  Mon- 
sieur Joubert's  noisy  syllogisms  will  prevent 
your  words  from  escaping  into  the  next 
room.    Was  there  not  a  lady  in  thq  case  ?" 

"  There  was  ;  but—" 

''We  are  all  attention;  here  is  Agnes 
quite  breathless  with  suspense." 

"I  am   afraid,"    murmured  the  young 

person  alluded  to,  looking  very  attentively 

at  the  point  of  the  small  foot  which  peeped 

from  beneath  the  skirts  of  her  robe,  ''  that 
if_if_" 

''  I  don't  hold  my    tongue,    we    shall 
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never  hear  the  story  at  all.  Well,  I  am 
now  as  silent  as  if  I  had  no  mouth 
Proceed,  Monsieur.  You  get  on  very  slow- 
ly, we  want  to  come  to  the  adventures." 

*'  Not  to  keep  you  in  suspense  then, 
Mademoiselle,  and  make  you  imagine  you 
are  about  to  hear  of  more  wonderful  ex*- 
ploits  than  Amadis  de  Gaul  ever  performed, 
I  shall  only  say  that  I  do  not  yet  know 
that  what  happened  to  me  can  interest 
more  than  myself.  To  commence,  how- 
ever :  On  the  first  of  August,  I  set  out 
from  the  neighbourhood  of  Orleans  to 
visit  a  friend  in  Touraine.  He  was  an 
old  schoolfellow,  and  on  parting  we  had 
agreed  once  a  year  to  make  a  pedestrian 
tour  to  each  other's  houses.  The  year 
before  he  had  come  to  my  part  of  the 
country,  and  I  was  now  about  to  return 
his  visit.  For  the  first  half  of  the  journey 
I  kept  the  highway,  stopping  at  the  inns, 
and  making  regular  stages  ;  but  at  the  end 
of  thia  time,  taking  a  romantic  fit,  or  rather 
guided  by  my  good  or  evil  genius,  I  turned 
aside  into  the   mountains,   and    resolved 
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to  indulge  my  taste  fot  the  picturesque 
by  spending  several  days  among  them.  I 
felt  confident  that  I  could  easily  order 
my  wanderings  so  as  to  find  each  night 
a  hamlet  to  put  up  at,  and  I  even  looked 
forward  without  any  great  repugnance  to 
the  prospect  of  passing  a  night  in  the  open 
air." 

**  Alone,  on  the  hiUs !"  exclaimed  F^ 
licit^.  *^  How  imprudent !  And  did  you 
really  do  so  ?" 

"That  is  part  of  the  story/'  replied 
Claude,  venturing  to  glance  at  Agnes, 
whose  flushed  cheek,  tremulous  lip,  and 
heaving  bosom,  betrayed  the  interest  she 
took  in  the  narrative.  ''But  you  shall  soon 
hear,''  continued  the  young  man,  again 
turning  to  F^cit^.  "  For  several  days  I 
had  no  excuse  for  lying  out  at  nights,  and  I 
reached  the  fifteenth  of  the  month  without 
any  adventure  worth  mentioning.  On 
that  morning,  leaving  a  lonely  farm-house 
beneath  whose  shelter  I  had  slept,  I  as^ 
cended  by  a  winding  and  woody  gorge  to 
the  summit  of  a  hill  whose  slopes  were 
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swarded  with  a  close  green  turf,  shaded 
here  and  there  by  chimps  of  trees,  or  bos- 
quets of  shmbs.  Presently  I  entered  upon 
a  species  of  heath  that  stretched  its  undu^ 
lating  forms  over  the  table-land  which  I  had 
gained,  and  which  was  covered  with  yellow 
blossoms.  The  morning  sun,  who  stood  with 
his  golden  feet  touching  the  distant  horizon, 
shone  brightly  over  the  face  of  the  country, 
while  a  sportive  wind  coming  from  the 
regions  whither  night  had  withdrawn,  and 
bringing  some  of  its  freshness  along  with  it, 
chased  a  cloud  of  blue  butterflies  on  the 
right  hand  and  on  the  left,  snatched  the 
most  fragrant  perfumes  from  the  wild 
flowers,  and  the  crisp  matted  thyme  of  the 
mountain,  and  bore  them  along  mingled 
with  the  melodious  notes  of  the  birds 
and  the  twitterings  of  grasshoppers.  You 
will  excuse  my  dwelling  on  these  circum- 
stancel^,  for  they  are  the  preludes  to  one  of 
the  happiest  moments  of  my  existence." 

"  Go  on.  Monsieur,"  said  F^licitd,  who 
felt  deeply  interested.  "  You  never  had 
^ore  attentive  listeners." 
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*'  When  I  had  trayersed  the  heath/'  con- 
tinued Claude,  ^'  I  descended  by  a  winding 
path  into  a  valley,  and  soon  found  myself 
on  the  banks  of  a  stream,  whose  waters 
seemed  hushed  into  perfect  tranquillity,  and 
flowed  amid  the  meadows  silently  as  though 
they  had  no  motion.  Along  the  banks 
grew  many  beautiful  plants  and  flowers.  I 
observed  especially  the  golden  rod,  and 
the  blue  bells,  and  ivy-formed  leaf  of  the 
campanula.'' 

*'  You  remind  me  of  a  scene  in  a  ro- 
mance," cried  F^cit^. 

'^But  the  scene  itself  would  have  re- 
minded you  of  Paradise.  No  words  can 
paint  the  rich  cerulean  of  the  sky  which 
seemed  to  expand  its  periphery,  and  retire 
on  all  sides  farther  from  the  earth.  The 
air  which  went  and  came  along  the  lap 
of  the  valley  was  balmy  as  the  breath  of 
woman.  On  every  side,  the  land,  in  count- 
less curves  and  swells,  led  the  eye  up  over 
the  yellow  glebes  of  the  fresh-reaped  corn- 
fields to  the  deep  green  of  the  groves,  and 
the  thickets,  and  the  lawns  which  spread 
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beneath  the  precipices  that  formed  the 
brim  of  the  valley.  But  fresh  beauties  still 
tempted  me  on  ;  though  many  a  time,  as  I 
followed  the  windings  of  the  rivulet,  I 
paused  to  gaze  on  the  new  prospects  that 
seemed  to  unfold  themselves  on  all  sides. 
At  about  noon-day  I  sat  down  to  rest  on 
a  bank,  and  drawing  forth  bread,  fruit, 
and  wine  from  my  wallet,  proved  that 
hunger  is  not  incompatible  with  romance. 
Did  I  not  fear  to  weary  you,  I  would  again 
call  up  all  the  agreeable  reveries  with 
which  I  entertained  my  mind  during  this 
halt.  But  I  must  hurry  on.  Whilst  I  was 
eating,  I  was  surprised  by  hearing  a 
rustling  sound  in  a  neighbouring  thicket  of 
sweet  smelling  shrubs.  Presently  the 
branches  moved,  were  thrust  aside,  and 
there  came  forth — " 

''  What  ?"  exclaimed  F^icit^. 

"  A  goat—'* 

"  You  are  making  merry  with  us." 

"A  beautiful  Uttle  she-goat,  upon  my 
honour,  adorned  with  blue  ribbands,  and  a 
silver  beU." 

L  3 
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"  And  what  then  ?" 

''She  advanced,  with  many  gambols, 
along  the  green  towards  the  place  where  I 
sat,  and  at  length  stood  still  to  gaze  at  me. 
I  returned  the  compliment,  and  we  were 
both  evidently  prepossessed  with  each 
other's  appearance,  and  desired  better  ac-* 
quaintance.  I  took  a  piece  of  bread,  and 
tossed  it  to  the  elegant  qnadniped,  who 
seemed  vastly  pleased  with  it,  and  ap« 
proached  either  to  testify  her  gratitude,  or 
to  share  farther  in  my  bounty.  In  a  very 
short  time  she  laid  aside  all  suspicion,  and 
we  were  the  best  friends  in  the  world,  I 
cannot  pretend  to  divine  what  were  her 
thoughts  at  this  moment ;  but,  for  my  own 
part,  I  was  endeavouring  to  guess  who  the 
owner  of  this  pretty  little  animal  might  be. 
I  could  discover  no  name  on  its  coUar,  or  its 
bell,  and  I  was  therefore  compelled,  for  the 
moment,  to  rest  satisfied  with  my  con- 
jecture. I  imagined,  however,  that  the 
goat  could  not  have  strayed  far,  and  deter- 
mined to  follow  it.  When  I  had  rested^ 
accordingly^  I  rose,  and  taking  hold  of  the 
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long  blue  libbaad  that  fluttered  round  its 
neck,  set  out  on  my  journey.  It  seemed  to 
penetrate  all  my  intentions,  and  frisked  by 
my  side  with  marvellous  glee.  After  fol- 
lowing, the  course  of  the  stream  for  some 
time,  it  suddenly  turned  to  the  right,  and 
led  me  to  a  little  ford,  which  it  fearlessly 
traversed,  endeavouring  mischievously  to 
splash  me  in  the  passage.  When  we  had 
safely  crossed,  my  guide  instantly  took  the 
direction,  of  the^hill  on  the  opposite  side, 
and  I  was  presently. clambering  up  its  steep 
slopes  in  a  direction  which  did  not  exactly 
coincide  with  that  which  it  had  been  my 
intention  to  pursue ;  but  being  in  no  hurry, 
and  exceedingly  curious  to  see  the  end  of 
the  adventure,  I  did  not  regret  this  much. 
When  we  had  reached  the  crest  of  the  hill 
the  goat  paused,  as  if  uncertain  which  of 
two  paths  to  take.  It  seemed  to  think  a 
moment — " 

"Ah!"   cried  F^cit^  laughing,    "was 
not  that  fancy  ?" 

"No,"  said  Agnes,  looking  up.    Then 
checking  herself,  she  said :  "  I  have  heard 
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more  extraordinary  stories  still,  told  of  such 
animals." 

"At  any  rate,"  continued  Claude,  "my 
companion  evidently  knew  her  way;  for 
she  at  length  decided  upon  turning  to  the 
left  hand,  and  no  effort  of  mine  could  in- 
duce her  to  swerve  from  the  path  she  had 
selected.  I  accordingly  followed  her,  more 
eager  than  ever,  to  know  to  whom  she 
belonged.  For  mor^  than  three  miles  I  be- 
lieve she  led  me  in  thiS  manner  over  hill  and 
dale,  through  meadows,  woods,  and  thickets, 
across  streams,  and  along  the  edges  of  preci- 
pices, until  at  length,  with  a  loud  bleat,  she 
broke  from  me,  and  beginning  to  run,  soon 
disappeared  in  the  midst  of  a  grove  of  acacias, 
whose  pale  green  leaves  were  fluttering  in 
the  sunshine  some  fifty  yards  in  front." 

"And  after  that?"  inquired  F6iicit4, 
perceiving  that  Claude  hesitated  for  a 
moment. 

"Anxious  that  she  should  not.  escape 
me,  now  that  I  had  followed  her  so  far, 
I  also  entered  the  grove.  L  had  not,  how- 
ever,  advanced  long  beneath  the  boughs 
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when  I  beheld  my  guide  in  the  company  of 
a  person  who  instantly  attracted  all  my 
attention." 

"  A  lady  ?"  inquired  Fdidt^ ;  whilst  the 
unsnuffed  candle  threw  so  pale  a  light,  that 
the  confusion  and  blushes  of  Agnes  passed 
unnoticed. 

"A  young  girl,"  replied  Claude,  whose 
cheek  also  became  crimson.  ''She  was 
patting  the  neck  of  her  recovered  favourite, 
and  re- arranging  the  somewhat  disordered 
ribands  with  which  it  was  adorned.  Her 
face  I  thought  was  the  most  beautiful  I  had 
ever  beheld,  and  the  mildness  of  her  eye 
seemed  to  realise  all  that  we  read  of  an- 
gelic sweetness,  and  loveliness- 

"  You  speak  warmly.  Monsieur.^ 

"  My  words  then  paint  toy  feelings.  But 
I  must  proceed.  Without  much  hesitation 
I  advanced  towards  her,  and  was,  I  must 
confess,  a  little  mortified  when  upon  seeing 
me,  she  uttered  a  slight  scream." 

"  And  yet  your  aspect  is  not  very 
terrific." 

''  At  any  rate,  I  was  for  a  moment  mis- 
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taken  for  a  brigand.  But  I  soon  contrived 
to  appease  the  young  lady's  alarm,  a  second 
glance,  indeed,  having  convinced  her  that 
I  was  a  harmless  and  sotnewhat  simple 
youth.  In  a  breath  I  explained  how  I  bad 
been  led  to  that  place;  whereupon  she 
thanked  me  for  having  restored  her  favour 
rite  to  her — " 

♦  "Though  in  reality,"  quoth  Fdicit^* 
"  you  were  brought  by  the  favourite.  But 
no  matter — she  was  grateful.*' 

"  Yes,''  said  he,  "  and  I  in  return  was 
most  thankful  that  fortune  had  introduced 
me  to  so  agreeable  a  young  person.  I 
soon  learned  that  she  lived  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, though  on  the  other  side  of  the 
valley ;  but  that  she  was  on  a  visit  to  a 
friend's  house.  During  a  solitary  walk  her 
goat,  she  told  me,  had  escaped  whilst  she 
turned  aside  to  gather  a  flower.  She  had 
spent  a  long  time  searching  for  it,  and  was 
now  anxious  to  return,  for  she  had  wan- 
dered far  from  her  path.  Without  asking 
permission,  I  accompanied  her  on  her  way, 
and  we  were  soon  busy  in  a  conversation 
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yfbidh  insensibly  wandered  oyer  all  the 
topics  of  our  age.  Thus  engaged,  we 
reached  the  brow  of  a  steep  hill,  in  the 
descent  of  which  I  was  often  compelled  to 
gire  my  hand  to  my  companion.  For  some 
reason  or  other/'  continued  Claude,  whose 
Yoice,  doubtkss.  also  for  some  reason,  was 
exceedingly  tremulous,  '^for  some  reason 
or  other,"  continued  he,  ^^  I  found  great 
pleasure  in  thus  assisting  her,  and  even 
took  care  to  multiply  occasions  for  offering 
her  my  arm  or  hand — " 

"  So  young — so    cunning  !"  interposed 
F^icit^. 

.  *'  My  stratagems  were  at  least  harmless,'' 
replied  Claude,  smiling.  **  But  whilst  I 
was  thus  confining  my  attentions  to  her., 
I  never  thought  of  examining  the  path  we 
were  following ;  and  my  companion,  doubt- 
less trusting  to  me,  had  been  equally  care- 
less." 

"  Her  mamma  was  very  wrong.    Well, 
never  mind  ;  proceed.  Monsieur." 

"We  missed  the  road,  and  when  I  re* 
covered  from  a  species  of  delirium,  found 
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ourselves  in  a  thick  wood,  through  which 
we  had  wandered  at  random  for  a  conside- 
rable space  of  time.  I  inquired  of  my 
young  companion  if  she  knew  where  we 
were ;  but  after  looking  anxiously  around, 
she  professed  her  ignorance.  We  then 
determined  to  endeavour  to  emerge  from 
the  wood,  and  commenced  following  a 
slightly  beaten  track,  which  we  thought 
might  lead  us  from  it.  But  when  we  had 
advanced  a  considerable  distance  it  disap* 
pearedy  and  we  were  again  at  a  loss  whither 
to  turn.  The  trees  around  prevented  us 
from  reconnoitring  our  position,  and  I  ac- 
cordingly determined  to  climb  one  of  the 
loftiest  I  could  see.  My  companion,  fear- 
ing I  should  fall,  endeavoured  to  dissuade 
me ;  but  certain  that  it  was  the  last  chance, 
I  chose  the  stoutest  and  tallest  tree,  and 
soon  succeeded  in  reaching  its  topmost 
boughs.  I  now  discovered  that  we  were 
at  the  bottom  of  a  valley  entirely  covered 
with  wood ;  but  that  at  a  very  short  dis- 
tance in  front  was  an  eminence  from  which 
I  thought  a  distant  view  might  be  obtained. 
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Towards]  this  I  determined  to  proceed,  es- 
pecially as  I  saw  that  the  sun  had  not  more 
than  an  hour  to  remain  ahove  the  horizon. 
Descending  accordingly,  as  swiftly  as  pos- 
sible, despite  of  the  many  cautions  of  my 
fair  fnend,  I  announced  my  discovery.  At 
the  prospect  of  passing  the  night  in  the 
wood,  she  was  greatly  alarmed ;  and  urging 
the  goat  forward,  almost  quickened  her 
pace  to  a  run.  But  as  usual  with  those 
who  advance  in  pathless  woods,  we  found 
it  impossible  to  move  in  a  straight  direc- 
tion, and  the  day  had  been  succeeded  by 
twiUght,  when  we  fortunately  arrived  at 
the  foot  of  the  rock.  On  one  side  it  was 
a  precipice,  but  on  the  other  the  ascent 
was  practicable,  and  we  accordingly  mount- 
ed preceded  by  the  goat,  who  selected  for 
us  the  surest  footing  places,  until  we  at 
length  reached  the  summit.  But  by  this 
time  nothing  presented  itself  to  our  eyes, 
but  the  dark  masses  of  the  forest,  and  the 
sombre  grey  of  the  Heavens,  except  that  in 
the  west  a  pile  of  clouds  tinged  with  rose- 
colour  and  gold,  hung  over  the  place  where 
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the  sun  had  gone  dowQ%  I  now  began  to' 
fear  that  we  should  be  compelled  to  pass 
the  night  beneath  the  sh^ter  of  the 
rock—" 

*'  How  romantic  1"  exclaimed  F^cit^. 

"We  determined,  however,  Mademoi- 
selle/' proceeded  Claude,  **  not  to  give  up 
the  matter  so  easily ;  first,  however,  seeing 
that  the  young  girl  began  to  show  signs  of 
excessive  fatigue,  I  proposed  to  her  to  rest 
and  share  with  me  the  contents  of  my  wal- 
let 'ere  we  proceeded;  we  accordingly 
cautiously  descended  the  precipice,  and 
proceeded  to  compass  its  base,  in  order  to 
discern  where  it  yielded  most  shelter  from 
the  dew.  First,  however,  by  means  of  my 
flint,  steel,  and  amadou,  I  kindled  a  bun- 
dle of  dry  sticks  which  served  me  as  a 
torch,  and  lit  up  the  trunks  of  the  trees 
on  the  one  hand,  and  the  face  of  the 
rock  on  the  other  as  we  moved  along ;  we 
at  length  were  so  fortunate  as  to  discover  a 
small  cave,  and  a  spring,  which  gushing 
forth  from  a  mossy  crevice,  glided  like 
9  sheet  of  silver  over  a  ledge  of  rocky 
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formed  a  cascade  of  about  a  foot,  and 
wound  along  beneath  a  gloomy  archway  of 
boughs  into  the  bosom  of  the  wood.  The 
cave  itself  was  perfectly  dry,  and  into  it 
accordingly  I  led  my  companion,  who  was 
considerably  exhausted,  and  going  forth 
soon  collected  a  heap  of  sticks,  wilii  which 
I  made  a  fire  at  the  ratrance  of  the  cave ;  I 
then  sat  down  by  the  side  of  the  young  giri 
and  partook  of  one  of  the  most  delicious 
meals  I  ever  enjoyed.  She,  hbwevOT,  refus- 
ed to  taste  the  wine  undiluted,  and  I  fetch- 
ed water  from  the  spring  in  my  cup  from 
which  we  both  drank ;  and  I  at  least  entire- 
ly forgot  that  we  had  lost  our  way,  and  felt 
happier  beneath  the  rock,  than  if  I  had 
been  in  the  palace  of  a  king.  Mimi,  that 
was  the  goat's  name,  ate  from  our  hands, 
and  the  meal  was  prolonged  for  more  than 
an  hour.  When  the  fire,  composed  of 
quickly  consumed  materials  sunk  low,  I 
went  fcHTth  and  collected  more  wood  to 
throw  upon  it, .  and  in  this  manner  we  spent 
the  time,  talking,  laughing,  sometimes 
even  singing,  uptil  we  thought  it  necessary 
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to  depart ;  as  we  emerged  from  the  cave  it 
happened  that  close  at  hand  there  grew  a 
wild  rose-hush)  one  of  the  flowers  of  which 
appeared  to  have  unfolded  its  petals  in  the 
heat  of  the  fire ;  this  she  plucked  and  pre- 
senting it  to  me,  laughingly  hade  me  keep 
it  for  her  sake." 

'*  And  have  you  done  so  f'  cried  F^- 
cit^. 

''As  retigiously  as  the  memory  of  the 
lady  herself/' 

So  sayingt  with  trembling  hands  he  drew 
forth  a  small  packet  from  his  bosom,  and 
hastily  opened  it.  Agnes  glanced  towards 
it  and,  behold!  there  shrunk  almost  to 
nothing,  lay  the  five  withered  petals. 

"Fflicit^!"  murmured  Agnes  looking 
up  and  discovering  that  she  had  disap- 
peared. 

**  Agnes  1"  cried  Claude,  seizing  her 
hand,  upon  which,  then  and  there  iiis 
love  was  declared,  and  his  homage  ac- 
cepted in  the  most  laconic  terms  ever  used 
on  such  occasions.  They  did  right  to 
husband  their  time;    for,    in    a  minute, 
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F^cit^  returned,  trimmed  the  candle,  and 
sitting  down  with  provoking  gravity,  said : 
"  Well,  and  what  then,  Monsieur?'' 
We  shall  not  attempt  to  follow  Claude 
through  the  confused  account  he  gave  of 
what  followed ;  for  he  was  so  occupied 
with  his  present  happiness,  that,  for  the 
moment,  everything  else  was  almost  effaced 
from  his  memory.  F6licit6,  however,  con* 
trived  to  gather  that,  hy  the  assistance  of  a 
peasant,  Claude  succeeded  in  leading  home 
Agnes  to  her  friend's  house ;  that  he  retired- 
to  spend  the  night  at  an  auberge ;  hut,  on 
the  following  morning,  according  to  invita* 
tion,  returned  and  passed  the  day  at  the 
cottage.  He  then,  with  much  regret,  re^ 
sumed  his  journey.  On  reaching  his  des^ 
tination,  he  found  his  friend  ahout  to  leave 
the  country  ;  he  accompanied  him  to  Mar«- 
seilles,  returned  home  hy  a  different  route, 
and  had  heen  prevented  ever  since  hy  a 
variety  of  circumstances  from  revisiting 
Touraine.  He  h^d  intended,  however,  he 
said,  to  have  made  an  expedition  down  to 
that  province  in  th^  spring ;  but  thought, 
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fhat  after  all,  perhaps,  he  should  not  there 
find  what  he  sought. 

It  requires  no  great  sagacity  to  divine 
what  was  the  subject  of  conversation  that 
night  between  Agnes  and  F^cit^.  The 
former  confessed  that  she  had  no  sooner 
beheld  Claude  than  she  recognised  him. 
As,  however,  he  did  not  claim  acquaintance 
with  her,  she  held  her  peace.  It  was  evi- 
dent, that  not  knowing  on  what  terms  they 
were  to  meet,  he  had  yielded  to  his  own 
retiring  temper,  and  had  left  the  renewal 
of  their  intimacy  to  come  about  in  the 
manner  we  have  seen. 

Not  muiy  months  firom  this  time  had 
passed,  before  Claude  appeared  as  the 
acknowledged  suitor  of  Agnes.  Favoured 
by  both  fathw  and  mother,  there  seemed 
to  be  no  obstacle  to  their  speedy  union; 
and  it  was  indeed  settled  that  the  mar- 
riage should  take  place  whenever  Claude 
had  obtained,  what  is  called  a  position 
in  the  world;  that  is  to  say,  when  he 
had  become  one  of  those  fortunate  beings, 
who,  dependant  as  little  as  possible  on 
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Others,  are  enabled  by  their  own  exertions 
to  collect  what  is  indispensable  to  exist- 
ence, and  distribute  it  to  those  who  look 
to  them  for  support.  Fate,  however,  had 
determined  that  his  life  was  not  to  be  un- 
chequered  with  sorrow.  But  we  must  not 
anticipate. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THB  HUMOURS  01  A  MASKSD  BALL* 

Monsieur  Bourgeon,  the  father  of 
Pelagie,  whom  the  reader  we  hope  has 
not  forgotten,  was  by  nature  a  quiet  man. 
From  his  earliest  years  he  had  evinced 
an  attachment  to  a  sedentary  life,  and 
thus  completely  thwarted  the  views  of 
his  father,  an  old  soldier,  who  had  intend- 
ed to  bring  up  his  son  as  a  second  Tranche 
Montagne.  It  vsoon,  however,  became 
evident  that  the  little  Hubert  was  not 
even  destined  to  outvie  Napoleon  ;  for  he 
manifested,  at  an  age  when  the  Corsican 
breathed  nothing  but  fire  and  slaughter, 
a  marked  aversion  for  blood-shedding,  and 
considerable  respect  for  the  rights  of  pro- 
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perty.  He  had  got,  also,  some  old-fashion- 
ed notions  into  his  head  about  civil  liberty 
which  he  had  stolen  from  Plutarch;  and 
preferred  Aristides  to  Alesrander,  and  that 
Roman  who  killed  the  tyrant  to  every 
monarch  in  the  chronology.  To  these 
opinions  he  joined  a  marvellous  dislike 
to  locomotion,  so  that  he  was  often,  in 
reading  some  of  the  military  books  put 
into  his  hands  by  his  father,  heard  to 
express  his  contempt  for  the  precipitation 
with  which  certain  of  the  enemies  of  France 
retreated  before  her  armies.  At  these  ob- 
servations, the  old  warrior  was  wont  to 
fall  into  ecstacies  of  delight,  and  hugging 
his  son  in  his  arms,  bade  him  proceed. 
What  was  his  surprise,  however,  when, 
in  a  short  time,  he  heard  the  same  ex- 
pressions of  dissatisfaction  uttered  with 
respect  to  some  of  Buonaparte's  forced 
marches. 

**  And  why  is  this  ?"  would  Caesar  Au- 
gustus Bourgeon  inquire. 

*'  Because,''  was  the  reply,  "  as  I  said 
about  those    Germans    just    now,    would 
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it  not  have  been  much  better  had  they 
sat  down  and  not  fatigued  themselves  to 
no  purpose,  running  about  with  all  that 
intolerable  weight  of  arms  and  baggage." 

*'  Enough/'  quoth  Caesar  with  tears 
in  his  eyes,  "you  will  never  be  a  great 
man." 

The  next  day,  Hubert  was  apprenticed 
to  a  chandler,  in  which  trade  he  had 
thriven  so  well,  that  though  not  quite 
the  fattest,  he  soon  became  one  of  the 
wealthiest  men  in  the  street,  and  was 
happy  and  good-humoured  in  proportion 
to  his  success. 

The  pleasures  of  such  a  person  are 
easily  enumerated ;  they  are  chiefly  do- 
mestic. His  wife  and  his  daughter  are 
agreeable  companions.  He  is  un  peu  re- 
cherche in  his  diet ;  and  they  are  always 
ready  to  gratify  him.  He  likes  a  pastoral 
excursion  into  the  country  now  and  then, 
and  their  taste  exactly  corresponds  with 
his.  He  goes  twice  a  year  to  the  theatre, 
and  invariably  applauds  whatever  he  sees  ; 
he  laughs  at  every  joke,  good  or  bad,  and 
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clieers,  by  his  noisy  mirth*  the  heart  of 
the  author,  who  remarks  to  hb  friend 
that  there  is  at  least  one  man  of  judgment 
in  the  theatre. 

As  imitation  is  the  best  compliment, 
80  mimicry  is  the  greatest  insult.  In  the 
first  case,  you  consider  the  actions  of 
another  as  worthy  of  yourself,  that  is  of 
the  best  person  in  the  world ;  in  the 
flecond  as  calculated  to  excite  contempt  by 
Ihe  excessive  discrepancy  between  your 
excellence  and  their  meanness.  Imitation, 
however,  oft^i  degenerates  into  mimicry,  at 
least  that  imitation  with  which  the  lower 
orders  often  •compliment  the  higher, 

Whose  maoners  still  the  tardy,  apish  nation, 
limps  after  in  base,  awkward  imitation. 

As,  however,  they  discover  the  secret  of 
enjoying  themselves  we  have  no  right  to 
quarrel  with  their  tastes.  M.  Bourgeon 
was  of  all  others  the  man  least  inclined  to 
adopt  the  amusements  of  any  class  but  his 
own.  Nevertheless,  on  one  occasion  he 
was  seized  with  a  marvellous  desire  of  so 
doing,  in  the  case  of  a  masked  ball,  given  by 
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some  aristocratic  lady,  for  which  he  had 
the  honour  to  furnish  the  wax-candles. 
Being  a  man  of  few  words,  without  saying 
an3^thing  to  his  fiamily  he  made  all  the 
preliminary  arrangements;  and  at  length 
one  morning  at  breakfast  announced  his 
intention. 

His  house  having,  up  to  that  time, 
been  the  scene  of  extremely  few  parties 
of  any  kind,  his  wife  and  daughter 
were  somewhat  surprised  at  this  idea ; 
but  they  made  no  opposition,  because 
in  that  family  the  desire  first  expressed, 
if  at  all  reasonable,  was  always  fulfilled. 
Joseph,  who  happened  to  call  in  the 
course  of  the  day,  was  first  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  news,  which  by  him 
was  spited  far  and  wide  among  his 
friends  and  acquaintances.  F^cit^  and 
Agnes  were  of  course  invited,  and  after 
some  easily  surmounted  objections  on  the 
part  of  the  Captain  and  his  wife,  their 
consent  was  obtained.  Euphrosine  also 
promised  to  honour  the  rewRion  with  her 
presence ;    and   it    should    be  observed, 
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that  since  her  brother  had  begaa  to 
I  hint  at  the  possibility  of  his  marrying 
some  day,  her  imperiousness  had  some- 
what abated.  Whether  she  looked  for- 
ward to  the  time  when  a  wife  would 
necessarily  dispossess  her  of  her  authority, 
or  whether  a  sudden  ameUoration  had 
taken  place  in  her  temper,  we  cannot 
say.  Perhaps,  however,  the  fact  that 
she  had  of  late  began  to  look  with  a 
very  favourable  eye  on  the  addresses  of 
one  Gerard  Lacreme,  an  assistant  in  the 
shop,  who  had  dared  (we  speak  meta- 
phorically, for  he  was  six  feet  high) 
to  raise  his  eyes  to  her,  and  who  it 
seems,  had  succeeded  in  persuading  her 
that  all  men  are  not  monsters  and  undis- 
ceming  coxcombs—- perhaps,  we  say,  this 
may  have  somewhat  softened  her  heart. 
Certain  it  is,  Joseph  found  that  during  his 
absence  an  alteration  had  come  to  pass ; 
and  he  imagined  that  grief  for  his  dis- 
appearance had  chastened  her  heart,  and 
at  times  even  began  to  be  afraid  that 
he  had  rendered  her  melancholy. 
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The  other  persons  invited  were  of 
various  characters,  but  imncipally  of  the 
bourgeois  chiss,  and  for  the  most  part, 
persons  who  had  never  assisted  at  the 
aristocratic  amusement  of  a  masked  balL 
Some,  however,  and  those  on  the  present 
occasion  were  looked  up  to  as  oracles 
by  their  friends,  had  already  been  present 
at  two  or  three  failures  among  the  hour* 
geoisie,  and  confidently  predicted  that 
something  ridiculous  would  hi^^ien.  They 
nevertheless  consented  to  be  of  the  party, 
protesting  at  the  same  time  that  whatever 
fell  out,  they  would  not  be  responsible 
for  it. 

The  suite  of  apartments,  which  had 
been  fitted  up  by  Monsieur  Bourgeon 
for  the  occasion,  was  c^  no  mean  extent ; 
for  as  we  have  already  hinted,  he  was 
well  to  do  in  the  world,  and  bad  deter- 
mined that  the  execution  of  his  project, 
as  far  as  it  lay  in  his  power,  should 
answer  the  conception  he  had  formed. 
Shaking  off  some  of  his  accustomed 
slowness,    and    assisted  by  lus  wife,    by 
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Pelagie,  and  by  the  obliging  Joseph,  at 
whose  command  half  a  dozen  servants,  to 
act  as  porters  in  the  costume  of  wild 
Indians^  were  placed  for  the  day ; — every 
thing  was  properly  managed,  so  that 
long  before  the  hour  mentioned  in  the 
card  for  the  arrival  of  visitors,  .  they 
were  at  a  stand  still  for  want  of  occu- 
pation. 

According  to  agreement,  however,  be- 
fore the  time  fixed  on  for  the  commence- 
ment of  the  evening's  amusements^  the 
Captaia  and  his  family  arrived,  and 
Pelagic  summoned  her  two  friends  to  the 
tiring  room  where  the  costumes  were 
prepared;  the  first,  that  of  a  Princess  of 
the  middle  ages  for  F^cit^,  whose  tastes 
were  more  magnificent  than  those  of  her 
companion;  the  second  that  of  a  shep- 
herdess for  Agnes  ;  and  the  third,  that 
of  a  flower  girU  for  Pelagic  herself.  As 
usual,  the  last  two  were  soon  assumed; 
but  the  toilette  of  the  Princess  was  not 
so  easily  completed,  and  Pelagic  once  very 
simply   remarked^    that    she  and    Agnes 
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ought  to  have  been  dressed  like  maids 
of  honour.  Whether  Felicity  took  this 
as  a  reproach,  we  cannot  tell;  but  it  is 
certain  that  she  was  not  long  in  complet* 
ing  her  arrangements,  and  the  three  then 
placed  themselves  at  the  window,  over- 
looking the  court,  to  watch  the  arri- 
vals. 

The  first  persons  who  presented  them- 
selves were  Gerard  Lacreme  and  Made- 
moiselle Euphrosine  Girouard,  the  one 
dressed  as  a  page,  the  other  as  an  orange- 
girl.  These  were  soon  followed  by  a  crowd 
of  Spaniards,  with  cloaks  reaching  to  their 
elbows ;  shepherdesses  with  hats  as  big  as 
saucers ;  and  slave-drivers  with  others  as 
large  as  umbrellas  ;  grisettes  of  all  classes, 
with  knights,  and  barons,  and  Turks,  and 
Chinese,  and  Hindds,  and  Hottentots ;  in 
fact,  every  variety  of  the  human  species, 
each  in  a  costume  as  different  from  his 
neighbour's  as  the  whole  were  unlike  reali- 
ty. As  this  tide  of  gay  dresses  'poured  into 
the  room,  they  were  heartily  greeted  by  the 
master  and  mistress  of  the  house ;  who  were 
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habited  like  people  of  their  own  class  of 
some  centuries  back. 

''  Ah  !"  cried  this  worthy  couple,  as  the 
several  parties  approached,  ''how  do  you 
do,  Monsieur  Girardin  ?  How  do  you  do, 
Madame  Monvoisin?  How  do  you  do, 
Monsieur  Thomas?  And  you,  neighbour 
Cjroquemort?  We  know  you — ^we  know 
you." 

''  I  assure  you,  you  are  mistaken,"  was 
the  invariable  reply.  But  M.  Bourgeon 
was  positive.  He  knew  them  by  their 
length,  by  their  breadth,  by  their  gait,  by 
their  voice,  in  fine,  by  their  very  disguises ; 
for  each,  to  the  observant  eye,  represented 
a  particular  character.  At  each  several 
recognition  he  rubbed  his  hands,  laughed 
loudly,  and  seemed,  indeed,  resolved  for 
that  evening  to  put  off  the  nightcap  of 
taciturnity  in  which  his  head  was  usually 
enveloped. 

As  each  party  sailed,  or  strutted,  or 
danced,  or  waddled,  or  skipped,  or  sidled, 
or  rushed,  or  simply  walked  into  the  room, 
the  younger  members  instantly  swarmed 
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round  Pelagie,  and  her  companioDS,  who 
generally  greeted  them  by  their  names; 
for  in  very  few  cases  could  they  refrain 
from  revealing  themselves  by  a  titter.  Pre* 
sently  the  mysterious  preparations  for  the 
dance  were  completed;  the  fingers  of  the 
musicians  fled  over  the  harp  or  the  piano, 
and  all  those  who  had^  or  thought  they  had 
agile  limbs,  rapidly  fell  into  the  ranks* 

At  this  juncture  a  new  arrival  was  an* 
nounced,  and  Agnes,  who  had  for  some 
time  cast  expectant  glances  towards  the 
door,  looked  impatiently  round.  But  the 
entrance  of  a  Venetian  nobleman,  and  what 
was  intended  for  an  English  Lor  Maire, 
disappointed  her  expectation,  for  she  was 
instantly  satisfied  that  neither  of  these  dis- 
guises concealed  Claude. 

'^  I  am  afraid,"  whispered  F^licit^  in  her 
ear,  '^  I  am  afraid  he  is  occupied  in  gazing 
at  the  wild  rose." 

"  Possibly,"  replied  Agnes,  looking  down 
and  forgetting,  perhaps,  that  her  blush  was 
seen  only  by  her  mask. 

Meanwhile,    the    new-comers  advanced 
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towards  the  master  of  the  hpuse,  who, 
fatigued  already  hy  his  exertions,  had 
thrown  himself  into  an  arm-chair. 

"  Monsieur  Bou  —  Bou  —  Bou,**  com- 
menced the  Venetian,  "  Really/'  he  add- 
ed in  a  low  tone  to  his  companion,  ^'I 
forget  the  name.    What  is  it  ?" 

The  other  replied  in  a  whisper. 

"  Ah !"  continued  the  Venetian,  hefore 
he  had  heard  him  out.  "  I  know.  Bou — 
Bou— Boujie.    That's  it." 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !"  laughed  the  good- 
humoured  host,  at  what  he  conceived  to  be 
an  intentional  pun.  ^*  Ha  I  ha  !  ha  !  But 
it  won't  do.  Thomas  Fouquet,  and  Alexis 
Pascal — ^I  know  you  both." 

"  Your  penetration  is  extraordinary,"  re- 
plied the  Venetian,  with  a  slight  sneer. 
''May  I  ask  your  permission  to  join  the 
dancers  ?" 

*  *  With  all  my  heart,  Fouquet ;  and  I  am 
sorry  your  Madeline  is  kept  at  home  by 
a  sprained  ankle.  You  can't  think  what 
an  improvement  that  mask  is  to  you.  One 
almost  forgets  your  squint." 
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The  stranger  bowed  profoundly,  and 
made  a  precipitate  retreat.  Now  F^cit^, 
who  was  moving  to  and  fro  with  two  little 
girls  dressed  as  pages,  and  waiting  for  the 
appearance  of  Joseph,  whom  she  expected 
to  engage  her,  overheard  this  conversa- 
tion. 

^'  Monsieur  Bourgeon,"  said  she  to  her- 
self; **  has  evidently  made  a  mistake.  That 
is  no  more  Thomas  than  I  am  ;  and  as  to 
mistaking  that  mountain  of  a  man  for  Pas- 
cal, it  is  monstrous.  Though  tall,  he  is  as 
thin  as  a  cane.  Pelagic,"  she  whispered, 
as  her  friend  paused  in  an  interval  of  the 
dance,  which  had  already  commenced, 
*'  Pelagic,  who  are  those  gentlemen  ?" 

"Which?  Those?  Don't  you  know 
them?  Oh — ^weU — really!  Let  me  see. 
Is  not  one  of  them  Monsieur  Artaud  ?" 

"  Oh  no.    I  am  sure  of  that." 

"  Then  I  cannot  tell  who  they  are.  I 
will  ask  papa." 

"Why  your  papa  takes  them  for  Fou- 
quet  and  Pascal." 

"  That  is  a  mistake.   See.    Yonder  come 
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those  two  gentlemen  dressed  like  cobblers. 
We  shall  have  some  laughing  now/' 

And  she  mingled  once  more  with  the 
dancers.  At  this  moment  the  Lor  Maire, 
with  what  answered  the  French  conception 
of  English  politeness,  rolled  up  to  F^cit^, 
who  was  kept  waiting  in  an  unaccountable 
manner  by  her  expected  partner,  Joseph, 
and  begged  to  have  the  honour  of  dancing 
with  her,  saying : 

"Will  you  dance — pretty  girl — dem?" 

F^citd  glanced  at  the  speaker,  and  in- 
stantly perceived  that  she  might  accept  the 
offer  without  offending  Joseph  very  deeply. 

The  Lor  Maire^s  dimensions  were  per- 
fectly gigantic.  In  height  he  was  no  pig- 
my ;  but  in  breadth  he  surpassed  nature  by 
a  yard  at  least.  A  clumsy  imitation  of  a 
red  face,  surrounded  by  copious  locks  of 
flaxen  hair,  partly  concealed  by  a  white  hat, 
formed  the  head-dress  of  this  extraordinary 
personage.  A  great  red  cotton  handker- 
chief encircled  his  neck;  a  blue  coat  of 
vast  dimensions  covered  his  body,  and  the 
supplementary  pillows;   whilst   a  pair  of 


254  THV  BCCBNTEIC   LOTBR. 

enoimous  nankeen  pantaloons  descended 
into  the  capacious  white-topped  boots*  It 
was  by  this  elegant  cavalier  that  F^cit^ 
had  just  been  led  to  her  place,  when  Joseph 
came  running  up. 

^'F^licitd/'  he  exclaimed,  with  some 
precipitation. 

''  I  am  engaged/'  she  replied,  in  a  whis* 
per,  looking  at  him  over  her  shoulder,  with 
an  air  of  mock  disdain.  ^  You  should  not 
have  left  me  all  alone  exposed  to  the  tempt- 
ations que  vous  voyez.^* 

"Prttty  girl,  begin  to  dance — dem?" 
quoth  the  Lor  Moire ;  and  F^cit^,  giving 
her  hand,  was  soon  gravely  moving  through 
the  mazes  of  the  dance  with  her  volumi- 
nous partner,  who  waded,  like  Burke's 
Leviathan,  amid  the  merry  crowd.  His  mo- 
tions attracted  universal  attention.  Every 
one  was  in  ecstacies  at  the  fidelity  of  the 
portrait ;  and  every  one  was  dying  to  know 
what  actor  it  was  who  could,  in  a  manner 
so  exact,  and  so  weU  calculated  to  suggest 
flattering  comparisons,  delineate  the  pecu- 
liarities of  the  City  Functionary.     In  vain 
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did  a  ci-devant  cammis  voyageur,  who  had 
crossed  the  channel  a  few  years  before, 
venture  to  point  out  a  few  improbabilities 
in  the  representation.  He  was  silenced. 
Who  cared  for  his  opinion  ?  It  was  very 
evident  that  the  gentleman  knew  what  be 
was  about.  The  probability  was,  consider^ 
ing  the  intimate  knowledge  he  displayed  ol 
the  barbarous  lingo  of  the  Isles  Britanm- 
queSf  that  he  had  but  just  returned  from: 
his  travels  with  a  whole  portfolio  of  origi- 
nal observations  on  the  shopkeeping  neigh- 
bours on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel  of 
the  Sleeve  1 

"  Dem  my  toes  1'*  cried  the  Lor  Maire, 
whenever  any  one  trod  upon  the  extremi- 
ties alluded  to ;  which  exclamation  excited 
shrieks  of  laughter,  and  encouraged  others 
to  take  the  same  means  of  drawing  forth 
the  same  exclamation. 

Meanwhile  Agnes  had  been  invited  to 
dance  by  the  Venetian  nobleman,  and  had 
not  refused.  At  the  same  time,  however, 
she  was  exceedingly  agitated.  For  the 
absence  of  Claude  she  could  not  account ; 
and  as  time  wore  on  without  his  making 
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his  appearance,  she  hegan  to  repent,  that  in 
a  moment  of  piqoe  she  had  allowed  another 
to  engage  her,  and  to  fear  that  some  serious 
accident  might  have  hefallen  him.  At 
length,  indeed,  her  own  thoughts  so  vio- 
lently alarmed  her,  that  her  limhs  trembled 
nnder  her,  and  she  was  compelled  to  sink 
into  a  chair. 

^*M(m  Dieu  r  exclaimed  her  partner. 
**  Is  Mademoiselle  unwell." 

"  I  feel  faint.  Monsieur,"  she  replied. 

**  Remove  her  mask  I"  cried  several  per- 
sons crowding  around  her.  F^cit^  was 
instantly  at  her  side,  and  soon  uncovered 
her  face.  She  then,  with  Pelagie's  assist- 
ance, led  her  young  friend  into  a  balcony, 
sajring  that  the  fresh  air  would  speedily 
recover  her.  She  herself  suspected  the 
cause  of  what  had  occurred,  and  therefore 
declined  the  assistance  of  the  Venetian, 
who  offered  bis  arm. 

"  Pretty  girl — dem  !*'  quoth  the  Lor 
Moire  to  the  gentleman  in  a  low  voice. 

**  Charming !"  replied  the  Venetian  in 
the  same  tone.     ^^  Is  it  she  ?" 

"Herself,"  was    the   reply.     "Was    I 
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right  or  wrong?  Say,  had  the  mists  of 
prejudice  clouded  my  faculties,  or  are  these 
eyes,  as  they  were  wont  to  be,  the  most 
perfect  judges,  the  most  inimitable  dis- 
cemers,  the  most  unerring  appreciators, 
the  most  acute— what  shall  I  say?  Oh, 
the  rapturous  emotions  that  inevitably 
spring  to  being  in  my  susceptible  heart 
when — " 

"Tush!  you  will  be  heard.  Shall  we 
retire  ?  I  have  now  seen  what  I  came  to 
see.  To-night  matters  can  proceed  no 
further." 

"  What !  wilt  thou  then  show  the  white 
feather?  Wilt  thou  tarnish  the  glory  of 
thy  race  ?  Wilt  thou  compel  me  to  blush 
for  thee?  See  what  roseate  hues  sufiuse 
my  cheeks !  How  symbolical  is  this  mask 
of  the  passions  of  my  soul !  I  tell  thee 
what :  if  thou  art  a  man,  thou  cans't  this 
very  night  communicate  thy  ardent  affec- 
tion." 

"  Affection  !  But  you  forget — I  have 
seen  her  but  for  half  a  second." 

"  What  of  that  ?    Does  it  require  more 
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than  an  infinitesimal  point  of  time  for  a 
soul  to  be  kindled  with  the  rapturous  fire 
of  love  ?  Go  to,  young  man,  I  know  the 
state  of  thy  heart ;  because/'  continued  the 
Lor  Make  in  a  still  lower  key,  "  I  know 
the  state  of  thy  finances.  Have  I  not  said 
she  is  an  heiress  V* 

**  So  you  say.  But  you  know  nothing 
positively.  It  is  all  conjecture.  You  have 
told  me  a  very  extraordinary  story/' 

^'  It  is  all  true,  I  pledge  my  honour. 
But  how  I  have  become  acquainted  with 
the  details  of  her  history  I  must  not  im- 
part. Be  content  to  know  this:  that 
young  hearts  are  as  inflammable  as  tinder, 
and  that  the  husband  of  Mademoiselle  de 
Chassereau  will  be  rich.'^ 

"  When  ?" 

''  All  in  good  time.  But,  as  I  was 
saying — again  draw  near  this  delidous 
creature.  Approach  thy  lips  to  her  ears. 
Pour  into  them  thy  vows  of  passion.  Say 
to  her,  '  heed  not  the  rage  of  your  papa, 
nor  the  anger  of  your  mamma.  Fly  with 
me.    Let  us  escape  to  the  mountains ;  and 
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that  our  lives  may  be  more  consonant  to 
the  romantic  yearnings  of  our  hearts,  I 
will  seek  out  some  renowned  bandit,  I  wiU 
ni^e  him  to  dispose  of  his  connexion,  and 
if  he  look  favourably  upon  my  proposals, 
I  will  buy  the  business,  purchase  the  good 
wUl,  and  there  we  will  dwell,  in  some 
remote  glen,  under  the  shelter  of  a  rocky  > 
cavern,  beside  the  mouth  of  which  shall 
flow  a  murmuring  stream.  There,  Agnes, 
amidst  the  majesty,  of  nature  shalt  thou 
lean  thy  head  romantically  upon  my  bosom. 
Our  looks  and  our  tears  shall  mingle  y  for 
we  shall,  of  course,  be  occasionally  sad. 
Every  morning  will  I  seize  my  carbine,  my 
pistols,  and  my  dagger,  and  sally  forth^ 
after  having  imprinted  a  fervent  kiss  upon 
thy  lips.  Thou  shalt  cling  to  me  at  parting. 
The  dews  of  sorrow  shall  moisten  thy 
cheek.  Thou  shall  call  down  blessings 
upon  my  exertions ;  and  when  roused  by 
the  distant  roll  of  carriage  wheels,  bearing 
some  haughty  nobleman  and  his  fair 
dau^ters — of  whom  thou  shalt  never  have 
reason  to  be  jealous^  Agnes,  though  they 
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may  probably  .become  enamoured  of  my 
person  as  I  gracefully  present  a  pistol  at 
their  father's  head-^when  I  say,  I  am 
compelled  to  break  from  thy  arms,  thou 
shalt  wave  thy  white  scarf  until  the  sombre 
woods  conceal  me  from  thy  view,  and  thou 
feelest  the  feeling  of  solitariness  descend 
upon  thee/  " 

**  Magnificent  1"  cried  the  Venetian, 
laughing.  He  would  have  proceeded,  but 
Pelagic  now  approached  bearing  the  intelli* 
gence  that  Agnes  could  not  dance  again 
that  evening. 

''  Monsieur,"  she  began,  in  a  timid  tone 
of  voice ;  ^'  but  we  have  not  the  honour  of 
knowing  Monsieur's  name-—" 

"  The  old  gentleman  called  Budge — 
Budge—" 

*'  Bourgeon." 

''  Exactly  ;  but  I  really  cannot  form  my 
mouth  to  that  name.  The  gentleman,  I 
say,  owning  that  appellation  has  discovered 
me.     My  name  is  Thomas  Fouquet — " 

'^  False,  false,"  cried  a  voice  behind  him, 
a  heavy  hand  at  the  same  time  falling  upon 
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his  shoulder.    "Before  he  turned  cohbler 
that  was  the  name  of  your  humble  servant.** 

A  tall  ungainly  fellow  here  thrust  himself 
forward,  and  the  Venetian  rubbing  his 
shoulder,  replied —   * 

"  Then  if  I  acknowledge  myself  not  to 
be  you,  I  shall  much  injure  myself  in  this 
lady's  estimation ;  for  if  your  face  corres- 
pond to  your  figure,  you  must  be  a  second 
Apollo." 

So  saying,  the  speaker  moved  off  by  the 
side  of  Pelagic,  listening  to  her  explanation 
of  the  reasons  which  prevented  Agnes  from 
returning  to  the  dance,  and  leaving  Thomas 
Fouquet  with  his  mouth  open,  staring  in 
astonishment  at  him  as  he  receded. 

"  Well,'*  at  length  exclaimed  the  sham 
cobbler,  "  I  don't  know  who  that  individual 
may  be.  But  he's  the  rudest  fellow  I  ever 
clapped  eyes  on.  Never  mind,  though  ; 
let  us  amuse  ourselves." 

So  saying,  he  mixed  with  the  crowd,  and 
was  soon  up  to  the  eyes  in  enjoyment. 

The  Venetian,  meanwhile,  though  he  did 
not  exactly  follow  his  friend's  advice,  took 
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his  station  by  the  side  of  Agnes,  and 
endeavoured  to  make  himself  as  agreeable 
as  po^ible  to  her ;  but  though  he  exerted 
all  his  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  all  his 
arts  of  insinuation,  he  did  not  succeed  in 
making  any  impression.  The  truth  was, 
her  thoughts  were  too  much  occupied  with 
other  subjects,  to  allow  her  even  to  pay  a 
poUte  attention  to  the  remarks  of  this 
stranger. 

Just  before  supper  was  announced  two 
extraordinary  figures  ma4e  tibeir  appear- 
ance. They  were  both  thin,  but  one  was 
extremely  tall,  and  the  other  excessively 
short.  The  one  was  dressed  as  a  Cossack, 
and  sported  a  pair  of  moustaches,  which 
projected  a  full  foot  on  either  side  of  his 
face,  and  wore  a  sword  as  long  as  his  com- 
panion, who,  on  his  part,  bore  a  tremendous 
whip,  and  had,  indeed,  the  habit  of  a 
postillion,  with  jack-boots  up  to  his  thighs, 
a  little  jockey  coat,  a  cap,  and  a  white 
mask,  which  gave  him  an  extraordinary 
appearance,  especially  as  he  wore  a  wig  of 
straight  black  bs^r,  reaching  to  hi^  waist. 
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An  universal  shout  of  laughter  hailed  the 
arrival  of  these  two  personages  ;  and  M. 
Bourgeon  greeted  the  tallest  of  them  as 
his  father^^-HU  fact,  as  Caesar  Augustus 
Bourgeon.  The  old  Cossack  shook  his 
head. 

**  Quock  ganto  /c»wwi6o/*  said  he ;  **  or 
vat  you  say  in  Gallic  ?  You  are  totalUty 
at  sea." 

''Not  a  bit,  not  a  bit,  father;  I  know 
those  legs.  But  what  companion  have 
you  ?" 

"  Pesko  indento.  It  knows  not  me.  One 
little  boy  I  meet'— at  the  bell-handle  look^ 
ingup — " 

"Eh!  God  bless  us  I"  inl^rupted  the 
postillion,  endeavouring  to  clack  his  whip, 
and  succeedmg  in  twining  the  lash  round 
the  pretty  ankle  of  a  lady  who  was  tripping 
by,  which  was  considered  very  amusing. 
''  Not  so  bad  as  that,  old  Septentrionalian. 
Five  feet  two  and  a  half  is  my  height,  not  a 
barleycorn  less." 

"And  the  name  of  you?  What  is  it? 
J  am  Ignoramus." 
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"  Very  true.  But  as  to  my  name  I  can't 
tdl  it  all  at  once.  A  part  of  it,  however,  I 
have  no  objection  to :  George  Marie  Anne 
Hannibal  Laotze  Incas  Alcibiades  Mel- 
chisadec — *' 

"  Pooh !  pooh  !  more  not  a  bit.  Kindly 
I  thank  you  ;  and  the  name  of  me  is  Wong- 
stronghonoffarghenburghellapchecko. " 

''Pretty  pronounceable  for  a  Cossack 
cognomen.  .  Are  you  newly  arrived  ?" 

''  Off  horse  just  got.  Last  night  at 
Moscow.  Hard  galloped  —  bad  roads  — 
never  mind — here  am." 

''  Is  that  a  fact  ?  Really  a  most  extraor- 
dinary— but  pish !  it's  all  a  fabrication. 
What's  the  latest  news  ?" 

"  News  ?  hem !  Haven't  no  paper  seen 
this  day.  Oh  !  forgot.  Emperor  cut  his 
chin  in  shave." 

"  Bless  me  !    And  what  then  ?" 

"  Kicked  the  barber  out  of  window — 
sentinel  on  his  bayonet  caught  him — or- 
dered by  imperial  ukase  barbers  all  to  sharp 
their  knives,  or  what  you  call  them  Cas- 
kakata  ?" 
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"  Razors,  an  instrament  with  which  you 
seem  unacquainted,  if  I  may  judge  from  the 
inordinate  pilosity  of  your  visage,  or  rather 
muzzle.    Take  my  advice,  old  Attila,  and 
allow  me  to  abridge  those  superfluities  by 
applying  a  candle.     It  will  burn  your  face 
as  clean  as  an  American  prairie,  and  you 
will  grow  green  again  in  your  old  age.      K 
I  had  known  you  before,  I  should  have  bor- 
rowed your  moustaches,  and  appeared  as  a 
fawn." 

'*  If  this  is  not  Monsieur  Joubert,  I  am 
no  judge  of  voices,"  cried  F^licit^,  as  Jo- 
seph, who  had  at  length  succeeded  in 
sending  the  Lor  Maire  to  the  right  about, 
was  leading  her  to  the  supper-room. 
"Pray  tell  me,  have  you  seen  Monsieur 
Artaud  ?" 

"Artaud!"  cried  Joubert,  lifting  his 
mask  from  his  face.  "  Eh !  is  he  not  here 
then  ?  I  parted  with  him  four  or  five  hours 
ago,  and  he  was  in  such  a  desperate  hurry, 
that  he  broke  away  in  the  midst  of  a  theory 
of  personal  identity  I  was  expounding  to 
bim.     I  cannot  imagine — " 

VOL.  I.  N 
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*^  Are  you  sure  of  this,  Mousieur  Jou- 
bert  ?" 

''Most  certain.  Would  all  the  axioms 
of  philosophy  were  as  little  liable  to 
doubt !" 

''  It  is  strange/'  said  F^icit^,  musingly. 

''  So  I  think,  and  I  shall  attempt  no  elu- 
cidation. But  eh  ?  Well  1  It  might  be. 
Mademoiselle  de  Chassereau,  will  you 
vouchsafe  me,  a  little  private  conversa- 
tion ?" 

''  This  is  Monsieur  Girouard/'  said  she, 
introducing  Joseph,  who  was  buried  be- 
neath a  cloud  of  Turkish  drapery. 

''  Oh,  indeed  1"  quoth  Joubert.  "  Then 
I  can  speak  before  him.  To  tell  the  truth, 
it  has  just  struck  me,  and  you  will  believe 
me  when  I  assert  that  the  idea  never  oc- 
curred to  me  before,  I  have  just  conceived 
it  to  be  within  the  bounds  of  possibility 
— ^that  is  to  say — not  exactly  that  either — 
but  you  know  what  I  mean — he  is  not  as 
rich  as  King  Croesus." 

"  But  how  would  that  prevent  him  from 
coming  to-night  V 
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'^Why,  in  this  maimer.  He  had  not 
provided  an  elegant  costume,  and  he  had 
a  desire,  like  other  yonng  people,  to  appear 
to  advantage  ;  and  thus — " 

"  What  a  fooUsh  feUow  1  Why  did  he 
not  come  as  he  best  could?  Really,  it 
is  quite  preposterous.  I  cannot  understand 
it.    If  Agnes  knew — " 

And  F^cit^,  much  moved,  turned  away 
her  head  ;  whereupon  Joubert,  wishing  he 
had  kept  his  thoughts  to  himself,  hurried 
on  to  the  supper-table,  and  Joseph  led 
his  partner  slowly  after. 

During  the  supper,  the  postillion  and 
the  veteran  Cossack  vied  with  each  other 
in  their  endeavours  to  manufacture  mer- 
riment ;  the  latter  retaiUng,  in  his  broken 
language,  all  the  military  anecdotes  he 
could  lay  his  hands  on,  and  of  which  he 
could  make  himself  the  hero ;  the  former 
tracing  the  adventures  to  their  source*  in 
French  history. 

Meanwhile,  Monsieur  Bourgeon,  by 
whosQ    side    Captain   de   Chassereau  had 
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placed  himself,    addressed   him   in   these 
words : 

*'Is  it  possible  that  you  are  not  ac- 
quainted with  that  gentleman  who  is  talk- 
ing to  your  daughter  ?*' 

"I? — ^Why  I  never  thought  of  the 
matter.  I  inferred  he  was  a  friend  of 
yours.'* 

''He  is  not.  I  know  nothing  of  him. 
I  have  my  suspicion  that  he  is  not  one 
of  the  bidden.  No  one  in  the  room  knows 
him,  and,  as  you  may  see,  they  are  all 
looking  at  him  ;  and  that  other  gentle- 
man, that  big,  fat  fellow,  the  Englishman 
— ^What  will  you  take  ?  I  thought  he  was 
a  friend  of  mine — ^you  must  taste  some 
of  this  cake — ^named  Pascal — 'tis  of  my 
wife's  making— but  it  seems — " 

"  Hum !"  said  the  Captain,  looking  very 
attentively,  now  at  the  JLor  MairCy  now  at 
the  Venetian,  *^  hum !  I  think  there  is 
something  in  what  you  say ;  and  it  is  for 
this  reason  that  my  wife  has  an  objection 
to  this  kind  of  diversion.     When  I  was  in 
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Algiers,  the  officers  gave  a  ball|  and  there 
happened  a  curious  incident — '' 

Leaving  the  nonchalant  Captain  to  relate 
his  anecdote,  let  us  pass  to  his  wife,  who 
had  just  entered  into  conversation  with 
Mademoiselle  Girouard. 

**  I  know  you,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Ma- 
dame d&  Chassereau.  *'  Your  disguise  is 
more  easily  seen  through  than  that  of  the 
nobleman  yonder  who  is  talking  with  my 
daughter,  who,  you  see,  very  properly 
treats  him  with  great  coldness." 

'^  Do  you  really  think  he  is  a  nobleman  ?" 
inquired  Euphrosine,  quite  interested. 
"  Lacreme,"  she  added,  turning  to  her  left, 
"  some  jelly,  if  you  please." 

**  Oh  no,"  answered  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau ;  ^'  but  he  disguises  as  one.  Never- 
theless he  may  be.  There  is  no  knowing. 
These  masked  balls  are  not  to  my  taste. 
They  give  opportunities  for  so  much  fami- 
liarity between  utter  strangers  which  may 
be  of  dangerous  consequence.  This  young 
gentleman,  for  aught  we  know — " 

"  You  and  I,"   said  Pascal  to  Fouquet, 
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''have  descended  from  gentlemen  to  cob- 
blers. Who  knows  but  that  fellow  is  a 
cobbler  aping  the  gentleman  ?" 

"  As  you  say,"  replied  Fonquet.  "  Who 
knows,  indeed  ?  He  has  no  more  manners 
than  my  shoe." 

''Are  you  discussing  the  metaphysical 
principles  of  your  trade?"  inquired  the 
postillion,  who  was  close  at  hand.  "  They 
are  more  easily  understood  than  the  ques« 
tion  I  have  been  debating  with  my  northern 
friend,  viz.  whether  yon  same  dashing  gen- 
tleman be  or  be  not  a  wolf  in  sheep's 
clothing." 

"  When  I  was  in  Moscow,"  quoth 
Caesar,  forgetting  the  character  he  had 
to  sustain,  "a  rascally  Russian  spy — " 

"  Heigho  I"  cried  Joubert,  "  were  you 
not  in  the  Russian  service !" 

"  Oulando  odonto,  but  traitor  was  he — 
knew  him  by  the  cut  of  his  nose,  did  I ; 
there  were  seven  brothers — ^hem ! — ^fought 
*em  all — cut  off  one  of  their  noses — brought 
it  in  my  pouch  away — spy  come — fit  it  on 
his  face— no  mistake — shot  was  he." 
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^^  A  most  barbarous  act,"  cried  Joubert ; 
'*  I  maintain — " 

But  leaving  him  to  arraign  the  justice  of 
passing  summary  sentence  on  spies,  let  us 
proceed  round  the  table,  and  listen  whether 
Joseph  and  F^citd  are  also  occupied  in 
making  remarks  on  the^  strangers,  who  had 
intruded  themselves  into  the  party. 

**  Do  you  think  this  dress  becomes  me  ?" 
inquired  she,  for  she  was  in  a  most  ex- 
traordinarily condescending  humour  that 
evening. 

^'You  look  like  an  angel  in  it." 

**  Since  when,  Joseph,  have  you  learnt 
to  flatter?  Other  people  say  I  look  like 
a  princess." 

"  You  look  like  anything  that's  beau- 
tiful, F^cit^.  What  shall  I  help  you 
with  ?" 

*^  Another  compliment,  if  you  please  < 
You  are  growing  quite  amiable." 

From  this  snatch  of  dialogue  we  infer 
that  Joseph  and  F^cit€  were  too  happy  to 
share  in  the  curiosity  of  their  neigh- 
bours. 
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Meanwhile  the  Venetian,  who  perceived 
the  interest  that  had  been  excited  by 
himself  and  his  companions^  was  enjoying 
the  perplexity  of  the  guests  and  pouring 
in  loud  whispers  a  flood  of  nothings  into 
the  ear  of  Agnes.  We  shall  not  attempt 
to  record  his  observationSi  more  espe- 
cially as  they  failed  to  excite  much 
attention  in  the  person  to  whom  they 
were  addressed.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  at 
a  comparatively  early  hour  she  was 
summoned  by  F^cit^  to  prepare  for 
departure. 

''  What !"  exclaimed  the  Venetian  noble- 
man, "so  soon?" 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,"  replied  the  princess ; 
'*  her  father  is  waiting  for  us." 

"  Alas  then,  I  must  submit  T'  cried  he 
in  an  afiected  tone  which  he  meant  to 
express  disconsolation.  At  this  moment  the 
Lor  Maire  approached  and  whispered, 
forgetting  his  foreign  accent: 

''  We  had  better,  youth,  now  quit  these 
regions,  however  lustrous  with  beauty — " 

Fdicit^,  who    overheard    these   words. 
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Started  as  if  stung  by  a  serpent,  and  then 
drawing  near  the  stranger,  said  in  a  low 
tone : 

'^  I  know  you,  Monsieur.  Retire  instantly 
or  I  will  expose  you." 

"  Dem  1"  exclaimed  the  Lor  Maire,  with 
unaffected  surprise  and  alarm.  '^  Charles, 
let  us  go." 

^'  Instantly,"  added  Fdlicitd,  pointing  to 
the  door. 

"But  consider  my  bulk,"  quoth  the 
audacious  Narcisse,  recovering  from  his 
first  astonishment,  and  taking  the  arm  of 
his  companion. 

She  did  not  reply  otherwise  than  by 
an  impatient  and  contemptuous  sign  for 
him  to  be  gone.  By  this  time  several 
of  the  company  had  noticed  the  con- 
ference, and  one  after  another  had  ceased 
to  converse,  and  fixed  their  eyes  on 
Fdlicit^  and  the  Lor  Maire.  The  latter, 
perceiving  tht  dangerous  predicament  in 
which  he  had  placed  himself,  now  dragged 
away  the  Venetian  and  traversed  the 
apartment  with  long  strides.    The  waxed 
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floor,  however,  proved  treacherous ;  and 
down  he  fell  upon  the  huge  fictitious 
corporation  which  he  bore  before,  and  for 
which  he  had  not  provided  a  sufficient 
counterpoise.  A  general  burst  of  laughter 
expressed  how  deeply  the  beholders  sym- 
pathised with  his  misfortune.  But  pre- 
sently, after  a  struggle,  the  tall  form  of 
Naflteisse  Leroux  rose  from  amidst  a  heap 
of  garments  and  padding.  The  Venetian 
instantly  took  to  his  heels.  But  he,  throw- 
ing his  mask  in^o  the  face  of  Joubert  who 
was  eyeing  him  very  curiously,  exclaimed : 
"As, the  butterfly  rises  from  the  grub, 
so  do  I  from  the  midst  of  these  garments. 
Farewell,  friends,  we  shall  meet  again. 
But  remember: — 

Love,  love,  is  my  link-boy,  and  marriage  my  gaol !" 

So  saying  the  speaker  wheeled  about 
and  made  a  precipitate  retreat.  'Twas 
time;  for  Joseph,  who  sat  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  supper-table,  had  now 
recovered  from  his  confusion,  and  was 
preparing  to  made  a  spring   at   the   im- 
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pudent  intruder.  Seeing,  him,  however, 
make  off,  he  snatched  up  a  plate  and 
sent  it  through  the  air  with  so  correct  an 
aim,  that  it  caught  him  between  his  broad 
shoulders,  and  considerably  accelerated  his 
motions.  In  an  instant  Joseph  had  cleared 
the  table,  and  was  at  the  heels  of  Narcisse. 
The  Captain,  Joubert,  and  the  other  male 
guests  followed,  though  most  of  them 
had  no  conception  of  what  was  the 
matter.  Narcisse,  however,  reached  the 
street  before  them,  and  ere  they  emerged 
into  the  open  air  had  disappeared.  They 
accordingly  returned  to  the  ladies,  who 
having  crowded  round  F^licitd,  were 
listening  to  her  animated'  explanation  of 
the  whole  affair.  Most  present  laughed 
heartily  at  the  adventure:  but  Agnes 
shuddered,  not  only  because  she  did  not 
doubt  that  some  fresh  conspiracy  was 
hatching  against  her,  but  because  she 
immediately  connected  the  visit  of 
Narcisse  with  the  absence  of  Claude. 
Whether  or  not  she  was  right  in  this 
will  before  long  be  seen.  Certain  it  is,  that 
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a  mysterious  terror  thrilled  through  her 
frame  that  bight  ere  she  laid  her  head 
upon  the  pillow.  It  was  the  presentiment 
of  peril  which  glides  into  our  hearts,  we 
know  not  from  what  quarter,  hut  finds  its 
justification  in  the  succeeding  calamities. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  FRBSB   MISFOBTUin. 

Therb  is  no  necessity  for  reminding 
the  reader  of  the  arrangements  of  Captain 
de  Chassereau's  family.  It  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  remark,  that  Agnes  and  F6^cit6 
occupied  as  usual  the  same  bed ;  and  after 
some  conversation,  broken  and  ill  sus- 
tained, endeavoured  both  to  sleep;  but 
Agnes's  mind  was  too  much  troubled,  too 
harassed  with  fears,  and  too  perplexed 
with  doubts,  to  suffer  her  to  close  her 
eyes. 

As  time  moved  on,  muffled  in  darkness, 
with  the  flimsy  thread  of  her  own  sus- 
picions,   she  wove  and  unravelled  many  a 
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perilous  adventure  into  which  Claude 
might  have  fallen;  and,  undisturbed  by 
any  sound,  save  the  quiet  breathing  of 
her  companion,  and  the  unfrequent — ^but 
ever  lengthening  cries  of  the  clock,  she 
passed  one  of  those  nights  in  which  the 
mind  acts  as  executioner  upon  the  body, 
and  applies  to  it  the  excruciating  torture 
of  surmise  and  apprehension.  Many  a  time 
did  her  aching  eye  see  the  chamber  filled 
with  an  imaginary  light,  and  as  often  was 
she  compelled  to  murmur: 

'^  Morning  is  yet  far  distant.  There 
are  yet  many  hours  of  this  sorrowful  night 
to  come." 

But  at  length  a  few  dim  threads  of  day 
began  to  traverse  the  darkness  that  sur- 
rounded her,  and  she  could  discern  the 
forms  of  a  variety  of  objects.  Night  was 
indeed  now  striking  his  black  tents  and 
preparing  to  retire  from  the  enemy,  before 
whose  face  he  must  ever  fly.  Every 
thing  began  to  feel  the  approach  of  day. 
All  nature  beat  with  a  quicker  pulse. 
The  very  air  seemed  to  acquire  something 
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of  life.  Along  with  the  darkness,  how- 
ever, sorrow  fled  not  away  from  the  mind 
of  Agnes.  On  the  contrary,  like  a  stand- 
ing pool,  it  grew  hlacker  and  blacker, 
and  during  the  first  twilight  of  dawn, 
unable-  any  longer  to  restrain  herself,  she 
seized  F^cit6's  arm,  and  in  a  voice  that 
somided  hollow  and  unnatural^  exclaim* 
ed  : 

"For  God's  sake,  F^Ucit^,  awake!  I 
can  no  longer  bear  this  suspense/' 

"  Good  Heavens!"  cried  her  aunt 
starting  from  her  light  slumbers,  "what 
is  the  matter  with  you,  Agnes?  What 
makes  you  sit  up  in  the  bed  in  that 
manner  ?  Have  you  seen  anything  ?  Has 
anything  unpleasant  happened?  Are 
you  iU  ?" 

"  No,  no ;  but  I  am  very  foolish.  I 
have  not   slept  to-night." 

"  Not  slept  1  Poor  thing !  And  why 
remain  awake  alone?  Why  did  you  not 
rouse  me?  1/  I  had  known,  I  should 
not  have  closed  an  eye.     Friends  should 
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share   one   another's    griefs    as   well    as 
joys." 

*'  I  did  not  like  to  disturb  you,  F^dt^. 
But  I  am  glad  it  is  now  morning.  I 
have  passed  a  very  wretched  night.  God 
grant  I  may  never  pass  such  another !" 

''I  see  what  it  is,  Agnes.  You  have 
been  making  yourself  miserable  about 
Claude.  Now  I  must  say,  he  ought  to 
be  ashamed  of  himself.  I  shall  never  fw- 
give  him  for  this.'' 

"  Don't  blame  him,  F^dtd.  Perhaps 
he  could  not  come,"  said  Agnes,  taking 
F^cit^'s  hand. 

"  If  that  be  true,  it  ought  not  to  make 
you  unhappy,"  replied  her  friend,  thinking 
of  what  Joubert  haid  hinted  the  previous 
evening. 

'*  I  mean,"  continued  Agnes;  *'  that  he 
may  be  ill,  or — ^you  remember  what 
happened  last  night.  I  cannot  bring  my- 
self to  believe  that  some  plot  has  not 
been  laid  against  him  and  me.  At  any 
rate,  until  I  am  assured  that  he  is  alive 
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and  well,  I-  shall  be  miserable — most 
miserable — ^F^icit^." 

And  hiding  her  face  on  the  pillow  she 
wept. 

"  Well,"  said  F^icit^,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  in  the  kindest  and  most  cheering 
tone  possible,  *^  since  you  seem  to  be 
uneasy,  as  soon  as  it  grows  a  Uttle  lighter, 
I  will  slip  on  my  clothes, — wake 
Georgette, — throw  a  shawl  over  my  head, 
and  run  over  with  her  to  Monsieur  Ar- 
taud's  dwelling,  to  inquire  if  he  be 
within,  and  well.  Mind,  however,  should 
his  character  be  destroyed  by  young  women 
coming  to  his  door  so  early  in  the 
morning,  it  is  not  my  fault.  You  will 
only  have  yourself  to  blame.'* 

"  I  will  come  with  you,"  said  Agnes. 
"  May  I  not  ?" 

**  No  ;  positively,  you  shall  not.  A 
person  of  my  age  may  be  permitted  this 
sort  of  liberty :  but  a  girl  like  you — ^im- 
possible, such  a  thing  cannot  be  thought 
of." 

Thereupon    F^cit^,    who    was    accus- 
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tomedy  as  oocasion  required,  to  take  off 
or  add  on  some  five  or  six  years  to  her 
age,  assumed  a  matronly  air,  and  began  to 
dress.  She  was  unable,  however,  to  prevent 
Agnes,  who  declared  she  could  sleep  no 
longer,  from  doing  the  same.  Having  con- 
cluded her  simple  toilette,  she  looked  out 
of  the  window,  and  said : 

''  I  will  go  now.  I  shaU  not  be  long 
away.  Don't  make  yourself  uncomfortable 
in  the  meantime.  I  shall  find  that  all  is 
right." 

SofUy  opening  her  door,  she  now  gained 
their  servant's  room,  waked  her,  helped 
her  to  dress,  cautioning  her  all  the  while 
to  be  silent,  and  then  glided  down  stairs 
with  her,  and  gained  the  street  unper* 
ceived. 

They  had  no  sooner  escaped  from  the 
house  than  they  began  to  run ,  for  Felicitd 
was  in  reality  as  uneasy  and  as  anxious  to 
know  whether  or  not  Claude  was  in  safety 
as  Agnes  herself.  She  had  not  proceeded 
&r,  however,  before  her  niece  joined  her. 

''Do  not  scold  me,"  she  said,  as  she 


THE   ECCENTRIC   LOVER.  283 

knotted  a  shawl  under  her  chin,  ^'  I  could 
not  stay  there  hy  myself.  Nobody  will 
notice  our  absence  :  I  hope  we  shall  find 
all  safe.    Let  us  hasten  on.'' 

"You  are  obstinacy  itself,"  cried  F^* 
cit^.  '^I  declare,  I  have  a  mind  to  take 
you  back  immediately!  What  will  my 
brother  and  sister  think  or  6ay  ?'' 

"  Ah,  Mamzelle  1".  said  Georgette,  a 
country  girl  blessed  with  no*  ordinary 
simplicity,  *^  we  had  better  go  back  I 
think,  all  of  us.  It  is  so  cold ;  and  then, 
Mamzelle,  if  the  young  man  sees  you  are 
so  anxious  about  him,  Mamzelle,  why,  then 
it  will  only  make  him  go  on  worse  and 
worse.  You  should  show  a  little  pride; 
and  then  he  would  soon  come  to  himself^ 
Mamzelle." 

"Georgette,"  said  F^cit^  mildly,  "as 
we  have  come  forth  we  will  proceed ;  but  I 
am  sorry,  Agnes,  you  did  not  stay  behind. 
Well,  well,  I  know  what  you  would  say. 
It  is,  perhaps,  right,  as  it  is.  Let  us  make 
as  much  haste  as  pos^ble." 

So  they  all  ran  along  the  few  streets 
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they  had  to  traverse,  and  soon  arrived 
almost  out  of  breath,  within  a  few  doors  df 
their  place  of  destination. 

"  Suppose  now,  that  all  is  right,"  whis- 
pered F^cit^,  'Vwhat  fools  we  shall  look 
like!" 

^'  Oh  1  do  not  doubt  but  that  he  is 
within.  Nothing  can  have  happened  to 
him,"  exclaimed  Agnes. 

And  she  looked  at  the  house  wrapped 
as  it  was  in  quiet,  and  thought,  though 
her  large  eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  that 
h,d«.%ig.««fort»natacome  top»,. 
that  repose  would  not  be  there.  As  F^- 
licit^  gazed  on  her  flushed  cheek,  and 
marked  the  equivocal  expression  between 
doubt  and  confidence  that  hung  on  her 
lip,  and  truly  revealed  the  state  of  her 
mind,  within  which  two  conflicting  senti- 
ments were  struggling  for  the  mastery, 
she  thought  that  she  had  never  looked  so 
beautiful. 

The  deep  and  solemn  silence,  moreover, 
that  pervaded  the  street,  combined  with 
the   invigorating   influence    of    the  firesh 
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morning  air,  had  for  a  time  given  the 
pleasurable  feeling  vigour  to  overmaster 
the  other,  so  much  so,  indeed,  that  Agnes 
for  a  moment  felt  almost  ashamed  of  what 
she  had  meditated,  and  would  probably 
have  returned  without  accomplishing  her 
desire,  had  her  companions  in  the  slightest 
degree  vacillated. 

F^icit^,  however,  though  somewhat  vo- 
latile in  manner,  and  difficult  to  be  moved, 
possessed,  when  once  the  impulse  had  been 
imparted,  a  steadiness  of  purpose  which 
forbade  her  to  dream  for  a  moment 
of  leaving  her  mission  unaccomplished. 
Having  been  once  impressed  with  the.  idea 
that  Claude  was  in  danger,  she  determined 
fully  to  ascertain  that  fact,  or  be  unde- 
ceived, ere  she  returned.  The  repose  which 
reigned  around  had  no  effect  upon  her  ima^ 
gination,  for  she  knew,  that  even  were  he 
dead,  his  next  door  neighbour  would  per- 
haps neither  know  nor  care  aught  about 
the  matter. 

All  men  are  conscious  that,  what  hour 
soever  it  be,  some  fellow-creature  hath,  $i 
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that  very  moment  heaved  his  last  sigh, 
shed  his  last  tear,  smiled  his  last  smile ; 
that  his  mouth  hath  echoed  with  his  last 
laugh — and  yet,  men  laugh,  and  smile,  and 
weep,  and  sigh,  in  obedience  to  their  own 
wayward  moods,  or  particular  misfortoneg. 
Nor  is  it  fit,  that  the  whole  world  should 
be  continually  in  mourning  for  the  whole 
world's  woe.  To  die  is  the  common  lot. 
Every  path  ends  in  a  grave.  Sufficient 
unto  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof. 

With  such  thoughts  passing  in  her  mind, 
F^licit^  told  her  niece,  though  without  ex- 
pecting to  be  obeyed,  to  stand  on  one  side 
with.  Georgette )  and  approaching  the  door, 
rang  the  bell  with  a  hand  that  trembled 
with  excitement. 

The  sharp  tinkling  sound  in' the  interior 
of  the  porter's  apartment  was  the  only 
answer  she  received ;  and  when  that  sub- 
sided, the  house  again  sunk  into  a  perfect 
calm. 

"  They  are  asleep,"  said  Agnes,  pressing 
closer  to  her  side.  "We  had  better  not 
disturb  them.'* 
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/'Anything,  child,  is  better  than  this 
suspense.     I  must  hear  the  truth." 

And  she  rang  again  more  violently  than 
before. 

''  Oh  Heavens  1"  exclaimed  Agnes,  look- 
ing at  the  agitated  countenance  of  hw 
companion.  '*  And  do  you  really  believe  ? 
For  God's  sake  ring  again.  I  feel  sick 
at  heart.  My  fears  begin  to  redouble. 
Oh,  I  am  ashamed,  F^icit^i  of  my  weak- 
ness ;  but  it  may  be — ^good  Heavens,  why 
do  they  not  answer  ?" 

"  They  shall  answer,"  replied  FSicit^, 
for  the  third  time  waking  up  the  voice  of 
the  bell,  which  went  solemnly  through  the 
house,  and  seeming  to  ascend  the  staircase, 
died  away  in  the  distance. 

Agnes,  meanwhile,  stood  on  the  stone 
step  endeavouring  to  look  calm;  but  wring- 
ing her  hands  in  that  slow,  deliberate 
manner,  which  announces  how  deeply  a 
woman's  soul  is  moved.  Her  pale  coun- 
tenance, round  which  her  disordered  tresses 
hung  in  confusion,  contrasted  beautifally 
with  the  ds^rk  shawl  which  she  had  thrown 
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like  a  hood  over  her  head;  and  could  a 
painter  have  represented  the  wild  glance 
of  her  eye,  she  would  have  formed  an  ad- 
mirahle  suhject  for  the  pencil. 

"  It  is  cold/'  said  she,  looking  vacantly 
down  the  lone  street,  and  feigning  a  painful 
composure,  ''  the  wind  is  sharp  and  keen 
at  this  hour  of  the  morning." 

F^cit^,  who  well  understood  her  feel- 
ings, made  no  reply ;  hut  a  fourth  time  en- 
deavoured to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
people  of  the  house.  This  time  success 
rewarded  her  perseverance,  and  presently  a 
man  appeared  at  the  wicket. 

'^  Is  Monsieur  Artaud  at  home  ?"  in- 
quired F^icit^,  without  pausing  to  apo- 
logize for  disturbing  him  at  so  early  an 
hour. 

"  That  he  is,"  was  the  reply ;  "  but 
you  can't  see  him,  I  think.  He's  in 
bed." 

If  a  shower  of  gold  had  dropped  from 
Heaven  before  the  eyes  of  a  miser,  they 
could  not  have  beamed  with  more  delight 
than  did  those  of  Agnes,  when  she  heard 
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these  words.    The  cup,  however,  was  soon 
dashed  from  her  lips. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of  ?"  cried 
another  voice,  which  was  that  of  a  woman. 
^'  Don't  you  remember  the  gentleman  went 
out  yesterday  morning,  and  has  not  since 
returned?  I  believe  he  was  going  to  a 
masked  ball,  or  something  of  that  sort." 

''Good  God!''  exclaimed  Agnes,  in  an 
agonised  tone.    *'Not  returned !" 

''  No,  Mademoiselle ;  and  I  hope  no 
harm  has  come  to  him ;  for  it  is  dangerous 
for  young  people,  especially  if  they  come 
fresh  from  the  country — " 

Agnes  heard  no  more,  but  sinking  on 
a  stone  seat  beside  the  door,  burst  into 
an  agony  of  tears,  murmuring  between  her 
sobs: 

"  What  shaU  I  do  ?    What  shall  I  do  ?" 

F^licit^  endeavoured  to  pacify  her,  but 
in  vain.  Her  imagination  had  for  the  mo- 
ment overpowered  her  reason,  and  she 
answered  only  with  the  same  words  : 

«  What  shall  I  do  ?    What  shaU  I  do  ?" 

Perceiving  that  something  out   of  the 

VOL.   I.  o 
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common  was  the'  matter,  the  porter  and  his 
wife  now  opened  the  door,  abd  would  have 
had  Agnes  enter  and  sit  down ;  hut  she 
seized  F^icit^'s  arm,  and  looking  up  im- 
ploringly into  her  face,  whispered  : 

"  What  has  hecome  of  him  ?" 

Then  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  she 
rose  and  ran  down  the  street,  followed  by 
F^licit^,  and  the  bewildered  Georgette, 
leaving  the  honest  people  of  the  house 
wrapt  in  astonishment. 

"  Ma  foi,''  quoth  the  husband,  "  there 
is  certainly  something  wrong  there." 

"  There  is  no  doubt  of  that,"  replied  his 
wife.     "  Let  us  go  to  bed  again." 

''Agnes,"  said  F^licit6,  as  her  niece 
stopped  at  the  corner  of  the  street.  "  We 
must  return  home." 

"  Yes,"  said  Georgette,  who  was  quite 
out  of  breath,  and  compelled  to  pause  be- 
tween each  clause,  "  for  you  know — Mam- 
zelle — ^if  we  were  to  meet  anybody — it 
would  be  very  dangerous — Mamzelle — at 
least,  unpleasant  at  this  hour  of  the  morn- 
ing— ^indeed,  it  would,  Mamzelle." 
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Agnes  was  about  to  reply,  when  Geor- 
gette's fears  proved  prophetic. 

"  Where  away  ?"  cried  a  merry  voice 
which  shook  as  much  from  the  effects  of 
drink  as  from  age.  ^'  My  pretty  ones,  I 
wish  you  a  good  morning,  a  very  good 
morning." 

F^licit^  instantly  recognised  as  Grerard 
Lacreme,  Thomas  Fouquet,  Alexis  Pascal, 
and  Caesar  Augustus  Bourgeon,  the  four 
individuals  who  now  crowded  around  them. 
The  last,  who  acted  as  spokesman,  was 
perfectly  tipsy,  and  his  companions  were 
in  no  better  state  than  he ;  so  that  they 
were  extremely  obstinate  in  endeavouring 
to  make  acquaintance  with  the  pretty  faces 
into  whose  company  they  had  so  unex- 
pectedly fallen.  Georgette,  however,  a 
vigorous  wench,  being  seized  hold  of  ra- 
ther rudely  by  Lacreme,  dealt  him  such 
a  box  on  the  ear,  that  he  reeled  back- 
ward like  a  nine-pin,  and  the  young  ladies, 
taking  advantage  of  the  dismay  thus  oc- 
casioned in  the  enemy,  fled  away  as  fast 

o  2 
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as  they  could,  Georgette  bringing  up  the 
rear,  murmuring : 

**  No,  I  don't  like  such  manners — ^it  is 
very  rude — it  is — ^but  he  won't  touch  me 
again,  I'm  sure.  Lict  him  only  try,  and  if 
I  don't  make  his  ears  red,  my  name  is  not 
Georgette," 

The  four  votaries  of  Bacchus  did  not 
attempt  a  pursuit^  but  sent  after  the  fair 
fugitives  a  vociferous  peel  of  laughter, 
which  caused  them  to  redouble  their  speed, 
and  fly  like  frightened  does  along  the 
streets.  This  adventure  made  them  lose 
their  way,  but  they  regained  their  cham- 
ber unnoticed,  and  sitting  down,  sad  and 
disappointed,  conversed  together  on  the 
one  absorbing  topic  until  the  rest  of  the 
family  was  roused. 

The  morning  had  not  far  advanced  when 
Gerard  Lacreme,  who  by  drinking  several 
pints  of  coffee  had  contrived  to  sober  him<- 
self,  came  to  inquire  whether  Joseph  had 
been  heard  of.  Georgette,  who  let  him  in, 
recognised  him  immediately,  and  he  seemed 
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to  have  some  faint  idea  that  he  had  seen 
her  before ;  for  he  looked  two  or  three 
times  at  her  hand,  and  appeared  to  be 
calculating  what  amount  of  projectile  force 
would  be  required  to  inflict  the  tap  he  had 
that  morning  received  on  the  side  of  his 
head. 

As,  however,  he  made  no  observation, 
Georgette  ushered  him  in  to  her  master,  of 
whom  he  anxiously  demanded  whether  he 
had  seen  Joseph  Girouard.  He  said  he 
had  some  dim  recollection  of  having  been 
with  him  the  previous  evening,  but  that 
since  then  he  had  entirely  lost  sight  of  him. 
The  Captain,  who  could  discern  evident 
traces  of  potations  in  the  visage  of  poor 
Lacreme,  hereupon  catechised  him  closely, 
and  at  length  succeeded  in  eliciting  from 
him  the  fact  that  he,  along  with  Joseph 
and  others,  had  joined  a  drinking  party 
after  leaving  the  house  of  Monsieur  Bour- 
geon. 

"  Ah !"  said  the  Captain,  "  I  see  how  it 
is.  He  has  got  into  some  scrape  or  other. 
Perhaps  you  may  find  him  at  the  salle  de 
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police;   and  his   name  may  figure  in  the 
'Gazette  des  Tribunava  to-morrow/' 

"  Possihly,"  replied  Lacreme,  mournfully 
shaking  his  head  ;  ^'  all  I  hope  is,  that  he 
has  not  fallen  in  again  with  Nsurcisse  Le- 
roux.  I  only  wish  I  could  catch  hold  of 
that  fellow.  I  would  wring  his  neck.  He 
might  then  let  us  alone,  at  least  for  a  year 
or  so." 

"Perhaps,"  said  .the  Captain;  "but 
Leroux  is  no  chicken,  and  you  might  find 
some  small  difficulty  in  putting  your  threat 
in  execution.  I  think,  however,  my  con- 
jecture is  the  right  one,  is  it  not,  F^citd  ? 
I  believe  Joseph  is  somewhat  of  a  favourite 
with  you.  You  know  his  habits.  But 
bless  mel  what  makes  you  both  look  so 
melancholy  this  morning  ?  There  is  nothing 
to  be  sad  about  in  this.  He  will  come 
again  as  before.  Come,  cheer  up,  Agnes, 
and  don't  look  gloomier  than  your  aunt 
about  the  matter." 

**The  fact  is,"  replied  his  sister,  upon 
whose  cheek  an  additional  shade  of  paleness 
had   now  appeared;    "both    myself   and 
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Agnes  have  been  uneasy  about  the  absence 
of  Monsieur  Artaud  last  night ;  and  now 
Joseph  also  is  missing.  This  begins  to 
alarm  me." 

**  Liable r^  exclaimed  the  Captain.  "These 
girl9  are  as  sharp  as  needles  in  spying  out 
disasters.  I  wish  they  would  leam  some- 
times to  see  the  bright  side  of  a  ques- 
tion. But  now  I  think  of  it,  it  is  somewhat 
odd.  I  will  just  step  over  to  Artaud's 
lodgings,  and  inquire  after  him. 

He  accordingly  went  put  with  Gerard, 
and  in  about  half  an  hour  returned. 

"  It  is  very  strange,"  said  he,  as  he 
entered.  **  He,  too,  is  missing ;  and  what 
is  more,"  he  added,  "  some  young  women 
are  said  to  have  been  inquiring  after  him 
early  this  morning.  Ah!  Agnes,  why  do 
you  blush  ?" 

"  George,"  said  F^licit^, — conscious  that 
she  had  been  guilty  of  an  indiscretion,  but 
eager  to  exculpate  Claude, — **  being  both 
very  anxious  to  learn  what  had  happened, 
we  went  this  morning  with  Georgette  before 
you  were  up  to  inquire." 
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"  Humph  1"  quotk  her  brother. 

^'That  was  imprudent/'  said  Madame 
de  Chassereau.  '^  Another  time,  my  dear/' 
she  added,  addressing  Agnes,  ''you  must 
not  do  so.  You  do  not  know  of  what 
consequence  such  a  step  might  have 
been-" 

"  Well,  well,"  cried  her  husband,  in- 
terrupting a  reprimand  that  promised  to  be 
somewhat  prolix ;  *^  it  is,  perhaps,  all  very 
natural.  For  the  present  we'll  pass  that 
over.  I  must  say  that  Claude's  disap- 
pearance, coupled  with  that  of  Joseph, 
makes  me  feel  quite  uneasy.  There 
was  no  misunderstanding  between  you, 
Agnes  ?" 

"No,  papa,"  repUed  she  with  earnest 
simplicity ;  '*  at  least,  I  have  given  him  no 
cause  to  be  angry  with  me  ;  and  if  I  had, 
why  should  that  drive  him  from  home? 
I  know  not  what  to  think,  unless  the 
intrusion  of  that  man  last  night  can 
furnish  some  explanation  ?" 

''You  are  right.  Leroux  doubtless 
can  explain  all  this.     But  if  he  has  any- 
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thing  to  do  with  the  matter,  I  do  not 
think  we  need  be  under  any  very  serious 
apprehensions.  He  may  have  wheedled 
Claude  to  some  other  hermitage — '* 

''  That  is  not  likely,  papa.  M.  Artaud  is 
not  so — so — " 

And  she  hesitated,  paused,  and  coloured 
instantly. 

.  **  So  stupid  as  Joseph  you  would  say," 
cried  Fdicit^.  "You  are  right.  Joseph 
is  very  simple.  It  seems  to  me  very  im- 
probable that  M.  Artaud  has  allowed  him- 
iBelf  to  be  deceived  in  that  manner.  Yet 
who  knowB  ?" 

"If  one  oould  find  out  this  Leroux's 
haunt/*  observed  the  Captain  musingly  ; 
"  it  migh{  be  possible  to  set  the  police  upon 
him ;  or  we  might  even  come  to  an  un- 
derstanding with  him,  and  learn  the  cause 
of  this  incessant  persecution." 

^^He  has  some  mysterious    reason  for 

mixing  himBelf  in  our  afiairs,"  said  Ma^ 

dame  de  Chassereau.  "  From  the  first  I  had 

my  suspicions  of  him.   He  showed  so  much 

anxiety  to  form  an  acquaintance  with  us. 


298  THB    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

Perhaps  he  is  in  possession  of  some  secret ; 
perhaps  he  is  the  mere  instrument  of 
another's  designs.  My  dear  George,  I 
sometimes  think — ^but  'tis  not  likely," 

A  brief  whispered  conversation  here  took 
place  between  Madame  de  Chassereau  and 
her  husband. 

At  this  moment  a  man  came  in  who 
said  he  was  Monsieur  Joubert's  servant, 
and  inquired  if  anything  had  been  seen  of 
his  master. 

^^  More  disappearances  1"  cried  the  Cap- 
tain. "  Really  there  is  some  deep  mystery 
in  this.    I  know  not  what  to  do." 

It  was  now  determined  to  apply  to  the 
police,  which  was  accordingly  done.  But 
many  a  sagacious  functionary,  wHo  took  the 
matter  confidently  in  hand,  was  soon  re- 
duced to  confess  that  he  was  baffled.  In 
vain  did  the  modest  agents  of  the  law,  male 
and  female,  penetrate  disguised  into  every 
quarter  where  it  was  thought  possible  to 
hear  anything^  of  Claude,  Joseph,  or  Jou- 
bert.  They  at  length  gave  up  the  matter 
as  a  bad  job,  and  shaking  their  heads,  ob- 


THE   ECCBNTRIC    LOVER.  299 

served  that  these  gentlemen  had  no  doaht 
absconded  for  some  sinister  purpose  of 
their  own.  Hints  were  thrown  out  of  a 
conspiracy  against  the  Oovernmeqt ;  or  of 
a  sacrifice  similar  to  the  then  recent  deaths 
of  Victor  Escousse  and  Auguste  Lebras, 
who  stifled  themselves  in  one  chamber 
with  charcoal;  but  all  these  conjectures 
served  only  more  deeply  to  agitate  the 
souls  of  Agnes  and  her  friends. 


END    OF   VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THB    MYSTERIES    OF   BACCHUS. 

There  seemed  to  be  an  understanding 
between  Joseph  Girouard,  Gerard  Lacreme, 
Caesar  Augustus  Bourgeon,  Monsieur  Jou- 
bert,  Thomas  Fouquet  and  Alexis  Pascal, 
that  the  hour  fixed  upon  by  the  father 
of  Pelagie  for  the  termination  of  the  even- 
ing's amusements  was  that  in  reahty  at 
which  they  should  commence.  Their  ani- 
mal spirits  once  put  in  motion  found  it 
difficult  to  subside.  No  sooner,  accord- 
ingly, had  they  reached  the  open  air, 
than  they  called  a  council  beneath  the 
dim  light  of  a  lamp  which  swung  in  the 
middle  of  the  street.    The  residt  was,  that 
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they  agreed  to  repair  to  the  lodgings  of 
Caesar  Augustus  Bourgeon,  who  agreed 
to  furnish  them  wherewith  to  make  merry 
for  the  rest  of  the  night. 

Monsieur  Joubert^  it  is  true,  as  became 
his  philosophic  character,  made  sundry 
forcible  objections  to  this  move;  but  the 
elder  Bourgeon,  looking  down  compas- 
sionately into  his  face,  uttered  a  long 
speech,  two  thirds  of  which  were  Cossack, 
and  demonstrated  that  it  behoved  him  to 
be  present,  " to  keep,"  he  said,  "by  his 
fantankerag  us  youths  in  order." 

"  What !"  exclaimed  Joubert,  raising 
his  elbow  to  the  level  of  his  cheek,  in 
order  to  walk  arm  in  arm  with  the  veteran, 
"do  you  mean  to  say  that  in  age  I  am 
your  superior  ?" 

"  I  don't  know/'  replied  Caesar,  "  how 
old  I  am,  though  I  believe  I  was  partly 
present  at  my  birth  ;  but  this  I  do  know, 
that  I  feel  as  merry  as  a  boy ;  and  you 
look  as  serious  as  though,  mingled  with 
your  snuff,  the  smell  of  the  grave  came 
to  your  nose/' 
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"  Pooh  !  pooh  1  I  and  the  grave  are 
far  asunder,  I  hope.  I  see  a  tall  fellow 
six  feet  four  high  walking  a  long  way 
before  me  on  the  path/' 

'*  Kranko  hepsomxy  !"  cried  the  soldier 
smUing  grimly  ;  « but  you  know,  death 
may  have  scooped  you  out  a  grave  in 
some  bye  path  close  at  hand,  and  may 
be  waiting  to  phick  you  by  the  tail  of 
your  coat  into  it." 

*'Let  us  change  the  conversation,  my 
military  friend,"  said  Joubert.  "  It  may 
become  soldiers  and  the  vulgar  practitioner 
in  medicine,  who  league  with  them  to  in- 
troduce souls  into  the  regions  of  the 
damned,  to  talk  of  death,  but  I  being  a 
philosopher  eschew  that  theme." 

"  Humph  !"  replied  Caesar,  using  a 
Christian  ejaculation,  'Uhen  of  little  use 
is  your  philosophy.  I  have  heard  that 
you,  and  such  as  you,  had  abolished  the 
Catholic  religion,  and  put  your  own  doc- 
trines in  its  place." 

"  Very  good,  very  good  1" 

"  No,  no,  very  bad.    If  your  philosophy 
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won't  teach  us  how  to  die,  it  may  as 
well  rust  in  its  sheath ;  for  ma  foi,  we 
know  very  well  how  to  live;  we  don't 
need  philosophy  to  teach  us  to  uncork  a 
bottle." 

"  Ah !  but  my  worthy  Tranche-Mon- 
tagne,  you  mistake  the  matter  altogether ; 
it  is  not  in  those  mean  occupations — " 

**  Mean !  Morbleu  /"  cried  Caesar,  his 
eyes  glaring  fiercely  down  from  either  side 
of  his  aquiline  nose. 

*'  No  offence,  no  offence,  my  dear  fel- 
low ;  but  allow  me  to  observe  that  one 
use  of  philosophy  id  to  teach  us  to  eschew 
these  outbursts  of  passion,  and  the  spirit 
of—" 

"  Fudge !"  interrupted  Caesar,  ^*  we  know 
all  that  before,  from  the  parables  ;  in  fact, 
I  have  long  begun  to  suspect  that  there 
never  were  such  good  times  as  when  sol- 
diers used  to  trust  in  the  Virgin  Mary. 
Tonnerre  /" 

"Here  we  are,"  cried  Joseph,  halting 
before  a  well-known  door.  The  veteran 
upon  this,  drew  forth  a  latch-key,  let  them 
in,   and  apologising  for  taking  them  up 
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io  the  dark,  mounted  to  the  third  story, 
and  then  ushered  them  into  his  plainly 
furnished  apartment,  where  he  soon  pro- 
duced a  light. 

They  now  heheld  a  second  supper  laid  out, 
consisting  principally  of  provocatives  to 
thirst,  to  appease  which  an  ample  supply  of 
bottles  had  been  provided.  They  had  de- 
termined on  lighting  a  bonfire  for  the  fun 
of  quenching  it. 

"  Humph  !"  said  Joubert ;  "it  looks 
like  a  sin  after  a  good  supper  to  begin 
again." 

"  Will  you  stand  by,  fasting  while  we 
eat  ?"  inquired  Caesar. 

*'  No ;  for  then  I  should  be  partici- 
pating in  your  sins  in  cold  blood ;  besides, 
to  tell  the  truth,  I  have  not  eaten  much 
to-night ;  for  my  vizard  was  immoveable, 
and  the  mouth  by  no  means  of  the  widest. 
Had  I  thought  of  it,  I  would  have  ap- 
peared in  a  tragic  mask,  with  an  aperture 
as  .wide  as  a  door." 

"Just  so,"  said  Caesar,  "I  knew  you 
would  find  an  excuse  for  acting  like   a 
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gentleman.  Now  take  your  place,  all  of 
you.     No  ceremony.    Begin." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Joseph,  who  was 
already  half  intoxicated  by  the  unusual 
condescension  of  F^icit^,  '*  I  mean  to  drink 
as  if  I  were  to  make  a  vow  of  abstinence 
to-morrow  morning." 

"  A  wise  resolution,"  observed  Joubert, 
taking  hold  of  a  corkscrew  and  a  bottle. 
''Can  you  tell  why  this  instrument  is 
spiral  ?" 

^*  No,"  was  the  reply. 

"  And  you  ?"  cried  the  philosopher,  ad- 
dressing the  rest  of  the  company  who  had 
by  this  time  taken  their  places. 

^'  Not  one  of  us  is  sharp  enough,"  said 
Caesar  Augustus. 

"  Tm  sorry,"  exclaimed  Joubert,  scienti* 
fically  extracting  the  cork,  ''for  neither 
can  I ;  but  I  can  tell  why  Joseph  intends 
drinking  like  a  fish.  He  wants  to  wash 
down  the  dirt,  which,  in  Persian  phrase. 
Monsieur  Narcisse  Leroux  has  caused  him 
to  swallow  to-night." 

When    all    had    laughed,    as  in   duty 
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bound,  at  this  sally,  the  serious  business  of 
the  meeting  commenced. 

"  Drink  !"  cried  Geesar ;  "  and  when 
these  fountains  are  dry  I  shall  concoct 
some  punch.  Not  such  as  we  Parisians 
make ;  but  a  beverage  rivalling  the  am- 
brosia— " 

"  Nectar,"  said  Joubert 

*^  It's  all  one.  No  matter  for  the  name. 
It  shall  be  good,  I  learned  the  art  from  an 
Irish  prisoner — a  good  CathoUc,  mind  ye — 
I  once  took  in  the  Low  Countries ;  I  cut 
off  his  leg  with  one  blow  of  my  sabre, 
that  very  sabre  you  see  hanging  up  yonder, 
just  as  he  was  getting  over  a  hedge,  and 
at  the  same  time  my  horse  was  killed 
under  me.  Well,  what  did  I  do  but  turn 
sulky,  and  sit  down  by  the  wounded  man, 
saying :  *  as  they  have  been  so  uncivil  as 
to  kill  my  horse,  not  a  stroke  more  will 
I  spare  them  J'  'I  wish,'  said  the  poor 
fellow  I  had  disabled,  ^  you  had  come  to 
that  resolution  a  few  minutes  ago,  I  should 
not  then  have  been  minus  that  joint.'  I 
of  course  expressed    my    grief;    but    he 


8  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

swore  it  could  be  helped.  So  taking  ofT 
his  belt,  he  bound  it  about  the  stump 
and  soon  succeeded  in  stopping  the  blood ; 
whereupon  he  drew  out  a  bottle  from  his 
pocket  and  asked  me  for  my  helmet, 
which  I,  having  some  suspicion  of  what 
he  was  about,  instantly  gave  him.  Well, 
it  happened  that  it  had  rained  over  night, 
and  that  the  ditch  by  which  we  sat  was 
fall  of  clear  water ;  out  of  this,  accordingly, 
and  the  contents  of  his  bottle,  which  he 
called  visky  (you  shaU  taste  it  presently), 
with  the  parings,  mind,  not  the  squeezings, 
of  a  couple  of  lemons,  a  few  lumps  of 
sugar,  aU  which  he  drew  from  his  pouch, 
he  made  a  most  delicious  bowl  of — what 
do  you  call  it,  Joubert  V 
,  "  Cold  punch,  or  nectar,  which  you 
please." 

Impatient  to  taste  some  of  this  extra- 
ordinary beverage,  the  whole  company  com-> 
menced  a  desperate  attack  on  the  bottles, 
which  they  soon  emptied  ;  upon  which 
Caesar  set  about  the  manufacturing  of  the 
promised  punch.      No    sooner    was    this 
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task  broaght  to  a  happy  termination,  than 
each  glass  was  replenished,  cigars  and 
pipes  made  their  appearance^  and  the  ge- 
neral good-humour  of  the  company  began  to 
increase.  Caesar,  embracing  Joubert  with 
great  vehemence,  swore  that  he  should 
thenceforward  consider  him  dn  the  light 
of  a  grandfather.  The  philosopher  himself, 
exhilarated  beyond  measure,  rolled  his 
eyes  about  and  made  proposals  for  sub- 
stituting the  worship  of  Bacchus  for  the 
Catholic  religion  all  over  France.  Fouquet 
and  Alexis  thumped  the  table  with  their 
glasses  as  though  they  were  shoeing  horses  ; 
and  Joseph,  steeped  to  his  lips  in  punch, 
turned  to  Gerard,  and  slapping  him  on 
the  shoulder  exclaimed : 

**You  are  an  excellent  fellow.  I  al- 
ways told  you  so  ;  but  you  would  not  believe 
me.  If  she  won't  have  you  she  shall  wed 
a  sweep,  and  one  of  the  ugliest  I  can  pick 
out  too." 

"There  will  be  no  occasion,*'  replied 
Gerard,  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full 
height,  and  nodding  very  knowingly  at 
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Joseph.  "  No  further  back  than  this  very 
morning,  she  swore  by  Venus  and  her 
nephew  Cupid,  that  if  you  did  not  consent, 
why,  morbleu  I  she'd  have  me,  whether 
you  would  or  not." 

"Will' she?"  cried  Joseph,  "without 
asking — " 

"Bacchus,"  exclaimed  Joubert,  "who 
was  the  son  of  Semele." 

"  If  you  talk  of  similies,*'  quoth  Caesar, 
"  I  can  tell  you  you  look  with  your  red  face 
and  black  breeches,  like  a  rat  with  a 
skinned  head.  So  no  insinuations.  Drink  1" 

"What  of' rats  ?"  cried  Pascal.  "See 
how  horribly  Fouquet  squints  through  the 
smoke  to-night  I  Does  he  not  look  like  a 
lobster  with  half  his  head  crushed  ?" 

"Come,  come,"  said  Caesar,  "Fouquet 
is  my  old  comrade,  so  I  shall  allow  no 
insults.  He  got  that  squint  one  day  by 
looking  simultaneously  at  two  bribes  that 
were  offered  him  at  once.  He  didn't  know 
which  to  take,  so  he  took  them  both,  and 
acted  according  to  his  conscience.  You 
see  he  came  honestly  by  his  squint,  and 
you  have  no  right  to  make  remarks.  There- 
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fore  I  shall  shave  your  head ;  for  I  cannot 
help  thinking  'tis  on  fire,  though  I  know 
you  have  red  hair.  Ha!  Joubert/*  cried 
the  old  fellow,  catching  sight  of  the  indivi* 
dual  whom  he  addressed  athwart  a  cloud 
of  vapour,  "  you  winked  at  me/' 

''  I  wink !"  exclaimed  the  philosopher, 
^mg  to  shut  one  eye.  '*  Don't  know 
what  winking  is.'' 

**  Sacrebleu !  I  saw  you.  You  winked 
both  eyes  at  once," 

^'  That  is  like  hopping  with  both  legs  at 
once.  I  am  grieved,  Caesar,  to  see  your 
reasoning  faculties  thus  overthrown.  I  am 
afraid  if  you  drink  much  more  you  will  be 
tipsy.  You  are  probably  not  aware  of  the 
value  of  temperance." 

^^From  a  franc  a-day,  upwards,"  suggested 
Pascal ;  **  according  to  what  you  drink." 

"  Joubert  1"  cried  Caesar  Augustus,  **  an 
awful  suspicion  has  crossed  my  mind. 
You  have  certainly  formed  a  plan  for  mur- 
dering  me.  I  must  examine  your  organs, 
and  for  this  purpose  shall  shave  you  instead 
of  Pascal." 
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So  saying,  he  reached  down  his  sword, 
and  dipping  it  into  the  punch-bowl,  endea- . 
voured  to  scramble  over  the  table  towards 
Joubert,  who  had  not  long  before  managed 
to  pick  his  way  across,  between  the  bottles, 
to  feel  Joseph's  pulse.  The  two  lawyers, 
not  quite  certain  what  he  meant  by  shav- 
ing, held  him  back,  however;  whereupon 
he  threw  away  his  weapon,  and  seizing  the 
bowl  of  punch  with  both  hands,  was  about 
to  bathe  his  mustachios  in  it,  when  Joubert, 
from  the  opposite  side,  divining  his  inten- 
tion, grasped  the  rim,  and  exclaimed  : 

"  No,  no,  old  crocodile  ;  fair  play's  a 
jewel.  You  have  had  your  share,  while  I 
have  not  tasted  a  drop  to-night." 

Caesar,  accordingly,  being  open  to  reason, 
relinquished  his  attempt,  and,  becoming 
suddenly  gay,  proposed  a  song. 

"Very  good,"  said  Lacreme.  **Lietus 
sing  psalms." 

**  Psalms  1"  repeated  Fouquet,  his  squint 
aggravated  by  astonishment.  **No.  Let 
us  sing  the  Marseillaise." 

"  The  Marseillaise  for  ever  1"  cried  Jou- 
bert. 
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"  Hold  V  interrupted  Pascal.  "  Tis  ille- 
gal. Louis  Philippe  himself  dare  not  sing 
it.    Let  us  have 

G'est  Tamour,  Tamour !" 

"  Love,"  said  Caesar,  "  is  all  very  well  in 
its  way.  I  am  in  love  with  Marguerite, 
the  pretty  little  milk-maid ;  but  as  we  are 
drinking,  let  us  be  consistent,  and  strike  up 
•  Wine !' " 

"  Wine — wine  !*'  vociferated  his  compa- 
nions, waving  their  glasses  in  the  air  as 
though  they  had  been  so  many  Italian 
bravos  armed  with  shining  daggers. 

WINE. 

If  sorrows  have  your  soul  oppressed. 
Or  cares  intrude  upon  your  breast. 

Yet  why  repine  ? 
Whilst  still  within  your  reach  doth  flow 
The  bahny  remedy  for  woe. 

Wine,  rosy  wine  ? 

If  friends  have  turned  upon  their  heel, 
A  vain  regret  refuse  to  feel. 

And  smooth  your  brow. 
Who  does  not  know  that  every  sage 
Has  calmed  his  grief  in  every  age. 

As  we  do  now  ?  < 
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If  riches  with  their  golden  wing. 
And  all  the  joys  they  seem  to  bring 

Have  fled  away ; 
Think  that  those  joys  are  but  as  dreams. 
And  transient  as  the  vivid  beams 

That  make  our  day. 

When  Sol  beneath  the  hills  hath  rolled. 
The  wind  that  blows  is  chill  and  cold ; 

Bat  say,  what  then  ? 
C!ount  we  his  absence  for  an  ill. 
And  mourn  we  for  the  day  until 

He  shines  again? 

Nay,  nay ;  but  whether  black  or  white 

Be  the  leathers  with  which  time  wings  his  flight. 

We  fill  the  glass. 
Down  goes  the  wine;  we  fill  again. 
Until  from  midst  th'  abodes  of  men 

To  earth  we  pass. 

Think  not  that  joy  and  misery 
Depend  on  wealth  and  poverty 

As  worldlings  think ; 
But  whether  fortune  frown  or  shine 
Pray  Heaven  to  grant  it  to  be  thine, 

StiU,stiU  to  drink! 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  song,  and  after 
he  had  repeated  the  last  line  six  or  seven 
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times,  Caesar  looked  around  him  through 
tke  pipe^bom  fog,  and  discovered  that  the 
number  of  his  companions  was  reduced  to 
four,  Joseph  and  Joubert  having  disap- 
peared. 

**  Marbleu  r  cried  he.   *'  Stole  away  V" 

"Never  mind,'*  lisped  Pascal,  "they 
have  not  carried  the  bowl  with  them. 
Drink  about  I  say.  *  Pray  Heaven  to  grant 
it  to  be  thine.'  Then  drink — ^to  drink — 
drink — ^no,  that  is  not  it — *  Drink,  pray 
Heaven—' " 

"  Stvinko  gonopsky  /*'  replied  Caesar, 
filling  his  glass. 

While  the  six  friends  had  been  engaged 
in  drinking,  they  had  not  noticed  that 
every  now  and  then  a  thin,  pale  face  had 
been  thrust  in  from  the  ante-chamber,  which 
gazed  at  them  curiously  for  a  short  time, 
and  then  withdrew.  Had  they  perceived 
this  apparition  they  would  probably  have 
imagined  that  the  place  was  haunted.  But 
they  were  too  much  occupied,  and  accord- 
ingly the  face  was  thrust  in  and  out,  out 
and  in,  to  all  appearance  for  no  purpose 
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whatever,  until  the  song  began,  when 
Joseph,  taking  it  into  his  head  that  he 
heard  a  noise,  seized  a  candle  and  went 
forth,  knocking  his  head  very  perseveringly 
first  at  one  door-post  and  then  at  another  as 
he  moved.  Seeing  nobody  in  the  ante- 
chamber, he  pushed  on  into  the  kitchen, 
holding  the  light  above  his  head,  and  peer- 
ing carefully  around. 

He  now  caught  sight  of  a  slight  figure 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and 
beckoning  him  to  advance  and  be  silent. 
Instead  of  obeying,  he  stopped  short,  and 
exclaimed : 

"Who  the  devil  are  you?" 

"Cannot  you  speak  lower,"  said  the 
stranuer.  "  Have  you  forgotten  me  that 
you  stand  staring  thus  ?" 

"Why,  I  think  now  I  do  remember 
that  phiz.  Are  not  you  called  Jean 
Jacques  ?" 

"Exactly.  I  had  something  to  say  to 
you ;  but  I  am  afraid  the  state  you  are  in 
will  render  it  very  useless.  I  almost  think 
that  I  had  better  say  nothing  at  all." 
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"I  am — as  sober — ^as  you  are/'  replied 
Joseph,  although  the  affected  solemnity  of 
his  manner  belied  his  words. 

"Not  quite.  Monsieur.  But  come,  here 
is  the  cock  of  old  Bourgeon's  cistern. 
Wash  your  face  well ;  and  then  try  to  calm 
yourself.  Monsieur  Artaud  is  in  danger." 
'T  "  Danger !"  shouted  Joseph,  brandishing 
his  fist  in  the  air.  *'  Let  them  touch  him 
at  their  peril.  I'll  beat  their  brains  out. 
I'll  break  every  bone  in  their  bodies." 

"  Not  so  fast,"  replied  Jean.  "  Do  as  I 
bid  you ;  or  I  go  as  I  came." 

"I  tell  you,"  insisted  Joseph,  "111 
smash  them." 

"  I  might  have  expected  this,"  said  the 
boy.     **  Tis  of  no  use." 

"  Stay !"  cried  Joseph,  a  little  sobered 
by  his  manner,  which  inspired  him  with 
an  obscure  idea  that  his  friend  was  threat- 
ened  with  some  grievous  calamity.  "  Stay ! 
I'll  get  a  tub  and  leap  into  it  head  foremost, 
if  that  will  do." 

"You  can  do  that  when  we  have  more 
time  to.  spare.    Now,  if  you  will  let  me 
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slush  your  head  well,   it  will  serve  my 
turn/' 

Joseph  accordingly  allowed  Jean,  who  was 
waggishly  inclined  in  the  midst  of  his 
gravity,  to  inundate  his  head  in  a  few 
moments  with  several  gallons  of  the  water 
which  had  been  psdnfuUy  carried  up  that 
morning  by  the  regular  dealers  in  the 
precious  article.  This  served  the  purpose 
of  somewhat  clearing  his  head  of  the  fumes 
of  wine  and  punch.    Jean  now  inquired  : 

"Are  you  a  man  of  your  word?  Is 
your  promise  to  be  depended  on  ?" 

**  Yes,"  replied  Joseph,  bluntly,  rubbing 
his  locks  with  a  towel  at  the  same  time. 

"  Will  you  promise,  if  I  enable  you  to 
liberate  your  friend,  who  is  in  the  hands  of 
his  enemies,  not  to  betray  the  place  to 
which  I  shall  lead  you  ?" 

"  I  swear." 

"Take  no  rash  oaths,"  cried  Joubert, 
staggering  into  the  room.  "Who  knows 
but  that  this  little  chap  is  the  devil  in 
miniature,  bargaining  for  thy  precious 
soul ?" 
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"  Idiot !"  muttered  Jean.  "  But  what ! 
Is  not  thifi  Monsieur  Joubert  ?  I  ought  to 
know  Monsieur  Joubert  very  well ;  though 
I  never  saw  him  in  this  plight  before. 
Monsieur  Joubert,  don't  you  know  me  ?  I 
once  acted  the  part  of  the  dutiful  son  of  a 
very  particular  friend  of  yours.  You  pro- 
mised to  take  me  under  your  protection, 
to  bring  me  up  to  your  profession — '* 

"  Imp,  avaxmt  I'*  cried  Joubert.  "  This 
is  the  age  of  reason.  I  am  a  humble  votary 
of  philosophy.  You  are  a  minister  of  Sa- 
tan. This  young  man  is  a  creature  of 
clay.  The  Bacchanals,  the  merry  boys, 
the  jolly  fellows,  are  in  the  other  room.  I 
must  go  back  to  them,  or  they  will  trans- 
gress the  laws  of  temperance,  and  drink  all 
the  punch ;  which  would  sadly  grieve  the 
heart  of  your  obedient  servant." 

"  Has  he  the  courage  of  a  man  ?"  in- 
quired Jean  of  Joseph,  as  the  philosopher  in 
liquor  was  endeavouring  to  find  his  way 
out  of  the  kitchen,  though  he  did  not  seem 
likely  to  effect  his  purpose,  for  he  ran 
against  the  edge  of  the  door,  and  kept 
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perseveringly  pressing  against  it,  stretch- 
ing out  his  hands  on  either  side  to  discover 
what  was  the  nature  of  the  obstacle  which 
obstructed  his  progress. 

**  I  believe  he  has  naturally  as  much 
courage  as  Murat  himself,"  replied  Joseph, 
' '  if  he  has  not  reasoned  himself  out  of  it ; 
which  is  very  likely,  for  he  is  always 
talking  about  peace." 

"  Well  then  we  will  press  him  into  our 
service.  I  dare  say  he  will  do  what  he 
can.    But  we  must  first  sober  him." 

Joseph  understood  the  hint,  and .  in 
another  instant  had  thrust  Joubert's  head 
under  the  stream  of  water,  which  now> 
began  afresh  to  gush  from  the  cistern. 

"  I  protest  against  this  usage,"  cried 
Joubert,  struggling.  "It  is  contrary  to 
the  laws  of  nations  and  of  friendship.  Jo- 
seph, if  you  love  me — " 

**  Have  patience,  old  fellow,"  whispered 
Joseph.  "  We  wish  to  sober  you.  Claude 
is  in  danger — imminent  danger  of  life  and 
limb." 

/'Bless  my  soul!"  exclaimed  Joubert, 
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escaping  from  the  National  Guard's  rough 
gripe;  "and  by  what  subtle  process  of 
reasoning  have  you  been  persuaded  that 
Claude  is  any  how  to  be  served  by  subject- 
ing me  to  such  treatment  ?" 

Perceiving  that  the  sudden  shock  had 
produced  the  desired  effect,  Jean  said  : 

*'  The  fact  is,  that  Monsieur  Artaud  is 
now  in  the  power  of  Narcisse  Leroux,  who 
has  seized  him  for  a  purpose  which  I  will 
explain  hereafter — " 

"  The  villain !"  exclaimed  Joubert  "  We 
must  get  a  posse  of  gendarmes." 

"We  must  do  no  such  thing,"  inter- 
posed the  boy,  "  That  is  just  what  I  wish  to 
avoid.  I  can  put  you  in  the  way  of  rescu- 
ing the  young  gentleman ;  but  unless  you 
promise  not  to  call  in  the  assistance  of  the 
police  until  you  have  failed,  and  then  not 
until  to-morrow  evening,  I  go  as  I  came, 
leaving  you  to  do  the  best  you  can." 

"Two  words  to  that,"  said  Joseph, 
placing  himself  before  the  door. 

"  Numbers   and    strength    are    on  our 
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side,  youth/'  observed  Joubert,  possessing 
himself  of  a  loaded  blunderbuss  that  hung 
amongst  other  weapons  against  the  wall. 
Caesar's  kitchen  was  his  armoury. 

"You  can  take  me  prisoner,"  replied 
Jean  ;  **  but  how  will  that  assist  your 
friend  ?  Every  moment  plunges  him  deeper 
into  danger.  It  is  idle  to  stand  quarrelling 
here." 

**  Very  true,"  said  the  philosopher,  put- 
ting his  weapon  under  his  arm.  "  Joseph, 
the  physiognomy  of  this  youth  gives  me 
confidence  in  him.  I  vote  for  placing  our- 
selves implicitly  imder  his  direction." 

"  As  you  please,"  replied  Joseph,  "  I 
don't  care  who  I  follow,  so  as  the  responsi- 
bility is  taken  off  my  hands.  If  you  will 
be  general,  and  this  youngster  guide,  I  will 
be  the  army,  cavalry,  infantry,  artillery, 
and  all." 

"  Then  your  promise  is  gisren  ?"  inquired 
the  boy. 

*'  I  will  sign  a  compact,"  exclaimed  Jou- 
bert. 
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"  Your  word  will  be  sufficient^  Monsieur. 
Let  us  hasten ;  for  Leroux  is  now  engaged 
in  another  affair,  and  there  are  but  two 
men  and  an  old  woman  to  master.'' 

So  saying,  without  more  ado,  he  led  the 
way  through  the  ante-chamber  into  the 
passage,  and  had  soon  ushered  his  compa- 
nions into  the  street. 

"  I  slipped  in  along  with  you,"  said  he, 
as  with  evidently  a  practised  hand  he 
undid  the  fastenings  of  the  door;  '^but 
could  not  soon  detach  those  I  wanted  from 
the  rest.  I  was  almost  beginning  to  fear  I 
should  be  too  late." 

He  now  closed  the  door  as  well  as  he 
could,  and  they  were  soon  rapidly  moving 
along.  It  was  raining  in  torrents.  They 
stopped  for  a  moment  under  a  lantern, 
that  gave  out  a  sickly  light,  to  button 
their  coats,  and  then  plunged  into  the 
darkness. 

We  shall  not  at  present  accompany 
them  any  further  on  their  way.  Suffice 
it  to  observe,  that  for  some  time  no  inge- 
nuity could  trace  them  beyond  that  points 
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They  were  seen,  during  the  pause  I  have 
mentioned,  by  a  cabriolet  driver,  moving 
slowly  on  without  a  fare.  He  hailed  them, 
he  said,  but  received  no  answer,  and 
thought  no  more  about  the  matter  until 
questioned  by  the  police.  The  information 
he  gave,  however,  led  to  no  result.  The 
future  movements  of  the  two  friends  and 
their  guide  would  have  remained  a  secret 
until  the  present  day,  had  not  they  at 
length  come  to  light  in  a  far  different 
manner.  We  must  now,  however,  endea- 
vour  to  account  for  the  disappearance  of 
Claude. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THB   KIDNAFFBB8. 


Glaudb  Artaud  was  a  young  man  of 
simple  habits  and  character.  His  principal 
fault  consisted  in  a  disinclination  to  aban- 
don himself  entirely  to  one  pursuit.  This 
was  the  cause  that,  at  the*  period  at  which 
we  first  introduced  him  to  the  reader,  he 
had  not  chosen  the  profession  to  which  he 
would  eventually  addict  himself.  A  great 
part  of  his  time  he  devoted  to  the  belles- 
lettreSf  a  part  to  the  society  of  his  friends, 
and  a  part  also,  it  "thrill  readily  be  believed, 
to  that  agreeable  occupation,  building  cas- 
tles in  the  air. 

But  since  the  occurrence  of  an  event 
which  we  have  already  described,  he  had 
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much  changed.  He  had  determined  to 
gain  reputation  and  fortune  by  the  law; 
and  no  student  was  more  assiduous,  no 
reader  more  indefatigable  than  he  ;  so  that 
all  who  knew  him  were  in  raptures  with  his 
industry. 

The  day,  however,  of  the.  memorable' 
masked  ball,  he  had  strolled  into  the 
Luxembourg  Gardens  with  a  book  in  his 
hand,  which  he  intended  to  read,  but  did 
not.  He  gazed  sometimes  at  the  trees, 
sometimes  at  their  shadows,  sometimes  at 
the  crowds  of  people  who  were  passing  and 
repassing,  but  thought  for  the  most  part  of 
Agnes.  Whilst  he  was  strolling  up  the 
avenue  that  runs  parallel  with  the  Rue 
d'Enfer,  he  was  accosted  in  a  well-known 
voice  : 

**  What  makes  you  look  so  grave  to-day, 
my  young  friend  ?" 

"  Grave,  Monsieur  Jbubert  1  I  never 
was  happier  in  my  life.  I  have  no  reason 
to  be  grave." 

^'  Just  so ;  and  that  is  the  reason  you  are 
not  merry.    You  romantic  young  people 
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think  it  a  sin  to  laugh.  But  see  the  dif- 
ference. Behold  those  grisettes  who  saun- 
ter up  and  down  this  alley,  with  their 
hands  in  the  pockets  of  their  aprons,  look- 
ing as  independent  as  queens  ;  they  are  all 
smiles — if,  indeed,  we  should  not  denomi- 
nate those  extensions  of  the  mouth  in  a 
horizontal  direction  by  another  name." 

"  Grins  ?"  inquired  Claude,  laughing  at 
the  philosopher's  affected  gravity. 

"Exactly.  I  see  your  vocabulary  is 
richer  than  that  of  most  young  people  of 
imagination.  That  word  is  utterly  banished 
from  their  conversation,  as,  indeed,  the 
action  itself  is  from  all  polite  company. 
But  by  the  way,  have  you  paid  any  atten- 
tion to  the  question  of  personal  identity  ?" 

"  Why — not  much  ;  but  hark  1 — One, 
two,  three,  four.  There  is  four  o'clock. 
I  must  leave  you  for  the  present.  We 
shall  meet  again  this  evening,  I  suppose. 
I  shall  not,  however,  tell  you  in  what 
costume  I  shall  appear." 

"  Axlieu  !  my  young  disciple,"  quoth 
Joubert,  waving  his  hand. 

c  2 
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And  so  they  parted. 

Claude,  who  now  hastily  took  the  way  of 
his  lodgings,  had  not  gone  far  'ere  he  felt 
sure  that  he  had  lost  something.   Examining 
his  pockets,    accordingly,   he   missed   his 
pocket-book,  which  contained  little  money ; 
but  what  he  valued  far  more,  the  fragments 
of  the  wild  rose  he  had  so  long  cherished. 
Instantly  retracing  his  steps,  he  traversed, 
agjain  and  again,  the  avenues  through  which 
he  had  passed,  asking  every  one  he  met 
if  they  had  found  anything.      Some  few 
looked  at  him,  and  passed  on  in  silence ; 
the  majority  replied  gruffly,  *'  Noj"    but 
several  grisettes  seeing  that  he  was  a  hand- 
some young  man,  and  that  he  took  .the  loss 
to  heart,  began  to  seek  about  also ;  and  it 
was  no  fault  of  theirs  that  the  stray  article 
was  not  found. 

Suddenly  Claude  recollected  that  on 
entering  the  narrow  gate  he  had  been 
hurstled  by  several  men,  who  seemed  pur- 
posely to  push  against  him  ;  and  he  became 
convinced  that  he  must  have  been  robbed. 
Whilst  he  was  reflecting  on  what  he  should 
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now  do,  he  was  accosted  by  a  boy,  whose 
coarse  vulgar  features  were  anything  but 
prepossessing. 

"Have  you  lost  anything,  Monsieur?" 
inquired  he,  with  a  knowing  grin. 

**  Yes  ;  a  pocket-book.     Have  you  found 

"  No  ;  but  perhaps  I  know  where  it  is." 

"  Where  ?" 

"  That  is  telling,"  quoth  the  boy. 

"  Can  you  get  it  for  me  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  What  will  you  give  me  if  I  take  you  to 
the  plads  ?"  cried  the  boy. 

"  A  Iduis  d'or."    . 

"  Done.    Follow  me." 

Claude  followed  him  unhesitatingly ;  and 
they  were  soon  far  from  the  gardens. 

"  But  where  are  we  going?"  inquired 
our  heroi  as  the  boy  ran  by  his  side. 

**  That  don't  matter  if  I  restore  you 
what  you  have  lost,  Bud  you  pay  me  what 
you  have  promised." 

"Never  fear  that ;  but  how  came  you  to 
know  that  I  had  lost  the  book  ?" 

"  I  am  not  a  fool.    I  could  see  you  had 
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lost  something  valuable,  or  your  wits ; 
perhaps  both." 

They  proceeded  a  little  farther  in  silence ; 
and  by  degrees,  Claude's  guide  began  to 
edge  out  of  the  great  thoroughfares  into  the 
narrow  and  less  frequented  streets.  At 
length  the  young  man,  who  began  to  be 
suspicious,  and  to  remember  his  appoint- 
ment for  the  ball,  asked  : 

*'Did  you  see  any  one  pick  up  what  I 
have  lost  ?*' 

The  boy,  who  was  looking  the  other 
way  pretended  not  to  hear ;  but  the  ques- 
tion being  repeated,  replied,  affecting  a 
clownish  simplicity  ; 

"  I  half  think  I  did." 

*'  You  think  so  !  You  ought  certainly 
to  know  whether  you  did  or  not.'' 

"  I  will  put  you  in  the  way  of  getting  it 
back,  Monsieur,"  said  the  boy ;  "  but  it  is 
difficult  to  talk  when  one  is  out  of  breath. 
I  will  tell  you  all  by  and  bye." 

By  this  time  they  had  plunged  into  a 
labyrinth  of  narrow,  dark,  and  little  visited 
streets,  through  which  the  boy  seemed  to 
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thread  his  way,  as  though  possessed  of  an 
invisible  clue,  moving  all  the  while  at  so 
rapid  a  trot,  that  Claude  could  scarcely 
keep  pace  with  him  without  running. 

At  length  they  entered  a  street  still 
narrower  than  any  they  had  before  tra- 
versed, which  seemed  to  prolong  its  ir- 
regular length  to  a  prodigious  distance. 
It  was  almost  entirely  abandoned,  except 
by  a  few  groups  of  half-naked  children 
playing  at  cards  or  marbles  on  the  stones  ; 
and  the  houses  that  rose  to  a  vast  height  on 
either  hand,  appeared  perfectly  untenanted, 
save  that  an  old  crone,  with  dirty  cap  or 
handkerchief^  would  ever  and  anon  project 
her  sharp  visage  from  a  casement  to  look 
down  the  street.  Once  or  twice  alsp  in 
passing  a  barred  window,  Claude  caught  a 
glim|)se  of  a  young  woman  dressed  in 
tawdry  habiliments,  reading  a  novel  or 
arranging  her  hair  before  a  mirror^ 

Though  the  spring  was  now  somewhat 
advanced,  the  evening  had  already  began  to 
(ilose  in ;  the  shadows  gathered  fast  in  the 
long  cleft,  rather  than  street  through  which 
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they  were  proceeding ;  and  a  few  timid 
candles  began  to  glimmer  at  wide  intervals 
through  some  of  the  uppermost  windows. 
It  seemed  to  threaten  to  be  a  tempestuous 
night ;  fdr  huge  black  clouds  were  travers- 
ing the  sky,  preceded  by  numerous  frag- 
ments, torn  away  by  the  wind,  and  pre- 
cipitated forward  through  the  otherwise 
clear  atmosphere.  The  surrounding  silence 
was  relieved  by  the  whistling*  of  the  wind 
amid  the  lofty  house-tops ;  but  this  sound 
likewise  appeared  to  forebode  a  storm. 
Even  the  stars  that  now  and  then  were 
visible,  wore  a  forlorn  aspect,  and  it  wanted 
not  a  very  vivid  fancy  to  moke  one  pity 
them,  hung  aloft  as  they  were,  exposed  to 
the  insults  of  the  weather. 

All  these  appearances,  however,  were 
unmarked  by  Claude.  Two  things  occupied 
his  mind — ^the  loss  of  the  little  rdic  he  had 
so  long  preserved,  and  that  of  the  society  of 
Agnes  at  the  house  of  Monsieur  Bourgeon. 
But  he  flattered  himself,  that  if  he  used  the 
same  diligence  in  returning  that  he  had  in 
advancing,  he  might  yet  be  in  time. 
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Meanwhile  the  boy  plunged  still  further 
forward  into  unknown  regions'..  At  every 
step  the  houses  seemed  to  draw  nearer  to 
each  other,  and  bow  their  ancient  foreheads 
sa  as  almost  to  meet  above.  Yet  still 
Claude's  unwearied  guide  held  on  his  way, 
until  he  came  to  a  low  door  which  ap- 
peared to  open  into  a  cave;  for  by  the 
light  that  yet  remained,  two  steps  might 
be  discovered,  whilst  beyond  all  was  gloom. 
Down  these  the  boy  was  about  to  descend, 
when  the  young  man  restrained  him. 

"Is  it  in  this  place,"  inquired  he,  "  that 
I  am  to  find  my  pocket-book  ?" 

"It  is,  Monsieur.  This  is  the  very 
place,"  replied  the  boy. 

".But  how  can  you  have  so  soon  learned 
that  it  is  here  ?" 

"  If  you  are  afraid  to  trust  me.  Mon- 
sieur," said  the  boy  with  a  sneer,  "  why 
we  must  part.  I  only  know  that  when  my 
father,  finds  anything  he  brings  it  here.  -  If 
I  am  wrong,  you  need  not  pay  me  the  money 
you  promised." 

e  3 
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Without  noticing  the  insinuation  thus 
hroadly  conveyed,  Claude  replied : 

"  Go  on.  I  follow ;"  and  the  boy  instantly 
glided  down. 

His  companion  hesitated  for  a  moment 
more,  and  then  hastily  imitated  his  ex- 
ample. /• 

The  flight  of  steps  was  deep,  and  on 
reaching  the  bottom  he  found  that  there 
was  no  flooring,  but  simply  earth, .  trodden 
hard  by  passing  to  and  fro. 

''Stay' here  a  moment,  if  you  please," 
said  the  boy.  ''  I  will  fetch  a  light.  There 
are  other  steps  to  pass,  and  you  might  break 
your  neck." 

So  saying,  he  closed  a  door  at  the  bottom 
of  the  flight  he  had  descended,  and  was 
soon  out  of  hearing. 

'  Claude  now  began  to  reflect,  and  the  idea 
forcibly  presented  itself  to  his  mind,  that  at 
least  he  had  committed  a  very  imprudent 
act  in  trusting  himself  in  such  a  place,  at 
such  a  time  of  night,  and  in  company  of  so 
suspicious  a  character  as  this  boy  seemed 
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to  be.  He  would  willimgly  have  run  into 
any  danger  to  recover  that  of  which  he  was 
in  search;  hut  he  had  now  some  shrewd 
suspicions  that  not  only  must  he  remain 
a  loser,  but  that  he  was  himself  entrapped 
into  the  bargain*. 

Not,  however,  being  able  to  conceive  any 
cause  for  such  an  act,  he  quickly  endea- 
voured to  discard  this  idea,  though  as  the 
absence  of  the  boy  was  prolonged  beyond 
reason*,  it  recurred  again  and  again,  each 
time  more  forcibly.  At  length  he  felt  for 
the  door,  which  he  now  imagined  he  had 
been  imprudent  in  allowing  his  guide  to 
close  ;  and  he  found  that  it  was  fastened  by 
some*-  spring  ;  for  he  could  not  by  any 
means  open  it,  though  in  closing,  it  had 
made  no  noise. 

This  evidently  portended  no  good ;  and 
Claude  began  in  earnest  to  prepare  to  resist 
whatever  violence  might  be  offered.  He 
was  perfectly  unarmed,  and  could  not,  by 
feeling  along  the  walls  t)f  the  cellar,  dis- 
cover any  weapon  of  offence.  Whilst'  he  was 
making  this  search^  he  perceived  the  boy 
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advancing  with  a  light  towards  him,  down 
a  long,  low  passage,  whilst  two  ill-looking 
men  followed  at  his  heels. 

The  place  in  which  Claude  found  himself, 
he  now  discovered  to  be  a  chamber  of  con* 
fined  extent,  with  walls  entirely,  bare,  and 
adapted  for  no  ostensible  purpose  what- 
ever. A  rapid  glance,  also,  at  the  door  by 
wfiich  he  had  entered  showed  that  it  was 
of  uncommon  strength,  and  suited  rather 
for  the  entrance  of  a  dungeon  or  a  den  of 
thieves  than  the  humble  subterraneous 
excavation,  to  which  in  reality  it  served  as 
dejfence. 

This  confirmed  him  in  the  opinion  he 
had  already  formed  of  the  chai:acter  of  the 
persons  in  whose  power  he  had  placed  him- 
self. Courage  he  possessed  in  that  degree 
which  all  generous  natures  lay  claim  to  ; 
but  it  was  the  courage  .which  impels  to 
action,  but  does  not  sustain  in  suspense ; 
the  courage  of  the  raw  soldier,  who  will 
mount  a  breach,  but  not  stand  a  charge. 
For  this  reason,  while  he  remained  unde- 
cided,  a  cold  sweat  burst  out  over    his 
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forehead,  and  he  felt  his  heart  sink  within 
him. 

'*  Monsieur/'  said  the  boy,  approachingj 
^^we  are  sorry  for  having  detained  you 
whilst  we  got  a  light/' 

"  Have  you  brought  the  pocket-book  ?'' 
inquired  Claude,  cutting  him  short. 

"Oh  no  I    That  is  within." 
.  '^Is   not   one  of   these  gentlemen  the 
person  who  found  it?" 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,"  quoth  the  shorter  of 
the  two,  a.  brawny  powerful  man,  "  but 
ib  is  not  now  in  our  keeping." 

"  We  met  in  the  garden  a  short  while 
since,  did  we  not?"  demanded  Claude, 
looking  at  him,  for  he  thought  he  re- 
cognized the  men  who  had  jostled  him  at 
the  gate. 

'*  That  may  «rery  "well  be.  I  was  in 
the  garden   this   afternoon." 

"  Well,  ypu  or  your  companion  found 
my  pocket  book." 

"  I  did,"  said  the  man  who  had  not 
yet  spoken.  He  in  stature  far  surpassed 
his    companion;    but    was  loosely    made. 
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and  seemed  also  by  his  grey  and  scanty 
hair  to  be  his  superior  in  years. 

•*  Well  then,  if  you  will  return  it  to 
me,  I  will  reward  you," 

"  Certainly  we  shall  return  it.  Will 
you  please  to  follow  me  ?  Guillaume,  show 
the  light.    This  way,   Monsieur.'* 

"  No,  no !"  said  "Claude,  "  if  you 
mean  well,  restore  the  book  to  me  in 
this  place.  I  will  wait  'whilst  you  fetch 
it" 

' "  What  are  you  afraid  of?"  asked 
the  first  speaker  gruflSy.  **  Old.Thomaii 
is  as  gentle  as  a  lamb ;  and  I  am 
no  wolf.  Do  you  take  us  for  thieves? 
Bah!  Monsieur,  we  are  sabot-makers. 
This  is  our  shop ;  but  the  stock  is 
cleared  off.     Come,  come,  fear  nothing." 

And  he  turned  away  •  as  if  he  ex- 
pected Claude  to  follow ;  but  the  young 
man,  who  now  saw  clearly  with  what 
sort  of  persons  he  had  to  deal,  peremp- 
torily refused  to  advance  a  single  step, 
and  insisted  on  their  opening  the  door, 
and  allowing   him  to.  return  as  he  came. 
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The  two    mea    looked    at    each    other, 
smiled,   and  then  Thomas  said : — 

**  Eh  bien !  if  yon  will  -go,  you  must. 
What  is  your  address  ?  We  will  send 
the  book  to-morrow."  . 

With  these  words  the  speaker  ad- 
vanced towards  the  door,  as  if  to  open 
it.  Claude  was  for  a  moment  thrown 
off  his  guard  and  suffered  the*  old  man  to 
pass  dose  by  his  side;  but  he  soon 
repented  his  indiscretion,  for  the  next 
instant  he  was  clasped  round  the  body 
by  a  pair  of  surms  which,  though  withered, 
seemed  in  reality  to  have  lost  little  of 
their  vigour.  With  a  powerful  struggle, 
however,,  he  endeavoured  to  shake  off 
his  assailant.  But  in  this  attempt  he 
failed,  and  the  other  man  now  threw 
himself  upon   him. 

His  capture  seemed,  in  this  way,  to 
have  become  inevitable  ;  but  his  frame, 
though  slight,  was  muscular ;  and  making 
a  violent  effort,  he  succeeded  in  bringing 
the  two  ruffians  along  with  him  to  the 
ground.     In  .falling,  they  were  compelled 
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to  relinquish  their  grasp,  and  the  boy 
Guillaume,  who  expected  to  •behold  the 
young  man  start  up  and  Fush  upon 
him,  prepared  to  fly.  But  to  his  sur- 
prise Claude  did  not  stir. 

*\  Mordieu  /"  he  exclaimed  advancing 
with  the  light  and  stooping  over  him, 
"  He  is  dead  1" 

'^  So  much  the  better,''  replied  Thomas 
rising.  *'  If  he  has  broken  his  neck  he 
is  served  as  he  nearly  served  me. 
Wh^t  the  devil  co:ald  possess  such  a 
stripling  to  resist  two  men  like  us  ? 
How  are  you,  Victor?'*  • 

The  person  addressed  answered  only 
by  a  kind  of  growl,  and  going  down 
upon  his  knees,  bent  over  the  young 
man  to  discover  where  he  was  hurt* 
Guillaume  now  held  the  light  near,  which 
discovered  an  extensive  wound  on  his . 
temple. 

**  Sacr^r  at  length  muttered  Victor, 
pushing  back  the  dripping  locks  from 
Claude's  lofty  forehead.  ^*  He  has  got  a 
bad  blow.     His  head  struck,  against  this 
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stone.  But,  he's  only  stunned.  Run, 
Guillaume,  and  tell  old  Marie  to  come 
and  look  to  him.  Diablel  how  fast  the 
blood  flows  1" 

Guillaume  set  down  the  light  and  dis- 
appeared amid  the  gloom  of  the  passage. 
Victor  meanwhile,  with  rough  gentleness, 
raised  the  young  man's  head,  and  en- 
deavoured to  staunch  the  wound  with 
his  ragged  handkerchief;  but  Thomas, 
who  had  received  some  hurt,  remained 
standing  apart,  looking  with  a  cold  eye 
upon  the  sufferer,  whilst  not  a  glimpse 
of  feeling  sat  upon  his  hard,  long 
features. 

"  Mordieu  /"  quoth  Victor  between  his 
teeth,  '*  that  old  devil  of  a  woman  will 
never  come,  and  the  lad  will  bleed  to 
death.  'Tis  a  pity,  too.  We  were  told 
not  to  harm  him." 

'^  Serve  him  right.  The  hot  young  fool 
must  needs  gall  himself  with  the  chain 
he  could  not  break." 

"  And,  old  fellow,  would  you  be  quiet  in 
the   midst  of  a  whole  gang  of  police? 
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No,  I  warrant  me.  You  would  struggle 
like  a  carp,  and  tear  out  your  own  bowels 
with  the  hook/' 

The  faint  light  of  the  taper  revealed 
a  grim  smile  on  the  lips  of  the  old 
man,  at  this  allusion  to  his  well-known 
prowess,  and  a  more  kindly  feeling  began 
to  rise  in  his  breast  towards  Claude, 
which'  he  manifested  in  a  manner  con- 
sonant with  bis  uncouth,  nay  savage 
character. 

"  Sacrectie  r*  he  exclaimed  ;  "if  the 
old  hag  tarries  much  longer  I'll  lay  her 
too  on  the  sick-list. '^ 

And  he  was  preparing  to  go  in  search 
of  Marie  and  the  boy,  when  they  were 
heard  approaching. 

"Grandmother,-'  continued  h^,  looking 
scornfully  at  her  dirty  and  ragged  dress, 
"  you  need  not  have  taken  so  much 
pains  with  your  toilette.  Our  guest 
will  make   no   remarks." 

The  old  woman  laughed ;  but  it  was 
not  a  laugh  of  merriment.  It  did  not 
light  up  her  dull  grey  eyes,  nor  render 
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cheerful  hex  sullen  and  squalid  visage. 
She  made  no  reply,  but  stooping  down 
beside  Claude,  *soon  succeeded  in  arrest-- 
ing  the  violent  gushing  of  the  blood. 
As  it  still,  however,  oozed  up  between 
the  bandages,   she  said  to  Victor: 

"  We  h^d  better  carry  this  poor  youth 
to  bed.  You  have  given  him  a  deep 
cut." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,"  was  the  reply ; 
**  I  gave  him  no  cut.  He  fell.  It  was 
not   our  fault." 

This    was    uttered    in    a   sharp     and 

angry  tone   of  voice,  which  showed  that 

■ 

though  he  might  regret  the  accident,  he 
was  not  disposed  to  endure  any  remarks 
upon  it  from  her.  Marie,  accustomed 
to   be  brow-beaten,   answered: — 

"  At  any  rate,  we  had  better  remove 
him." 

**  Who  says  nay  ?  Guillaume,  go  before. 
Here,    Thomas,    lend    a    hand.     There — 

f 

gently  if    you    please.    Don't   carry  him 

like   a   sack.     Marie,   hold  up  his  head." 

When  these   and    other  directions  had 


44  THB    ECCENTRIC   LOVER. 

been  complied  with,  Victor,  who  pos- 
sessed a  marked  ascendancy  over  his 
companions,  suffered  them  to  move  on ; 
and  in  this  manner,  preceded  by  Gail- 
laume,  with  the  light,  they  advanced  along 
the  passage  bearing  the  wounded  and 
unconscious  young  man  deeper  into  their 
retreat. 
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CHAPTER  m. 


A   BOIiO   STSOKB. 


'TwAS  on  the  same  night,  as  we  have 
seen,  but  many  hours  afterwards,  that  Jo- 
seph. Girouard  and  Monsieur  Joubert  left 
the  lodgings  of  Caesar  Augustus  Bourgeon, 
in  the  wake  of  the  boy  Jean  Jacques.  Un- 
like Guillaume,  the  manner  of  their  guide 
was  in  every  way.  calculated  to  ^ive  them 
confidence.  It  was  >  difficult,  indeed,  to 
detect,  under  the  amiable  frankness  and 
fearless  demeanour,  which  distiuguished 
him,  the  cunning,  or  rather  intellect, 
which  lay  beneath. 

Besides,  neither  of  his  companions  was 
in  a  mood  for  observation.  Joubert,  who 
retained  sufficient  of  the  influence  of  the 
punch,  to  make  him  feel  exceedingly  war- 
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like,  hugged. the  hlunderhuss  with  which 
he  had  provicled  himself  under  his  arm,  and 
glided  along  gazing  intently  forward,  like 
^a  seaman  at  the  mast-head  looking  out  for 
land.  Joseph,  meanwhile,  was  indulging 
in  the  hope  that  he  might  meet  with  Nar- 
cisse,  and  have  a  grapple  with  him ;  and, 
lest  he  should  feel  any  compunction  at  put- 
ting him  to  death,  called  up  in  the  cave  of  his 
memory,  now  heated  like  an  oven  by  wine, 
the  long  file  of  indignities  he  had  suffered 
from  him ;  the  money  of  which-  he  .had 
been  swindled  ;  the  grievous  imprisonment 
to  which  he  had  been  condemned;  these 
were  bad  enough.  But  the  consciousness 
that  he  had  been  more  than  once  made  an 
ass  of  completely ;  that  he  had  tamely  suf- 
fered Narcisse  that  night  to  dance  with 
F^Ucit^,  was  what  most  provoked  him ;  and 
when  this  presented  itself  to  his  mind, 
the  only  uncertainty  that  remained,*  was 
whether  he  should  knock  out  the  brains 
of  his  ancient  host,  or  strangle  him.  As 
the  former  method  was  likely  to  be  attended 
with  most  ^clat,  he  felt  a  secret  penchant  for 
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that,  but  determined  to  be  governed,  by 
circumstances^  and  his  own  canvenience. 

The  way  by  which  Jean  approached  the 
house  whither  Claude  had  been  decoyed , 
was  entirely  different  from  that  by  which 
the  young  ,^an  had  himself  reached  it. 
The  character  of  the  streets,  how'ever,  was 
much  the  same ;  .so  that  when  they  at 
length  halted  beneath  a  projecting  door- 
way out  of  reach  of  the  rain,  Joubert, 
with  a  dissatisfied  shrug  of  the  shoulders, 
whispered  to  Joseph : 

*^  The  denizens  of  this  quarter  do  not 
seem  much  to  study  respectability." 

But  he  did  not  lower  bis  tone  suffi- 
ciently to  prevent  these  words  reaching 
Jean's  ears. 

"  That  is  nothing  to  the  purpose,**  said 
he,  with  some  asperity.  "  You  had  better 
shut  your  eyes,  and  Usten  to  what  I  say. 

« 

I  am  now  about  to  lead  you  into  Leroux's 
den.  When  you  are  there  you  must  seize 
and  bind  whoever  may  resist;  liberate 
Monsieur  Artaud,  and  never  return  thither 
again.     Is  this  a  bargain  ?" 
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*^  It  is,  it  is/'  said  Joseph,  whose  blood 
was  boiling  to  be  engaged.  '^  That  was  all 
arranged  before." 

''Then  follow  me.  But  stay;  here  is 
one  of  my  pistols.  You  may  need  it. 
Come.  Step  lightly  and  smftly.  We 
have  no  time  to  lose." 

Joseph  received  the  weapon  in  silence, 
and  accompanied  by  the  philosopher  left 
the  shelter,  and  followed  closely  at  the 
heels  of  their  nimble  guide.  They  soon 
turned  down  a  dark  passage,  scr  narrow 
that  it  seemed  hardly  intended  for  use, 
but  as  though  the  two  houses  by  which 
it  was  flanked  had  accidentally  parted 
compaay. 

This  opened  into  a  small  court,  up  the 
further  side  of  which  ran  a  projecting 
stair-case.  Whither  it  led  they  could  not 
distinguish,  the  only,  light  they  had  to 
guide  them  being  shed  by  one  dull  lantern 
swinging  in  a  little  niche.  J^an  Jacques, 
however,  who  appeared  intimately  ac- 
quainted, with  the  locality,  began  instantly 
to  ascend.    His  companions  followed  fear- 
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lessly;  and  having  reached  a  door  like 
that  of  a  loft  found  it  already  open  and 
ready  to  admit  them  into  a  long  low 
apartment,  where  there  was  a  light  stuck 
on  a  piece  of  board  projecting  from  the 
wall,  ^  The  place  seemed  empty ;  but  the 
power  of  the  single  candle  could  not 
penetrate  to  every  corner. 

"This  way/*  whispered  Jean,  stepping 
lightly  towards  the  other  end. 

They  had  just  reached  a  square  aperture, 
over  which  the  Ught  was  placed,  and  from 
which  a  ladder  descended  into  a  lower 
apartment  wrapped  in  gloom,  when  Joseph 
touched  Jean  on  the  elbow,  and  said  in  a 
low  voice : 

"  Look  there !" 

^*  What  is  the  matter  ?"  inquired  the  boy 
with  a  start. 

"  Did  you  not  see  «  small  figure  steal 
out  of  the  door,  by  which  we  entered  ?" 

"  Mon  Dieu,  no !"  cried  Jean  returning 
in  haste,  and  looking  anxiously  down  into 
the  court.  All  was  silent,  but  the  monoto* 
nous  pattering  of  the  rain,    and  the  gur- 
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gling  of  the  water  down  a  huge  wooden 
shoot  in  one  comer  of  the  narrow  court 
from  which  they  had  ascended. 

*'  I  think  you  must  be  mistaken/'  con- 
tinued Jean  ;  '^  but  I  will  shut  the  door, 
and  whoever  it  is.  will  find  it  a  hard  matter 
to  return;  and  a  long  journey  to  get  round 
to  the  other  entrance." 

He  accordingly  threw  a  couple  of  bars 
across,  and  then  returning,  possessed  him- 
self of  the  light,  and  led  the  way  down, 
the  ladder. 

They  now  found  themselves  in  a  stable, 
as  they  learned  by  the  restless  movement 
of  several  large  horses  in  their  stalls. 
Contiguous  to  this  was  a  seconld  small 
court,  suppyling  air  to  a  narrow  window 
high  placed  in  the  wall,  and  now  emitting 
a  few  weak  rays  of  light. 

''  That  is  the  room  in  which  the  young 
gentleman  is  confined,''  said  Jean  Jacques. 
*'  At  least,  so  Guillaume  Laroche  told  me. 
But  he  was  so  engaged  in  eating,  that  I 
could  not  get  much  out  of*  him.  I'll  see 
however." 
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Accordingly,  placing  his  feet  in  holes 
¥dth  which  he  seemed  well  acquainted, 
he  succeeded  in  raising  himself  to  the 
level  of  the  panes,  and  remained  for 
6ome  time  examining  the  interior.  Des- 
cending, at  length,  with  great  caution,  he 
approached  his  anxious  companions,  and 
in  a  low  voice,  said  : 

*  *  I  fear  he  is  wounded.  He  is  lying 
stretched  on  a  be(^  and  old  Marie  is 
sitting  by  his  side  knitting.  Hark!  you 
may  hear  her  singing."' 

At  this  moment  the  old  woman's  voice 
was  heard  chanting,  in  broken  and  indis- 
tinct accents,  a  few  scattered  lines  of  some 
old  song. 

'*  Yes,  yes,  we  hear,**  quoth  Joubert, 
feeling  for  the  trigger  of  his  weapon. 
^'But  let  us  assault  her.  I  am  growing 
more  warlike  every  moment." 

**  She  will  make  no  resistance,'^  replied 
Jean,  "  I  have  known  her  many  years, 
and  whoever  is  strongest,  she  is  of  their 
party.  She  will  smile  at  the  police  if  they 
are  two  to  one«     But  there  are  others  who 
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will  prove  rougher  customers.  You  must 
expend  what  little  courage  you  have  on 
them." 

He  then  returned  into  the  stable,  and 
came  back  presently  with  a  couple  of 
halters.  Opening  a^  massive  door,  he  now 
admitted  them  into  a  long  corridor  at 
the  further  extremity  6f  which  they  be- 
held a  light.  Jean  immediately .  threw 
back  his  candle  into*  the  court  they -were 
leaving,  and  gently  closing  the  door,  in  an 
aknost  inaudible  voice  charged  his  compa- 
nions  to  be  cautious. 

More  than  two  minutes  elapsed,  ere  with 
stealthy  and  measured  steps,  their  guide 
led  them  to  the  threshold  of  the  lighted 
apartment.  A  lantern  hung  against  the  wall ; 
a  few  broken  bottles  and  glasses  strewed 
the  table ;  one  of  the  benches  was  thrust 
on  one  side,  the  other  was  thrown  down 
upon  the  ground.  Everything  was  in 
confusion.  Joseph  was  about  to  push 
forward  carelessly  when  Jean  arrested 
him. 

*'  Loolc  in  the  comer,*'  said  he.     •» 
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And  ha  pointed  to  a  heap  of  straw  on 
which  lay  two  men  apparently  asleep. 

"They  are  drunk,"  said  the  National 
Guard  with  great  contempt. 

"  If  drunken  men — "  began  Jean.  "But 
bah !  Here,  Monsieur  Girouard,  is  a  rope. 
Bind  you  Victor — ^that  stout  fellow.  I  and 
this  little  gentleman  will  manage  the  other. 
Lean  your  gun  againSt  the  wall,^  if  you 
please,  Monsieur.    Now,  fall  on/'  . 

Thrusting  his  pistol  into  his  pocket,  Jo-* 
seph  threw  himsdf  upon  the  man  indi* 
cated ;  but  as  he  affected  to  disdain  the 
cautious  manner  in  which  his  guide  pro- 
ceeded, his  prey  awoke,  and  seizing  him 
by  the  throat  struggled  violently. 

Joseph  was  a  powerful  man;  but  he 
with  whom  he  hs^d  to  deal  was  not  only 
so,  but  evidently  inured  to  contests  similar 
to  the  one  in-  which  he  was  now  engaged. 
Accordingly,  his  strength  being  left  wholly 
undeveloped  by  his  peaceful  life,  he,  in 
spite  of  the  advantage  he  had  at  first 
gained,  soon  felt  his  opponent  getting  the 
upper  hand  of  him,  and  was  just  in  the 
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act  of  feeling  for  his  pistol,  when  Jean  and 
Joubert  having  bound  the  other,  hand  and 
foot,  came  to  his  assistance. 

The  affair  was  now  soon  terminated, 
and  Victor  reduced  to  as  helpless  a  state  as 
his  companion; 

''  Jean,"  said  he,  casting  a  fierce  glance 
at  the  boy,  *'  this  is  the  second  scurvy 
trick  you  have  playefl  Leroux." 

"  Nor.  is  it  the  last,  I  hope,"  cried  Jean^ 
laughing. 

**  That's  to  be  seen,"  cried  the  fallen 
warrior,  shutting  his  eyes  ;  *'  good  night,  I 
suppose  I  had  better  take  a  second  nap." 

Lieaving  him  to  his  slumbers  the  fearless 
boy  motioned  his  two  friends  to  advance; 
they  accordingly  traversed  several  other 
apartments  and  at  length  reached  their 
destination. 

''Marie,"  quoth  Jean  entering,  followed 
by  his  eager  friends,  "  we  come  to  relieve 
your  guard.  You  may  now  sing  yourself  to 
sleep." 

''  Mon  Dieu  /"  exclaimed  the  old  woman 
letting  fall  her  book  in  astonishmenti  and 
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gazing    at    the    intruders  with  eyes  and 
mouth  wide  open. 

"You  may  well  be  amazed,  ancient 
beldame/*  observed  Joubert  who  had  va- 
liantly assisted  in  binding  Thomas,  ''you 
may  well  be  amazed,  but  what  my  little 
friend  says  is  most  true.  This  is  not  the  time 
or  place  to  elucidate  the  mystery  of  our 
appearance,  which  in  truth  I  am  not  very 
capable  of  doing." 

Meanwhile  Joseph  was  leaning  over  the 
couch,  on  which  lay  Claude  in  a  deep  sleep; 
broken,  however,  by  frequent  starts  and 
expressions  of  anguish.  His  cheek  was 
lightly  flushed,  and  his  curly  locks  were 
but  partially  and  carelessly  cleansed  from 
the  clotted  blood. 

"  By  Heavens  !*'  cried  he  with  .an  angry 
frown,  "  if  Narcisse  did,  or  sanctioned  this 
cursed  deed — ** 

"  He  did  not,"  said  the  old  woman  trem- 
bUng  with  fear,  "  no  one  did  it,  Hwas  a  fall." 

"I  hope  it   may  turn   out   so,"  quoth 
Joubert  feeling  the    young  man's   pulse 
"  there  is  fever  here,  I  will  not  answer  that' 


99 

99 


56  THE   ECCENTRIC   LOVER. 

poor  Claude's  skull  has  not  been  fractured. 
Narcisse  is  not  expected  I  hope  ?" 

^'  No,  Monsieur,  he  will  not,  I  am  sure, 
be  here  before  morning,  even  if  he  come 
at  all." 

"  D him,"    muttered    Joseph,  "  I 

hope  he  may  come.  I  have  an  old  debt  to 
settle,,  and  there  is  no  time  better  than  the 
present. 

^^Lieave  that  to  another  opportunity, 
said  Jean,  ^^  let  us  now  see  what  is  to  be 
done  with  this  young  gentleman.  He  seems 
in  a  sad  state." 

^'He  is  scarcely  in  a  predicament  to 
walk,"  said  Joubert,  still  holding  his  young 
friend's  hand,  and  attentively  perusing  his 
countenance. 

^^  I  will  carry  him  in  my  arms,"  exclaim- 
ed the  National  Guard ;  ^'  on  such  an  occa- 
sion I  could  lift  a  house,  to  say  nothing  of 
such  a  stripling.  Here,  doctor,  let  me  take 
him  up." 

"What  we  do  must  be  done  quickly," 
said  the  boy,  "  for  Leroux — " 

"  Is  at  hand,"  shouted  a  voice  of  tliun- 
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der ;  and  a  terrible  blow  on  the  head,  from 
a  short,  heavy  loaded  bludgeon,  sent  Jean 
spinning  into  a  corner  of  the  room,  where 
he  fell  sensele&s.  ^ 

In  another  moment  Leroux  rushed  to 
embrace  his  young  friend  Joseph ;  but  he 
did  not  succeed  in  pinning  his  arms,  so  that 
they  both  fell  to  the  ground,  where  an 
amicable  contest  was  carried  on ;  in  which 
each  s«emed  endeavouring  to  stave  in  the 
other's  ribs.  Narcisse,  who  confided  in  his 
superior  'strength,  expected  an  easy  con- 
quest.  But  the  desperate  courage  and 
violent  passion  of  Joseph  gave  him  almost 
an-  equal  chance  of  victory.  The  struggle 
was  violent  and  became,  at  length,  on«the 
part  of  Leroux,  who  began  with  something 
like  good  nature,  perfectly  savage.  He 
swore  and  threatened,  and  struck  his  vigo- 
rous antagonist  with  a  violence,  which  m^t 
with  no  lukewarn  imitator. 

Meanwhile  Victor  and  Thomas,  liberated 
by  Leroux,  advanced  to  seize  Monsieur 
Joubert,  who,  however,  retreating  behind 
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the  body  of  the  boy,  presented  his  blun* 
derbuss,  and  bid  them  advance  at  their 
peril. 

*•  Seize  him  f '  cried  Narcisse,  who  was 
fondly  locked  in  Joseph's  fraternal  gripe. 
"  I  have  to  do  with  a  madman.*'      • 

Victor  accordingly  sprang  forward ;  but 
received  forthwith  a  couple  of  slugs  in  his 
shoulder. 

"  Mille  millions  de  diable  /"  cried  hfe  lean- 
ing  against  the  wall,  "  Pm  a  dead  man. 

"  Stand  back,  ye  Philistines,  stand  Uack," 
shouted  Joubert  waving  his  blunderbuss 
over  his  head. 

At  that  moment  a  magnificent  project 
flashed  across  his  brain,  which  was  to 
knock  Thomas  down,  finish  Victor,  anni- 
hilate. Narcisse;  and  thu§,  with  his  own 
single  arm  achieve  the  deliverance  of  his 
friend.  There  seemed  every  prospect  in- 
deed of  his  success,  for  Thomas,  surprised 
at  the  undaunted  courage  exhibited  by  so 
diminutive  a  man,  recoiled  hastily.  In 
another  instant,  however,  the  philosopher's 
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elbows  were  pinned  to  his  side  by  the  meagre 
arms  of  old  Marie  who  had  crept  behind 
him. 

'*J  yield,"  said  he,  throwing  away  his 
weapon,  *^  I  yield  at  discretion." 

But  Thomas  without  listening  to  him 
collared  and  threw  him  down  on  his  face. 
Then  bidding  the  old  woman  keep  him 
there,  he  turned  to  the  assistance  of 
Narcisse.  It  was  high  time:  for  Joseph, 
furious  from  remembrance  of  old  injuries, 
as  well  as  from  present  disappointment, 
had  seized  his  adversary's  throat,  and  with 
desperate  energy  was  endeavouriag  4o 
throttle  him.  Taken  by  surprise  by  so 
novel  a  mode  of  fighting,  Narcisse,  though 
in  reality  far  superior  in  strength,  could 
not  extricate  himsdf  from  his  grasp;  in 
vain  he  struggled  and  faintly  threatened  to 
dash  the  National  Guard's  head  against  the 
ground ;  he  could  neither  force  nor  per- 
suade him  to  loose  his  hold;  Thomas,  how- 
ever, arrived  in  time;  and  roughly  tore 
Joseph's  exhausted  hands,  from  the  brawny 
neck  they  encircled* 
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Narcisse  having  given  himself  a  good 
shake,  now  proceeded  to  bind  his  prisoners 
with  the  same  cords  which  they  had  for- 
merly employed  to  secure  Victor  and 
Thomas.  He  then  examined  the  shoulder 
of  the  former,  whom  he  found  much  less 
hurt  than  he  had  expected,  and  orplered 
Thomas  and  Marie  to  lead  him  to  a  bed,  and 
take  care  of  him.  This  done*  he  approached 
Claude,  whom  he  found  awake,  but  uncon- 
scious of  what  was  passing.  He  was,  in 
fact,  delirious,  and  murmured  the  name  of 
Agnes  incessantly.  Narcisse  frowned,  and 
twining  away,  observed  Jean  lying  on  the 
floor.  Without  examining  whether  he  was 
dead  or  alive,  he  looked  fiercely  round  the 
room,  and  then  cried  : 

**  Guillaume,  Guillaume,  mordieu  !  yoa 
coward,  where  are  you  ?" 

"  I  am  here,"  said  the  boy,  coming 
timidly  forward. 

^'Take  this  carcase  and  drag  it  away. 
Throw  him  —  but  —  well  —  wash  his  head 
and  bind  it  up.  He'll  soon  come  to  him- 
self. The  young  rascal  h^s  the  lives  of  a  cat." 
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Guillaume,  in  obedience  to  this  com- 
mandy  dragged  away,  with  much  trouble, 
the  -  senseless  fora>  of  Jean,  whilst  Nar- 
cisse  himself  placed  Joubert  on  his  legs, 
and  led  him  off  amidst  a  solemn  protest 
which  that  philosopher  made  against  the 
illegal  and  barbarous  proceedings  of  his 
conqueror.  He  then  returned,  and  with 
much  difficulty  raised  from  the  ground  poor 
Joseph,  who  had  no  sooner  gained  an  erect 
position,  than  he  turned  frowningly  to 
Leroux,  and  pronounced  in  the  most 
emphatic  manner  the  word, 

••Scoundrel!" 

Leroux  seemed  to  disdain  noticing  this 
insinuation,  and,  ^taking  one  of  his  arms, 
led  him  by  several  passages  into  a  small 
but  lofty  chamber,  where  Joubert  had  been 
already  placed,  fhe  two  friends  felt  ex- 
ceedingly joyful  at  finding  that  they  were 
not  to  be  separated  :  that  they  were  to  be 
united  **  for  better  for  worse."  The  next 
moment  they  were  both  lying  on  their  backs 
in  utter  darkness. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

TBB  8PSCULATIOK8  OF  PBBPBNDICULAB  AND  HOBIZONTAL 

PHIL080PHBB8. 

"  Well,  Monsieur  Joubert,"  quoth  Jo- 
seph, as  soon  as  they  were  left  alone,  *'  the 
only  consolation  I  have,  is  that  we  have 
acted  like  men." 

**  True,"  replied  Joubert,  **  You  made 
a  most  manful  stand," 

*^  And,  as  far  as  I  could  judge,  you  did 
not  remain  passive/' 

*  *  Why,  no ;  I  believe.I  did  compromise 
my  philosophic  character.  But  the  cir- 
cumstances will  excuse  that.  What  grieves 
me  is  the  state  in  which  we  found  Claude, 
and  I  am  not  without  regret  for  the  treat- 
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ment  of  poor  Jean  Jacques ;  indeed,  if  I 
may«confess  as  much,  I  am  extremely  sor- 
rowful  on  his  account." 

**  He  is  a  brave  lad/'  answered  Joseph, 
''  such  as  I  should  like  to  have  for  a  son 
when-^'* 

These  words  seemed  to  awaken  aif  agree- 
able train  of  ideas  in  the  speaker's  mind. 
He  stopped  %hort,  and  the  conversation  was 
for  awhile  interrupted.  At  length  Joubert, 
who  began  to  grow  uneasy,  observed  : 

"  If  I  'may  judge  by  your  breathing,  friend 
Joseph,  you  are  in  a  much  more  tranquil 
state  of  mind  than  I  am.  The  truth  is,  I 
am  extremely  agitated." 

^^  I  am  not  afraid  of  Narcisse,  or  his 
blood-hounds  either,"  replied  his  compa- 
nion. 

''  I  did  not  say  afraid.  I  should  have  no 
objection  whatever  to  another  battle  on  a 
fair  field ;  but  he  will  be  too  cunning  to 
give  us  that  opportunity.  He  may  murder 
us  as  we  lie." 

"  Good  God  I"   exclaimed   Joseph,   his 
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hair  beginning  to  stand  on  end,  ^^  I  hope 
not.  I  could  make  no  more  resistanoe  in 
this  position  than  a  sheep.  If  I  must  die, 
I  would  fain  die  fighting." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Joubert,  "  it  is  very  awk- 
ward, certainly,  to  have  one's  throat 
stretched  out  in  this  manner  as  if  inviting 
the  knife.  I  assure  you  I  don't  feel  at  all 
comfortable."  '   • 

*^  You  make  my  flesh  crawl,  dear  Jou- 
bert,  I  hope  he'll  kill  me  first ;  for  I 
shouldn't  like  to  lie  here  as  helpless  as  a 
log  while  he  was  miKdering  you  within  a 
foot  of  my  ear."  • 

'*  Joseph,"  exclaimed  the  good  old  man, 
allowing  the  tears,  undercover  of  the  dark- 
ness, to  run  freely  ov^r  his  cheeks.  ■'  Jo- 
seph, I  shall  love  you  as  long  as  ever 
I  live.  I  can't  shake  your  hand,  because  I 
am  tied  here ;   otherwise — " 

**  Let  the  will  go  for  the  deed ;  and  fancy 
I  give  your  fingers  a  hearty  squeeze  in  re- 
turn. Do  you  think  now,  if  we  are  mur- 
dered this  night,   our  little    irregularities 
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over  old  Caesar's  punch-bowl,  will  be 
counted  as  very  grievous  sins?  But  I 
forget,  you  are  a  Pagan/' 

"  No,  no,  not  a  Pagan ;  I  am  a  philoso- 
pher, a  believer  in  natural  religion,  a  des- 
piser  of  forms  and  ceremonies,  a  sort  of 
pyrrhonist ;  but  perhaps  you  don't  know 
what  that  is  ?  I  mean  a  man  who  doesn't 
know  exactly  what  to  believe."  ^ 

/*  A  comfortable  state  of  mind  to  be  in 
on  the  eve  of  throat  cutting.  Now,  -  old 
fellow,  if  I  were  you,  I  shoi^d  just  make  up 
my  mind  as  fast  as  possible  ;  for  it  won't  do 
to  cross  yourself  whilst  Narcisse  is  slaugh- 
tering you,  and  you  are  bellowing  like  a 
calf.  Hal  by  the  Lord,  here  comes  this 
infernal  assassin !" 

At  this  moment,  indeed,  the  door-opened, 
and  a  light  appeared.  The  bearer  paused 
for  a  short  time  withcmt,  and  the  two  pri- 
soners heard  persons  whispering.  What 
they  said  . could  not  be  distinguished; 
but  it  was  evident  that  one  of  them 
was  speaking  angrily.  Presently,  a  man 
bearing  a  lantern  entered.     It  was  Leroux* 


66  THB    ECCBNTRIC    LOVER. 

"  By  your  soul,  I  conjure  you — "  began 
Joubert. 

"  If  you  cut  my  tbroat  now,  you're  a 
coward,"  cried  Josepli. 

Narcisse  smiled,  and  setting  down  the 
lantern  on  the  floor,  approached  them.  A 
cold  sweat  burst  out  over  their  bodies  as 
they  beheld  him  stoop  over  them;  and 
their  agitation  almost  amounted  to  agony 
when  he  laid  one  of  his  heavy  hands  on 
each*  of  their  breasts.  They  were  consider- 
ably relieved,  however,  on  discovering  that 
he  was  merely  ascertaining  whether  they 
had  any  arms  concealed  about  their  per- 
sons. Having  satisfied  himself  on  this 
point,  Narcisse  sat  down  on  the  only  chair 
in  the  apartment,  and  resting  the  palms  of 
his  hands  upon  his  knees  tiddressed  them 
thus : 

^^  Amiable  and  gallant  youth  I  Vener- 
able old  man  I  If  you  knew  and  under- 
stood the  feelings  by  which  my  heart  is 
harrowed  at  beholding  you'  outstretched 
and  bandaged,  like  two  Egyptian  mummies, 
with  visages  as  grim  and  limbs  as  stiff,  you 
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would  perhaps  form  a  juster,  that  is  a  more 
favourable  estimate  of  my  character  than 
you  have  hitherto  done — " 

"  Needs,  be,"  muttered  Joseph,  who  did 
not  at  all  relish  Leroux's  simile. 

**  I  have  lately  begun  to  suspect,"  pro- 
ceeded Narcisse,  without  noticing  or  heed- 
ing the  interruption,  "  that  in  the  confiding 
innocence  of  my  heart,  I  have  been  too 
little  attentive  to  the  outward  ceremonials 
of  what  the  world  calls — " 

"  Honesty,"  qiloth  Joubert. 

**Iam  persuaded,"  continued  Narcisse 
accepting  the  suggestion  without  acknow- 
ledgment, and  thus  committing  a  most 
daring  plagiarism  consistent  enough,  how- 
ever, with  his  character,.  •*  I  am  persuaded," 
continued  he,  ^'  though  it  is  not  without 
regret  that  I  arrive  at  the  conclusion,  that 
you  both  have  formed  for  yourselves  an 
exceedingly  low  estimate  of  my  moral  qua- 
lifications — " 

"  I  think  you  <i  precious  rascal,"  said 
Joseph. 

'^  I  need  hardly  say,"  exclaimed  Narcisse, 
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with  much  wannth,  and  raising  his  voice 
to  a  piteh  which  drowned  that  of  the  Na- 
tional Guard,  "  it  is  scarcely  necessary  for 
me  to  add,  that  if  such  be  the  case,  you 
are .  mistaken  ;  grossly,  wretchedly,  mise- 
rably mistaken.  All  the  moral  feelings,  all 
the  stoical  sentiments  imbibed  by  me  in  the 
cradle,  are  still  rife  here  ;"  and  he  thumped 
his  breast  as  though  it  had  been  a  dram, 
whilst  his  voice  sounded  like  a  trumpet.  **  It 
may  possibly  be,  that  judging  me  by  the 
arbitrary  rules  of  morality  in  the  world  es- 
tablished, I  may,  in  some  measure,  .seem  to 
have  acted  wrong.  But  when  I  retire  within 
myself,  when  I  examine  my  own  heart — ** 

**  How  the  villain  roars,"  quoth  Joseph 
to  his  companion,^  who  could  not  help 
smiling  approvingly  at  him. 

*^When  I  penetrate  into  the  depths, 
the  abysses,  the  innermost  recesses,  the 
Satan  Satanorum^  of  my  own  being — "  • 

The  peal  of  laughter  that  burst  from  the 
mouth  of  the  philosopher,  who  perceived 
that  he  meant  sanctum  sanctorum,  when  he 
heard  these  words,  puzzled  Joseph,  and 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  69 

even  for  a  moment  staggered  Narcisse ;  but 
he  soon  took  up  again  the  thread  of  his 
discourse. 

**  From  the  ransacking  of  my  whole  soul, 
I  «ay,  I  return  with  a  consciousness  that 
all  I  have  thought,  all  I  have  'done,  is 
in  strict  conformity  with  the  most  rigid 
rules  of  honour  and  integrity." 

**  Mark  me!"  cried  Joseph;  "  hence- 
fbrth  I  renounce  honour;  and  spit  in  the 
face  of  integrity." 

**  Good,  my  boy,"  observed  Jaubert ; 
**  and  give  me  leave  to  add,  that  ransacking 
is  an  art  in  which  the  gentleman  is  doubt- 
less a  proficient."        p 

**  It  may  very  easily  happen,"  pursued 
Narcisse,  ''that  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
persuade  you  of  this  fact ;  but  I  hope  you 
will  acknowledge  thtit  I  possess  within  my 
soul,  the  same  innate  idea  of  justice  that 
was  imprinted  on  your's^at  your  birth — 
the  soul  having  preceded  the  material 
body,  and  being  an  emanation  from  that 
spirit  which  is  the  fountain  of  spiritual  ex- 
istence,  and  from  whence^  through  these 
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fleshy  channels,  diverging  streams  of 
intelligence  are  ever  more  flowing ;  but  I 
am  soaring  far  above  your  limited  com- 
prehensions-*-"  • 

**  D— d  egotist !"  muttered  Joubert.  "  He 
knows  as  much  about  philosophy  as  a 
dead  cow." 

"  I  come  now,  my  dear*  fellow,  to  the 
point.  You,  old  man,  whom  it  is  needless 
to  say  I  venerate  as  a  father,  doubtlecfB 
imagine  that  the  seeming  rough  treatment 
you  have  met  with  in  this,  your  first  visit  to 
my  mansion,  is  but  a  poor  reward  for  the 
favours  I  have  received  at  your  hands.  I 
do  not  shrink  from  avowing  that  favour  I 
have  received." 

**  Say  nothing  about  them,"  said  Jou- 
bert. 

*•  I  suppose  you  will  believe  that  to  lay 
you  in  this  hprizontal  position  is  rather  an 
extraordinary  way  of  manifesting  my  grati- 
tude. But,  as  some  excuse  for  this  eccentric 
treatment,  I  may  observe  that  you  have  both 
of  you  broken  into  my  house,  and  invaded  my 
privacy — the  sick  chamber  of  a  dear  friend 
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has  not  even  proved  sacred  from  your.in- 
trusion — you  have  sown  dissension  among 
my  followers,  you  have  debauched  my  most 
active  page,  you  have  beaten  those  who 
presumed  to  differ  in  opinion  with  you, 
broken  one  or  two  of  their  shoulder- 
blades,  well-nigh  throttled  me,  and  on  a 
former  occasion  ploughed  up  my  side  to 
the  very  ribs  with  a  musket  bullet.  All 
these  things,  however,  I  should  have  par- 
doned, but  you  have  spread  far  and^wide, 
throughout  the  world,  certain  unjust,  cer- 
tain calumnious  intimations  against  that 
which  I  hold  dearerthan  life — myreputation, 
gentlemen,  my  reputation,  you  have  injured 
my  reputation/^ 

An  impressive  pause  followed,  after 
which  Narcisse  proceeded. 

V  AH  your  ancient  sins  against  me, 
however,  I  have  forgotten.  Those  of  to- 
day, I  pardon.  I  respect  the  feeUng  which 
prompted  you  to  action :  I  mean  the  de- 
sire to  rescue  your  friends  -from  what 
you  conceive  to  be  a  dangerous  position ; 
and   friendship,   even  when   exhibited   by 
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the  meanest  minds,  I  reverence  from  my 
soul.  As  soon,  accordingly,  as  it  is  con- 
venient, I  shall  -'irelieve  you  from  your 
bondage." 

*'But,  hark  ye,  old  fellow,"  shouted  Jo- 
seph; ''  unless*  you  let  Claude  go  too,  we 
won't  accept  your  offer,  but  stay  and  eat  you 
out  of  house  and  home." 

''  With  the  economy  I  shall  exercise,  young 
man, your  board  will  not  be  very  expensive;" 
replied  Narcisse  mildly.  '*  But  not  to  keep 
you  any  longer  in  suspense,  which  you 
know,  doctor,  might  injure  your  constitu- 
tion, I  shall  now  proceed  to  unfold  to 
you  my  intentions  in  possessing  myself 
of  Monsieur  Artaud.  You  both,  I  dare 
say,  know  the  deep,  the  enduring,  the 
ardent,  the  enthusiastic  passion  which 
I  feel  for  that  divine  creature,  Agnes 
de  Chassereau.  When  I  first  beheld  her, 
clothed  with  her  angelic  beauty  and 
breathing  all  the  charms  of  blossoming 
womanhood,  my  heart  instantly  bounded 
towards  her,  and  the  affection  I  then 
conceived   I  shall  bear  about  in  my  bosom 
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to  *my  dying  day.  Nor  can  I  be  convinc- 
ed that  my  passion  was  wholly  unre- 
turned.  Although  that  modesty,  that 
coyness  which  only  add  a  new  charm  to 
the  sex  we  all  adore — although  that  bash- 
fulness,  I  say,  prompted  her  to  deny  the 
soft  impeachment,  Z  yet  imagine  myself 
to  be  a  sufficient  judge  of  human  nature  to 
perceive,  that  had  not  unfortunate  circum- 
stances at  first  prevented  me  from  ap- 
pearing before  her  with  that  eclat  which  is 
so  pleasing  to  woman,  my  passion  would 
not  long  have  gone  unrewarded.  The 
rapid  current  of  my  feelings  carried  me 
on  one  occasion  into  a  somewhat  violent 
manifestation  of  my  regard;  but  I  am 
persuaded  the  young  lady  bears  me  no 
malice  on  that  account.^' 

"  She  hates  you  like  a  toad,"  cried 
Joseph. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it.  I  had  thought 
that  I  had  merited  a  slight  degree  of  esteem 
from  her.  To  let  that  pass,  however, 
my  love  has  undergone  no  diminution." 

''  But  all  this  does  not  explain  why  you 

VOL.    II.  B 
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seek    to   harm    Claude.     Is  that  one  of 
your  ways  of  showing  love  ?" 

*^  Hum !  hum  1  it  is  difficult  to  explain 
to  vulgar  minds  the  infinite  vagaries  of 
an  intellectual  spirit.  But,  perhaps  I  step 
within  the  limits  of  your  understanding, 
when  I  observe,  that  absence  is  said  to 
radicate  attachments.  Z  merely  intended 
to  invite  the  young  man  to  spend  a  few 
months  at  my  country  residence  ;  but  the 
zeal  of  my  followers  overstepped  the 
bounds  I  had  set  for  their  actions.  Besides, 
your  young  friend  broke  his  own  head, 
thereby  exercising  one  of  the  privileges  for 
which  the  canaille  fought  in  the  Three  Days/' 

**  This  is  all  very  fine,"  quoth  Joseph  ; 
^*  but  it  won!t  do.  Mademoiselle  de  Chas- 
sereau  will  only  hate  you  the  more." 

"  Well,"  exclaimed  Leroux,  rising  with 
dignity  and  pacing  the  room.  ^'I  will 
enable  you  to  appreciate  my  feelings.  You 
are  paying  your  addresses  to  Mademoiselle 
F^icit^  de  Chassereau,  you  are  courting 
the  aunt  whilst  I  am  wooing  the  niece 
— ^what    could    induce    you    to    abandon 
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the  object  of  your  choice  ?  Can  her 
frdwns  ?  No  1  Can  her  neglect  ?  No !  Can 
her  well-founded  disdain  for  your  plebeian 
manners?  Nol  Can  her  marked  prefer- 
ence for  your  humble  servant  ?  No  !" 

"  You  scoundrel !"  vociferated  Joseph, 
struggling  to  get  loose.  **  I  can't  get  at 
you ;  but  never  mind,  I  shall,  perhaps, 
some  day  have  the  pleasure  of  throttling 
you," 

"Perhaps  not  ;"  was  the  reply.  "At 
any  rate,  you  must  submit  at  present  to 
hear  me  out.  It  is  impossible  that  my  eyes, 
subject  as  they  are  to  hallucination,  could 
have  mistaken  the  fond  glances  which  the 
piquante  F^icit^  cast  on  me  for  looks  of 

contempt." 

"  Ah  !"  quoth  Joseph,  stiffling  his  rage ; 
"your  eyes  deceived  you,  perhaps,  when 
you  read  the  bill  posted  up  for  my  ap- 
prehension— eh  ?'* 

"You  have  hit  the  mark.  I  was  deceived. 
It  was  twilight  when  I  beheld  the  white 
face  of  the  paper  staring  at  me  from  a 
dark  wall.     My    agitated  heart  instantly 
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misconceived  its  import ;  but  I  have  since 
discovered  that  it  was  but  an  advertisement 
for  a  lost  puppy — do  not  misconstrue  my 
intentions." 

^'  liar!"  exclaimed  Joseph,  almost 
choking  with  fury.  "  I  cannot  reach  you 
now ;  but  had  I  my  will,  the  devil  should 
hold  you  in  his  clutches  before  an  hour  is 
past." 

"  The  devil !"  quoth  Narcisse  scornfully, 
*^  I  don't  know  that  gentleman.  He 
never  came  within  the  operation  of   my 


senses." 


*'  You  hear  that,  Joubert,"  cried  Joseph, 
endeavouring  to  turn  his  face  towards  his 
companion  in  difficulties.  *'  These  are  some 
of  the  hellish  doctrines  you  affect  to 
patronize." 

'*  Joseph — ^Joseph,"  expostulated  the  old 
gentleman,  clearing  his  throat,  **  please  to 
remember  I  have  never  maintained  ex- 
pressly there  was  no  hell.  T  merely  suspend 
my  opinion  on  the  subject.  If  there  be 
such  a  place,  most  certainly  our  respected 
jailor  is  travelling  thitherward." 
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"  You  say  so,  dp  you  ?  Then  in  virtue 
will  I  live  all  my  days  to  avoid  passing  an 
eternity  with  such  a  knave." 

"  I  shall  leave  you  to  your  specula- 
tions," observed  Narcisse,  majestically 
retreating  towards  the  door. 

*'  Do  so,"  replied  Joubert,  with  a  kind 
of  grin,  "  we  are  peripatetic  philoso- 
phers." 

Though  Narcisse  did  not  exactly  under- 
stand the  joke,  he  knew  to  what  genus  it 
belonged,  and  condescended  to  smile. 

"  Perhaps,"  said  he,  returning  towards 

them,   '*you  would    like    to  feel  a  little 

easier." 

Joseph  disdained  to  say  anything  that 

might  be  construed  into  begging  a  favour ; 

but  Joubert,  who  began  to  fear  an  attack  of 

apoplexy,  replied  that  if  they  would  set  them 

up  in  a  corner  for  half  an  hour,  they  would 

esteem  it  a  great  charity. 

Narcisse  whistled,  and  Thomas  appeared 

at  the  door  armed  with  a  short  gun.     With 

this  assurance  of  his  safety^  he  proceeded 

to  unbind  the  ligatures  which  confined  the 
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limbs  of  the  prostrate  prisoners,  and  then 
leaving  them  with  a  low  bow,  bolted  and 
barred  the  door  behind  him. 

For  some  time,  the  two  friends  lay  in 
the  position  they  had  occupied  during  their 
conversation  with  Narcisse,  having  been  so 
tightly  bound  that  at  first  they  could 
scarcely  believe  the  cords  had  been  with- 
drawn. At  length,  however,  Joubert,  with 
many  groans  and  wry  faces,  raised  himself 
to  a  sitting  posture,  and  drawing  a  long 
breath  exhorted  his  companion  to  follow 
his  example. 

'*!  cannot  as  yet  oflfer  you  any  assist** 
ance,"  quoth  he ;  "  for  the  blood  flows 
as  slowly  through  my  veins  as  the  stream 
of  the  Saone,  if  indeed  it  have  any  mo- 
tion at  all,  I  am  traversed  in  every  di- 
rection by  deep  ruts  left  by  our  jailor's 
villainous  cables.  He  has  no  more  mercy 
than  a  vulture ;  if  there  was  any  reason 
for  binding  us  at  all,  surely  there  was 
none  for  cording  us  all  over  as  though 
he  were  splicing  a  broken  limb.  I  vow 
to  God  I  shall  never  be  able   to    walk 
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straight  again.  How  do  you  feel,  Jo- 
.  seph  ?» 

''  I  can't  stir  a  limb.  Give  me  a  hand, 
if  you  can  manage  it.'* 

"That  is  beyond  my  power.  I  feel 
stiffer  now  than  when  I  was  on  my  back." 

"  Lie  down  again  then." 

"  It  is  easier  said  thaq  done.  Oh  1  ah  i 
hola  1" 
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CHAPTER  V. 

WHAT  NEXT? 

Lbavinq  the  philosopher  and  the  Na- 
tional Guard  endeavouring  to  restore  cir- 
culation to  their  blood,  let  us  now  return 
to  Agnes. 

There  was  but  one  circumstance  that 
prevented  both  her  mind  and  her  body 
from  being  entirely  shattered  by  the  blow 
she  had  received  in  the  sudden  disap- 
pearance of  her  affianced  husband:  which 
was  her  uncertainty  as  to  his  fate.  While 
this  continued  hope  still  buoyed  her  up, 
and  she  would  not  consent  to  believe  that 
he  was  entirely  lost  to  her;  besides,  on 
calmly  considering  the  affair  under  all  its 
aspects,  it  bore  too  strong  a  resemblance 
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to  the  recent  disappearance  of  Joseph, 
not  to  make  it  at  least  probable  that  the 
same  person  was  to  blame  in  both  cases. 
This  reflection  made  her  feel  easier  on  the 
subject ;  though  she  was  aware  that  force 
must  have  been  used  in  this  case,  whilst 
persuasion  was  resorted  to  in  the  former. 

At  the  same  time,  though  all  these  re-^ 
flections  occurred  both  to  herself  and  her 
friends,  and  though,  as  we  have  said, 
she  derived  considerable  relief  from  them, 
yet  it  seemed  that  a  very  few  weeks  of 
doubt  and  suspense  would  reduce  her  to 
the  brink  of  the  grave.  Her  whole  frame 
bore  evident  signs  of  increasing  debility, 
and  her  father,  her  mother,  and  aunt, 
all  equally  attached  to  her,  watched  with 
painful  anxiety  her  gradual  wasting  away. 
In  vain  they  endeavoured  to  console  her ; 
their  admonitions  came  to  her  ear  like 
cries  from  the  shore  to  a  vessel  among 
the  breakers.  They  revealed  the  existence 
of  sympathy,  but  were  impotent  to  ward 
off  the  impending  fate ;  each  day,  as  it 
were,  she  was  compelled  to  throw  off  an 
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anchor;  each  day  she  was  bound  to  this 
life  by  weaker  bonds  of  hope.  Occa* 
fiionally,  when  over  the  plains  of  the  future, 
more  sombre  clouds  hung  and  more  ter- 
rific forms  moved  along  the  face  of  the 
landscape,  she  would  fall  into  paroxysms 
of  grief,  during  which  she  would  some- 
times jiwoon,  sometimes  grow  delirious; 
and  it  required  no  small  art  to  soothe  or 
restore  her. 

Meanwhile  Claude,  under  the  care  of 
Narcisse  and  his  followers,  was  rapidly 
recovering  from  the  effects  of  his  fall. 
Marie,  for  the  most  part,  was  his  at- 
tendant, and  during  his  brief  convales- 
cence, he  often  endeavoured  to  extract 
from  her  the  motives  of  Narcisse  in  de- 
taining him  a  prisoner.  On  the  fate  of 
his  pocket-book  he  also  made  frequent 
inquiries  ;  but  in  neither  case  could  he 
obtain  any  satisfaction.  The  old  woman 
was,  or  affected  to  be,  deaf ;  and  whenever 
he  put  a  question  she  could  not  evade, 
invariably  pretended  not  to  hear. 

The  reflections  of  Claude,    during  his 
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imi»risonment,  were  to  him  of  a  novel 
character.  For  a  loiig  pmod  previoosly,  he 
had  led  a  life  of  uninterrupted  enjoyment. 
Nothing  seemed  likely  to  occur  that  could 
break  in  upon  his  happiness ;  and  his 
heait  swelled  at  all  times  with  confidence. 
He  gave  not  a  thought  to  the  morrow, 
but  to  reflect  on  the  delight  it  would  bring ; 
and  he  had  never  been  so  high  in  hope 
as  on  the  night  of  the  masked  ball.  For 
this  reason,  his  despondency  was  the 
greater  under  his  misfortunes. 

Naturally,  however^  of  a  sanguine  dis<^ 
position,  as  soon  as  returning  health  poured 
vigour  into  his  frame,  the  wonted  buoyancy 
of  his  mind  returned ;  and  perceiving  that 
no  further  personal  violence  was  medi* 
tated,  he  began  gradually  to  regain  his 
spirits  and  to  look  about  for  some  means 
of  escape.  But  when,  on  a  sudden,  the 
idea  flashed  across  his  mind  that  his  own 
imprisonment  was  only  to  favour  another 
attempt  upon  the  liberty  of  Agnes,  his 
indignation  knew  no  bounds,  and  he  paced 
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the  room  like  a  caged  tiger,  determined 
to  spring  upon  whomsoever  should  open 
the  door,  and  at  all  hazards  endeavour  to 
force  his  way  out. 

This  was  about  ten  days  after  he  had 
been  entrapped,  and  it  was  fortunate  that 
more  than  two  hours  had  elapsed  before 
the  door  opened.  By  this  time  he  had 
reflected  on  the  imprudence  of  what  he 
had  planned ;  for  he  was  well  aware  that 
whenever  Marie  visited  him,  an  armed  man 
stationed  himself  at  the  door.  He  accord- 
ingly remained  quiet,  and  Was  agreeably 
surprised  by  the  entrance  of  Jean  Jacques. 

*'  Ha !"  he  exclaimed,  **  how  glad  I  am 
to  see  you !  I  heard  from  old  Marie  that 
you  were  sadly  hurt  in  endeavouring  to 
assist  me." 

''Yes,  Monsieur,  Z  believe  I  did  get  a 
knock  or  two ;  but  my  head  is  as  hard 
as  a  pebble.  I  have  brought  you  your 
pocket-book.  You  will  find  it,  I  believe, 
in  the  same  state  in  which  it  was  when 
you  lost  it." 
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Claude,  having  satisfied  himself  of  this, 
thrust  the  recovered  treasure  into  his 
bosom,  and  thanked  the  boy  fervently. 

*'But  how  happens  it/'  inquired  he, 
"  that  you  are  here  ?*' 

*•  Why,"  replied  the  boy,  "  times  have 
changed.  Z  was  formerly  bitter  against 
Leroux  and  he  against  me,  because  I 
thought  I  was  not  dealt  fairly  by,  and  he 
wants  to  have  his  own  way,  right  or  wrong ; 
but  he  has  treated  me  kindly,  and  I  am 
bound  by  my  honour  to  do  nothing  against 
him  ;  and  the  quarrel  is  made  up.'' 

'*  Then  I  am  no  longer  to  look  upon 
you  as  a  friend  ?" 

^^  I  don't  say  that,  I  don't  say  that ;  but 
Narcisse  is  a  friend  of  mine,  too ;  and  I 
can't  help  you  at  his  expense." 

^'  But  consider,"  said  the  young  man, 
'*  that  in  aiding  him  you  are  abetting  an 
act  of  the  grossest  injustice.  I  have  never 
injured  him,  1  cannot  even  conceive  what 
is  his  motive  for  depriving  me  of  my  li- 
berty." 

"  Monsieur,"    replied  the  boy,    shrug- 
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ging  his  shoulders  and  smiling,  *'  you 
are  a  gentleman  and  know  bow  to  talk ; 
I  do  not.  I  only  know  that  I  must  keep 
my  promise.  I  hate  lying;  I  hate  trea- 
chery; and  though  Leroux,  in  a  passion, 
said  I  betrayed  him,  he  knows  well  that 
I  gave  him  fair  warning,  I  would  do  him 
as  much  mischief  as  in  me  lay.  I  have 
now  given  my  word  to  him,  so  my  hands 
are  bound.*' 

**  I  cannot  altogether  blame  you/'  said 
Claude ;  "  but  it  is  very  hard,  I  believe^ 
if  you  will  not  do  one  thing  for  me." 

"  What  is  that  ?    Anything  but—" 

"  It  is  this — to  carry  a  letter  to  Captain 
de  Chassereau." 

"  Whew !" 

"  Stay ;  you  yourself  shall  read  it.  It 
shall  merely  contain  an  assurance  of  my 
safety.  Consider,  my  dear  Jean  Jacques, 
what  must  be  the  state  of  mind  of  my 
friends !" 

"Enough,"  said  the  boy,  interrupting 
him.  ^*  I  will  do  what  you  ask  me.  Your 
pocket-book  contains  a  pencil^    tear  out 
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a  leaf,  and  write  what  you  have  to  ^y 
liow,  Monsieufi    I  will  wait." 

Claude,  with  many  thanks,  immediately 
accepted  his  offer,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
had  completed  the  part  relating  to  him* 
self. 

"  Jean,"  said  he,  looking  up,  "  can  I 
say,  that  Messieurs  Joubert  and  Girouard 
are  equally  safe  ?" 

''  Ay,  that  you  can,  and  you  can  say 
also  that  they  are  as  unruly  as  boys ;  they 
keep  us  awake  at  night  by  their  singing 
and  disputing,  and  the  old  gentleman  once 
threw  a  plate  at  Thomas  because  he  ven- 
tured to  retnonstrate.  Thomas,  you  must 
know,  loves  a  good  nap,  and  is  yet  as 
watchful  as  a  house-dog :  the  least  noise 
awakes  him." 

Claude  meanwhile  finished  his  letter,  and 
then  handed  it  to  Jean ;  the  boy  received 
it  with  evident  reluctance,  and  after  turn-^ 
ing  it  over  in  his  hand  two  or  three  times, 
said: 

"  I  would  not  read  it.  Monsieur ;  but  if 
Leroux  knew — " 
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Had  Jean  Jacques  figured  in  a  romance, 
he  would  have  magnanimously  placed  full 
confidence  in  Claude ;  or  had  he  failed  to 
do  so,  the  young  man,  with  flashing  eyea 
would  have  exclaimed : 

"  Do  you  doubt  my  honour  ?** 

As  it  was  he  only  said : 

''  Read  it,  and  you  will  then  see  it  is  by 
no  means  dangerous/' 

The  boy  accordingly  glanced  his  eye 
down  the  page,  and  then  promising  to  let 
him  know  the  result  as  soon  as  possible, 
left  the  room. 

The  mission  with  which  he  was  entrust- 
ed,  he  executed  faithfully;  on  that  very 
evening,  as  the  sad  family  of  the  de  Chas- 
sereaus  was  sitting  in  silence  in  the 
twilight  apartment,  the  porter  knocked  at 
the  door  with  a  letter,  which  he  said  had 
been  just  left  by  a  boy  who  had  immediate^ 
ly  hurried  away. 

''  A  light !  a  light  1''  cried  the  Captain, 
half  suspecting  the  contents;  and  F^licittf 
ran  and  with  trembling  hands  seized  the 
phosphorus  box  and  a  candle.    In  a  few 
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seconds  they  were  all  collected  in  an 
anxious  group  round  the  Captain,  who  had 
already  broken  the  seal.  We  shall  not 
describe  the  reading  of  the  letter ;  suffice 
it  to  say  that  it  contained  ample  assurances 
of  the  personal  safety  of  Claude,  and  his 
companions,  and  even  threw  out  hopes  of 
their  speedy  return. 

Such  unexpected  good  fortune  we  may 
be  sure  instantly  re-awakened  smiles  on 
every  face ;  both  father  and  mother  folded 
Agnes  in  their  arms,  and  then  lifting  up 
their  hands,  thanked  Heaven  for  restoring 
to  them  not  only  their  frien4  but  their 
daughter.  F^cit^  wept  in  the  midst  of  her 
smiles,  embracing  her  niece  at  the  same 
time,  as  though  she  had  returned  from  the 
grave ;  declaring  and  protesting  that  she  had 
all  along  been  satisfied  that  Joseph  was  in 
safety.  The  Captain  laughed  and  shook  his 
head  incredulously,  which  produced  the 
only  lively  dialogue  that  had  taken  place 
since  the  masked  ball.  They  had  not, 
however,  enjoyed  this  happiness  for  half 
an  hour  before  they  were  eager  to  impart 
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the  same  to  others  ;  and  the  Captain  taking 
the  letter  with  him  hastened  to  show  it  to 
the  friends  of  Joseph.  Not  satisfied  with 
this  he  went  to  Joubert's  apartments,  and 
informed  his  old  house-keeper  and  valet  of 
the  good  news ;  and  then  returned  looking 
so  happy  that  those  who  caught  a  glimpse 
of  his  face  as  he  passed  along  paused  to 
stare  at  him. 

Another  week  rolled  on,  and  for  Claude 
it  was  a  monotonous  one.  Jean  Jacques 
visited  him  but  once  more,  and  then  only 
for  a  short  time;  Marie  was  unusually 
silent,  and  the  guard  kept  over  him 
stricter  than  ever.  He  learned  indeed  that 
both  Victor  and  Thomas  remained  outside 
the  door  as  sentinels  whenever  it  was 
opened.  These  circumstances  insensibly  in« 
troduced  strange  doubts  and  suspicions 
into  his  mind.  What  could  be  the  object 
of  so  much  strictness  ?  He  feared  the  worst. 

One  night  after  indulging  to  a  late  hour 
in  his  apprehensions,  he  had  at  length 
fallen  asleep,  when  the  door  opened,  a  dim 
light  streamed  in,  and  presently  a  man 
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with  a  lantern  in  one  hand  and  a  pistol  in 
the  other  entered  the  room :  it  was  Narcisse 
Leroux.  He  turned  the  key  behind  him, 
and  approaching  the  small  table  set  down 
his  lantern  upon  it,  so  that  the  light  fell 
on  the  face  of  the  sleeper.  The  intruder 
then  advanced  with  a  noiseless  step  to  the 
bedside,  and  folding  his  arms  stood  for  a 
moment  calmly  examining  Claude's  fea^ 
tures.  His  thin  but  handsome  countenance 
was  fully  exposed  and  seemed  perfectly 
tranquil,  except  that  now  and  then  a  mur- 
mur broke  from  his  slightly  parched  lips. 

Narcisse  surveyed  him  at  first  with  a 
contemptuous  smile,  mentally  contrasting 
his  own  powerful  frame  with  the  young 
tnan's  shght  and  elegant  form ;  as,  howeveri 
the  gaze  was  prolonged,  a  change  came  over 
Leroux's  countenance,  his  dark  eyes  flash-^ 
ed,  his  heavy  brow  bent,  his  nostrils 
dilated,  and  his  well  shaped  hps  were  com- 
pressed. At  the  same  time  a  more  unequi- 
vocal sigh  of  the  struggle  in  his  mind, 
between  policy  and  passion,  might  have 
been  noticed;  he  ctenched  the  handle  of 
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his  weapon  more  firmly,  and  slightly  raised 
the  muzzle  which  was  resting  in  the  hollow 
of  bis  arm. 

At  this  juncture  Claude  awoke ;  his  eyes 
were  at  first  dazzled  by  the  light,  but 
warding  this  ofiT  with  his  hands,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  recognizing  Narcisse,  and  per- 
ceiving the  then  threatening  expression  of 
his  countenance,  was  about  to  start  up  and 
prepare  for  a  struggle  when  the  intruder 
said  in  a  stern  voice  : 

"  Lie  down,  young  man,  you  need  fear 
nothing." 

Claude  remained  accordingly  leaning  on 
his  elbow,  for  the  time  exceedingly  agitated 
by  this  sudden  apparition,  and  Narcisse 
laying  the  pistol  beside  the  lantern  on  the 
table,  drew  a  chair  to  the  bedside  and 
remained  for  a  while  curling  his  mousta- 
chios  in  silence ;  at  length  turning  towards 
Claude  he  said : 

"  You  have  lately,  my  young  friend, 
manifested  a  vehement  desire  to  decline 
any  further  participation  in  my  hospitality ; 
will    you  vouchsafe  to  communicate  the 
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reason  of  this  desire  ?  Have  my  attentions 
at  all  abated  ?  Have  you  observed  any  want 
of  alacrity  in  fulfilling  your  wishes  ?  Have 
you  received  any — " 

^^It  seems/'  interrupted  Claude  exces- 
sively provoked,  *'  that  you  can  reconcile 
the  characters  of  the  buffoon  and  the 
villain." 

"  My  son,"  replied  Narcisse  sneeringly, 
'^  it  might  become  a  woman  to  vent  her 
spite  in  abuse  ;  but  in  a  man  it  breeds 
opinion  of  lack  of  courage.  Listen  accord- 
ingly to  what  I  have  to  say.  It  was  my 
intention  to  allow  the  motives  by  which  I 
am  actuated  in  my  dealings  with  you  to 
unfold  themselves  gradually  like  the  rose- 
buds in  spring;  circumstances,  however, 
have  occurred  which  will  cause  the  flower 
to  develope  itself  with  unnatural  rapidity. 
In  the  first  place  answer  me  this  question : 
supposing  you  were  to  depart  to  morrow 
with  what  sentiments  would  you  quit  this 
habitation  ?" 

Claude  paused  some  time  to  weigh  his 
reply.     The  idea  had  occurred  to  him  that 
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Narcisse  intended  to  9et  him  at  liberty,  and 
he  therefore  wished  as  much  as  possible  to 
avoid  giving  offence.  But  he  could  not 
condescend  to  affect  a  moderation  he  did 
not  feel.  Couching  therefore  his  answer 
in  ambiguous  phrase,  he  inquired : 

''What  other  feeling,  besides  indigna* 
tion,  is  your  conduct  calculated  to  iui- 
spire  ?" 

''Agreed,"  responded  Narcisse,  "  that  is, 
granting  outward  actions  to  be  always  re^ 
ferable  to  the  same  moral  rule.  But  Uiis 
I  deny.  To  receive  money  is  not  always 
to  be  bribed.  To  take  money  out  of  a 
purse  is  not  always  to  steal.  Besides,  to 
kill  a  man  is  sometimes  virtue,  sometimes 
vice — even  in  the  common  acceptation  of 
these  terms.  Indeed  it  is  the  antecedent 
motive  alone  that  gives  its  colour  to  any 
action.  It  is  not  the  mere  circumstances  of 
taking  up  a  pistol,  (as  I  do  now),  present* 
ing  it  at  a  mass  of  flesh  and  blood,  (which 
I  also  do),  and  pulling  the  trigger,  (which 
for  the  present  I  do  not  choose  to  do),  and 
thus  becoming  the  final  cause  of  arrei^ing 
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the  operations  of  life  in  the  outward  ex- 
ponent of  a  man,  that  constitute  guilt. 
All  this  may  be^easily  accounted  for  on 
principles  acknowledged  by  everybody.  I, 
however,  maintain  that,  under  any  circum* 
stances,  in  so  acting,  you  inflict  no  injury 
whatever  on  the  man  himself,  who  is  placed 
by  the  eternal  laws  of  being  far  out  of  your 
reach.  I,  for  example,  feel  within  myself 
that  it  is  not  possible  to  annihilate  the 
personality  of  an  intellectual  existence.  I 
know  by  internal  experience,  that  man  has 
no  recogniticm  of  a  beginning,  no  pre- 
cognition of  an  end — " 

"  In  short,"  said  Claude,  with  a  sim- 
plicity for  which  the  man  of  the  world  will 
not  forgive  him,  "  you  mean  to  say  the  end 
sanctifies  the  means'." 

"  You  have,  seized  my  meaning  with  ad- 
mirable precision,  and  are  worthy  of  being 
enrolled  among  transcendental  philoso- 
phers." 

"And  pray  what  is  the  end  that  is 
worthy  of  being  sought  along  so  dirty  a 
path  ?" 
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"  Humph  !"  here  Narcisse  coughed  and 
cleared  his  throat.  '*  Young  man,"  he  at 
length  repUed,  **  although  the  motives 
which  have  impelled  me  to  action^  are  as 
pure  and  Umpid  as  the  waters  of  the  Seine, 
they  are  yet  of  a  nature  which  will  not  for 
the  present  admit  of  their  heing  publicly 
declared.  If  you  think  me  a  man  of 
honour,  you  will  undoubtedly  believe  me 
to  be  actuated  by  honourable  intentions." 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Claude,  drily. 

"  Believing  this,"  continued  Narcisse, 
"  you  may  rest  perfectly  satisfied  on  that 
score.  But  it  is  not  for  the  purpose  of 
discussing  this  abstract  question  that  I 
have  disturbed  your  slumbers.  I  wish  to 
speak  concerning  Mademoiselle  de  Chas- 
sereau." 

Claude  was  silent. 

if 

*'  I  have  to  tell  you  in  the  first  place, 
that  she  is  now  in  the  power  of  a  vil- 
lain—" 

"  Yourself!"  cried  the  young  man,  start- 
ing to  his  feet. 

"  No ;  but  a  person  named  d'Hericourt." 
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"You  cannot  mean  it.  Who  is  he? 
What  is  he  to  herl  I  never  heard  his 
name.  D'Hericourt  1  By  all  that  is  good, 
let  me  understand  you." 

"You  ask  much  ;  but  in  so  far  as  it  is 
necessary,  your  wish  shall  be  complied 
with.  The  gentleman  I  have  mentioned, 
you  have  probably  never  seen." 

"  Probably  ;  but  go  on." 

"  Though  you  may,  to  be  sure,  have  set 
eyes  on  him  without  knowing  his  name." 

"  It  is  of  no  consequence." 

"  You  are  right ;  but  pray  allow  my 
ideas  to  develope  themselves  by  degrees. 
The  young  lady  is  now,  I  believe,  a  pri- 
soner like  yourself — far  from  Paris.  I  have 
not,  I  protest  as  a  gentleman,  been  instru- 
mental in  her  abduction ;  but  am  acquainted 
with  the  author,  and  the  object  of  it." 

"  What  is  threatened  ?"  inquired  Claude, 
gasping  with  excitement. 

"  Be  not  precipitate.  Impute  to  men  no 
worsemotivesthando  in  reality  actuate  them. 
The  individual  who  has  been  guilty  of  putting 
a  restraint  upon  the  liberty  of  Mademoiselle 
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de  Chassereau,  is  not»  like  myself,  a  caul- 
dron of  passion,  but  a  simple  fool,  wbo  has 
been  pleased  with  the  bright  eyes  and 
pretty  mouth  of  the  young  lady»  and  is 
little  confident  of  his  power  of  winning  her 
heart.  He  has,  therefore,  taken  the  shorter 
method  of  possessing  himself  of  her  person. 
Were  this  the  whole  story,  you  might  have 
reason  on  your  side  in  allowing  your  hair 
to  stand  on  end,  and  your  cheek  to  grow 
pale ;  but  I  tell  you  there  is  nothing  to  fear 
for  the  young  lady,  more  than  a  constrained 
tdte-d^tite  or  two.  The  poor  young  man's 
object  is  marriage.  Seek  to  know  no  more, 
but  this,  that  I  do  not  desire  his  success, 
and  am  resolved  to  counteract  him.  I  will 
explain  myself  further  when  you  have 
promised  to  act  as  I  shall  direct." 
"  If  I  may  trust  you,  I  promise." 
"  Enough,"  quoth  Narcisse.  **  Now  pre- 
pare to  follow  me.  I  will  return  anon  with 
your  fellow-prisoners,  when  you  shall  know 
more." 

So  saying  Narcisse  retired,  leaving  Claude 
in  a  state  of  anguish  bordering  upon  de- 
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spair,  and  repaired  to  that  quarter  of  hia 
habitation  in  which  Joseph  and  Joubert 
were  confined.  As  he  approached  the  door, 
he  heard  voices  within  engaged  in  an  ani- 
mated dialogue.  Curious  to  know  what 
was  going  on,  he  applied  his  ear  to  the 
key-hole,  and  listened  attentively. 

"  Joseph,"  said  the  philosopher,  who 
.seemed  to  have  attained  a  somewhat  ele- 
vated position.  "  Joseph,  I  say,  do  you 
take  me  for  a  giraffe?  I  assure  you  I 
cannot  reach  it." 

"  Try  again,"  replied  Joseph,  "  I  tell  you 
it  can*t  be  above  twelve  feet  from  the 
ground.  The  chair  makes  two  feet,  put 
down  five  feet  six  for  my  shoulders,  that 
makes  seven  feet  six.  How  long  do  you 
reckon  yourself,  old  chap  ?" 

'*Pive  feet  two  inches  and  a  half,"  quoth 
Joubert.  "  You  must  miscalculate  terribly. 
For  add  five  feet  two  inches  and  a  half  to 
seven  feet  six  inches,  and  you  obtain  twelve 
feet  eight  inches  and  a  half.  Now  although 
I  stretch  my  arm  as  far  above  my  head  as 
I  can,  there  remains  at  least  a  foot  above 
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it  I  think  we  had  better  give  over  the 
attempt  9  for  my  head  begins  to  grow  dizzy. 
A  sally  after  all  would  be  more  likely  to 
succeed/' 

"  Yes,  provided  we  didnH  get  our  brains 
blown  out  at  starting.  Here,  just  put 
your  feet  one  by  one  upon  my  hands,  and 
I'll  engage  to  raise  you  the  bther  foot. 
You  can  then  crawl  through,  and  make 
the  best  of  your  way  to  the  street.  And, 
d'ye  mind,  before  you  go  to  the  police,  let 
our  friends  know  I'm  safe.  I  can't  expect 
to  creep  through  that  hole  myself,  but  if 
you  can  get  your  head  in  I'll  answer  for 
your  heels — " 

"Very  good,  very  good,"  interrupted 
Joubert;  "but  are  you  certain  you  are 
strong  enough  ?" 

"  On  such  an  occasion  I  could  lift  an 
ox,"  replied  the  National  Guard. 

After  a  moment's  pause,  Joubert  eagerly 
exclaimed : 

"  There— I  can  touch  it — a  little  higher 
—that's  right  !~Victoria !" 

A  tremendous  crash  followed,  intermin- 
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gled  with  a  few  hearty  curses,  which  now, 
however,  proceeded  from  a  much  more 
modest  elevation.  At  this  moment,  Nar- 
dsse  threw  open  the  door,  and  could  not 
help  laughing  at  what  he  beheld.  The 
chair  on  which  Joseph  had  been  standing 
was  old  and  rickety,  and  had  all  along 
been  threatening  to  give  way.  After  re- 
peated warnings,  it  had  kept  its  word,  just 
as  Joubert  uttered  his  cry  of  triumph. 
Joseph,  accordingly,  was  precipitated  to 
the  ground,  leaving  the  philosopher  dang- 
ling against  the  wall,  utterly  unable  to 
draw  himself  up  to  the  small  square  hole 
he  had  been  endeavouring  to  reach,  and 
feeling  a  violent  reluctance  to  let  himself 
drop  upon  the  stone  floor.  As  Narcisse 
entered  with  a  light,  he  looked  down  over 
his  shoulder  at  him,  and  endeavoured,  by  a 
piteous  glance,  to  move  his  compassion, 
though  he  disdained  to  make  a  verbal  ap- 
peal. 

"  Faith  !"  said  Joseph,  rising  from 
amidst  the  ruins  of  the  treacherous  pedestal, 
and  endeavouring  to  appease  by  friction 
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the  smarting  of  the  braises  with  which  he 
was  covered.  '^  Faith  1  the  maker  as  well 
as  the  owner  of  this  article  deserves  per- 
dition." 

''  Say  not  so  !"  exclaimed  Narcisse. 
'^  Ungrateful  boy  1  What  a  return  is  this 
for  the  unparalleled  affection  I  have  exhi- 
bited towards  you,  in  twice  providing  yon 
with  board  and  lodging  at  my  own  ex- 
pense !" 

Joseph  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Touched  at  heart  by  your  ingratitude," 
continued  Narcisse,  ''I  am  come  to  sig- 
nify that  to-morrow  morning  you  wiU  be  at 
liberty  to  depart  from  my  house." 

"  Hip  !  hip  I  hurrah  I"  cried  Joseph,  who 
was  about  to  commence  crowing  Uke  a 
cock,  when  he  was  arrested  by  hearing 
Joubert,  whose  hands  were  beginning  to 
grow  stiff,  exclaim  in  a  disconsolate  tone : 

*^  Joseph !  Joseph !  cannot  you  help  me 
down  ?  Or  must  I  grow  like  a  piece  of  moss 
to  the  wall  ?" 

"Bless  me,  I  quite  forgot  you,"  cried 
the  young  man,   who  soon  by  means  of 
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another  chair,  placed  his  friend  safely  on 
his  legs  again  ;  whilst  Narcisse,  leaning  his 
back  against  the  wall,  surveyed  the  opera- 
tion. 

**  Hiank  God !"  exclaimed  the  philoso- 
pher,  wiping  his  forehead,  and  affecting  to 
smile,  but  secretly  devoured  with  vexation; 
for  he  used  often  to  observe,  that  "The 
magnanimous  man  moves  on  through  perils 
and  difficulties  calmly  and  sedately,  and  is 
never  found  discomposed,  either  in  mind 
or  in  person,"  He  was,  therefore,  as  we 
have  hinted,  extremely  mortified  at  being 
seen  by  Narcisse  breathless,  and  with  his 
habiliments  in  great  disorder,  that  is  to  say 
his  knee-buckles  undone,  his  black  stock- 
ings hanging  about  his  ankles,  the  breast 
of  his  shirt  torn,  his  face  flushed  and 
dirty, 

"  Come,"  said  Narcisse,  after  gazing  at 
the  pair  a  moment  in  silence,  **  there  is  no 
time  for  delay.     Follow  me." 

They  obeyed  with  alacrity,  and  were 
shortly  formally  introduced  to  Claude  as 
two    gentlemen    desirous  of   the    honour 
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of  his  acquaintance.  Instead  of  paying 
the  usual  compliments,  the  young  man 
seized  them  by  the  hand,  and  in  a 
hurried  manner  explained  what  little  he 
knew  of  the  fresh  disaster.  They  were 
thunderstruck  at  the  intelligence,  and 
could  scarcely  find  words  to  assent  to 
Claude's  motion,  that  they  should  in- 
stantly hasten  to  the  maiden's  family. 

**  Pause  one  moment  I''  cried  Narcisse 
coming  forward  at  this  juncture.  "I 
have  to  add  to  what  I  have  already  told 
you,  that  the  mother  of  the  young  lady 
is  as  yet  in  absolute  ignorance  of  what 
has  befallen  her.  She  merely  imagines 
that  she  has  gone  into  the  country  for 
her  health.  It  will  be  useless,  there- 
fore, to  disturb  the  house  at  this  time  of 
night,  especially  as  I  have  not  fully  ma* 
tured  my  plans.  You  will  oblige  me  by 
remaining  here  until  the  morning.  Mean- 
while, I  will  send  forth  to  obtain  further 
intelligence.  I  now  go  to  perform  this 
duty.  I  shall  shortly  return,  and  con- 
duct  you   to   my  breakfast  parlour.    In 
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the  interim  you  can  make  such  altera* 
tions  as  you  may  deem  required  hy  de- 
corum in  your  respective  costumes." 

Having  uttered  these  oracular  sentences, 
Narcisse  bowed  gracefully,  and  made  his 
retreat.  Immediately  afterwards,  Joseph, 
who  opened  his  ears  as  wide  as  he 
could,  heard  the  lock  tick  modestly. 

"  Ha !"  he  exclaimed,  "  the  sly  fellow 
is  determined  his  hospitality  shall  not  be 
thrown  away.  What  a  queer  manner  he 
has  about  him  at  all  times  to  be  sure  1" 

Claude  and  Joubert  had  already  en- 
tered infto  conversation,  when  they  were 
interrupted  by  the  National  Guard. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  he,  **  I  think  we 
had  better  do  as  Leroux  told  us,  and 
furbish  up  our  exteriors  a  little,  or  we 
shall  certainly  be  looked  upon  in  the 
streets  as  the  latest  jail  delivery.  Be- 
sides, I,  for  my  part,  should  not  like  to 
appear  before  some  one  in  this  pickle." 

Observing  at  the  same  time  a  clothes- 
brush  on  a  shelf,  he  seized  it,  and 
began    to    endeavour    to    make    Claude 

F  3 
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look  as  much  as  possible  like  a  gen- 
tleman, saying  all  the  while  to  the  phi- 
losopher : 

*'Now,  Joubert,  don't  dance  about  so, 
but  put  yourself  in  order.  Do  pull  up 
your  stockings  and  button  your  coat." 

It  was  not  for  some  time,  however, 
that  he  could  persuade  the  little  old 
gentleman  to  attend  to  his  admonitions; 
but  it  soon  appeared  that  they  had 
abundance  of  leisure  before  them.  Hour 
after  hour  wore  away,  and  no  one  came 
to  their 'relief,    until  they  all  three  grew 

ft 

sick  at  heart,  and  began  to  beUeve  that 
Narcisse  meant  to  disappoint  them,  having 
come  to  terms,  perhaps,  with  the  enemy. 
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CHAPTER  VL 


d'hebicocrt. 


Thb  reader  will  probably  remember, 
though  readers  are  the  most  forgetful 
creatures  in  the  world,  that  on  the  oc- 
casion of  the  ever-memorable  masked 
ball,  Narcisse  Leroux  had  contrived  to 
interrupt  the  harmony  of  the  meeting  by 
appearing  disguised,  and  in  the  company 
of  a  strange  young  man,  to  whom  he 
then  gave  no  other  name  than  Charles. 
This  was  the  very  person  whom  he 
now  denominated  d'Hericourt,  a  gay, 
dissipated  personage,  who  had  formerly 
possessed  more  money  than  wit,  but 
who  now  commanded  about  an  equal 
quantity  of  both  commodities.     Narcisse, 
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with  whom  he  fell  in  company  in  not  the 
most  reputable  purlieus,  had  contrived  to 
show  him  the  way  to  scatter  his  gold, 
and  to  benefit  also  considerably  by  his 
reckless  extravagance. 

In  the  course  of  their  friendship — such 
was  the  name  they  bestowed  on  their 
connexion — they  had  both  undergone 
considerable  variations  of  fortune,  which 
had  driven  the  young  man  occasionally 
to  join  in  the  desperate  courses  of  the 
other.  These,  when  the  necessity  for 
them  was  past,  he  called  frolics;  though 
on  one  occasion,  in  attempting  to  play 
the  part  of  King  Henry  V.  at  Gadshill, 
he  got  shot  through  the  body,  and  was 
only  healed  by  the  unremitting  care  of 
M.  Joubert,  as  has  already  been  re- 
lated in  that  gentleman's  own  words. 
•  D'Hericourt  was  not  alone  in  the 
world.  He  belonged  to  a  very  respect- 
able family,  and  was  living  in  Paris 
under  the  ostensible  protection  of  an 
uncle,  who  regarded  him  with  indul- 
gent   fondness,    though    the    few    devia- 
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tions  from  propriety  which  came  to  his 
ear  were  indignantly  rebuked.  The  young 
man,  however,  was  not  to  be  easily  curbed, 
and  could  never  be  brought  to  reason  but 
by  a  threat  to  withhold  the  money  which 
his  dissipation  rendered  necessary* 

This  was  the  only  means  of  influence 
possessed  by  the  uncle,  apart  from  the 
dominion  which  superior  age,  virtue,  and 
intelligence  can  always  exert  over  youth, 
and  folly  enervated  by  excessive  addic- 
tion to  pleasure.  But  to  impose  any 
effectual  restraint  upon  the  young  man, 
it  was  necessary  for  M.  Bertholet  to  be 
present  in  person  to  enforce  his  wishes; 
his  commanding  air  and  venerable  as<* 
pect  on  these  occasions  almost  invariably 
triumphing. 

D'Hericourt,  indeed,  was  a  weak,  way- 
ward  being,  led  into  vice  rather  by  want 
of  energy  to  resist  an  impulse  given 
from  without,  than  from  natural  inclina- 
tion. Passions  he  certainly  had,  but 
not  -of  violence  unrestrainable,  if  we  ex- 
cept   that   of    self-love,    which    betrayed 
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this  unfortunate  young  man  into  most 
of  his  errors.  Unable  to  conceive  the 
relative  importance  of  himself  and  his 
species,  he  could  scarcely  imagine  a 
circumstance  which  would  render  it  in- 
cumbent on  him  to  forego  the  satisfac- 
tion of  the  most  paltry  of  his  desires 
in  favour  of  another.  His  senses  were 
not  pleased  by  the  happiness  of  his 
neighbour,  and  therefore  he  considered 
it  no  part  of  his  business  to  provide 
for  it.  And  not  only  so,  but,  if  he 
could  divert  towards  himself  the  enjoy- 
ment that  was  destined  for  another,  he 
considered  himself  perfectly  justified,  and 
the  feeling  of  triumph  was  superadded  to 
his  actual  gratification. 

Such  a  person  formed  an  apt  disciple  of 
the  unprincipled  Leroux,  into  whose  plans 
it  had  entered,  as  will  have  been  suspected 
from  the  scene  which  took  place  at  the 
masked  ball,  to  make  him  conceive  an 
affection  for  Agnes.  As  an  additional  in- 
ducement to  her.  beauty,  he  had  feigned  or 
discovered  that  our  heroine   was   heiress 
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to  a  large  fortune ;  and  this  had  not  heen 
without  its  effect  upon  d'Hericourt. 
'  But  it  is  the  mistake  of  men  of 
genius,  who,  like  Narcisse  Leroux,  would 
bend  the  world  to  serve  their  own  pur- 
poses, to  imagine  that  they  can  find  in- 
struments perfectly  ductile  and  willing  to 
work  their  wills  with  a  sort  of  disinte- 
rested devotion.  Oh  the  bargain  which 
he  endeavoured  to  make  with  d'Heri- 
court,  we  shall  not  at  present  enter  into 
details :  he  had  found  this  young  gentle- 
man -more  refractory  than  fie  had  ex- 
pected, which  was  the  reason  of  the  pro- 
tracted imprisonment  of  Claude  and  his 
companions. 

Things  had,  indeed,  come  to  such  a 
pass,  that  Narcisse  had  been  betrayed 
into  a  threat,  upon  which  d^Hericourt, 
with  more  cunning  and  want  of  prin- 
ciple than  even  his  best  friends  gave  him 
credit  for,  planned  and  executed  the  feat 
which  has  been  alluded  to,  namely,  the 
carrying  off"  of  Agnes.  In  what  way  he 
accomplished    this    object,    will    be   seen 
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hereafter.  But-  his  measures  were  not 
taken  with  sufficient  precaution  to  pre* 
vent  Narcisse  from  becoming  imme- 
diately acquainted  with   his  movements. 

The  first  impulse  of  this  worthy  was 
to  call  upon  his  friend  and  remonstrate 
with  him;  but  he  found  him  in  such 
elation  of  spirits,  tbat  he  could  make 
nothing  of  him.  fax  vain,  he  stormed 
and  raved.  The  young  man's  servants 
were  within  call,  and  he  burst  out  laugh- 
ing at  the  end  of  every  philippic,  weakly 
denying  the  charges  preferred  against 
him ;  but  gathering  from .  the  fury  of 
Narcissi  proofs  convincing  to  himself 
of  his  own  ability  and  resources.  He 
felt  perfectly  happy,  and  ventured  even 
to  be  satirical  on  his  companion,  who 
left  him  in  this  impracticable  humour. 
One  thing,  however,  came  out  at  the 
interview,  namely,  that  .d'Hericourt  in 
his  overweaning  confidence,  imagined  that 
the  young  lady  would  soon  make  up 
her  mind  to  her  situation,  and  accept 
the  ofier    of    his    hand,    which    he  was 
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determined  on  making,  believing,  it  would 
seem,  in  the  communications  of  Narcisse 
respecting  the  fortune  in  prospective. 
What  ground  he  had  for  this  belief  will 
be  discovered  on  a  future  Occasion, 

When  Narcisse,  as  we  have  seen,  acting 
on  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  had  re* 
solved  to  set  Claude  and  his  companions 
at  liberty^  in  order  to  counteract  the  designs 
of  d'Hericourt,  he  was  merely  governed 
by  a  desire  of  revenge,  expecting  to  make 
no  profit  whatever.  But  when  he  took 
time  to  reflect,  he  began  to  consider  that 
since  it  was  next  to  certain  that  after 
the  first  moment  of  triumph  was  past^ 
his  friend  would  be  compelled  to  have 
recourse  to  his  advice  and  assistance,  he 
came  to  the  determination  of  taking  a 
middle  line,  namely,  to  re-ingratiate  him- 
self with  the  family  and  friends  of  Agnes 
by  seeming  to  repent,  and  to  espouse  their 
interests, -but  pretending  ignorance  of  the 
place  to  which  she  had  been  conveyed, 
to  wait  and  observe  what  course  circunb- 
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stance  would  render  it  most  expedient  to 
pursue. 

He  soon  perceived  that  it  would  be 
possible  to  detain  d'Hericourt  in  Paris 
by  entering  into  tedious  negotiations  ;  and 
meanwhile,  so  to  surround  him  with 
enemies,  that,  should  he  at  length  break  off^ 
his  prey  might  be  snatched  in  a  moment 
from  his  hands.  This  was  the  plan  which 
the  sagacious  Narcisse  concocted,  whilst 
the  «anxious  prisoners  were  awaiting  his 
appearance.  When  he  had  at  length  come 
to  a  fixed  determination,  in  strict  accordance 
with  his  character,  he  assumed  a  somewhat 
extraordinary  costume,  which  he  intended, 
probably,  as  a  sort  of  practical  satire  on 
the  men  of  fashion  of  his  day.  A  velvet 
bag-like  cap,  trimmed  with  gold,  and  fur- 
nished with  a  tassel  of  the  same  material 
was  set  on  the  side  of  his  head ;  hi^  hair 
had  been  recently  oiled,  and  did  curl  most 
beautifully ;  his  whiskers  and  moustachios 
seemed  more  black  and  glossy  than  ever ; 
his  brawny  neck  was  bare,  but  on  each  side 
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was  thrown  back  the  coUar  of  a  clean 
shirt  of  vast  expanse,  carelessly  confined  by 
a  kerchief  of  sanguine  hue,  whilst  his  body 
was  wrapped  in  a  magnificent  shawl-pat- 
terned morning  gown,  beneath  which  ap* 
peared  the  conclusion  of  a  pair  of  broad 
white  pantaloons,  fastened  with  straps  of 
unstained  leather  under  a  huge  pair  of 
embroidered  slippers.  This  elegant  figure, 
approaching  Claude,  who  would  have 
laughed  at  any  other  time,  said  : 

"Will  you  allow  me  to  oflfer  you  my 
arm?  Joseph,  take  Madame  Joubert 
under  your  protection.  Mind,  give  her 
your  right  arm.  that  is  etiquette." 

It  was  Jean  Jacques  who  this  time  bore 
the  light,  and  he  accordingly  led  the  way 
through  divers  gloomy  passages,  followed 
by  ^t  least  three  persons  wrapped  in  asto- 
nishment. A  short  time  brought  them  into 
a  small  apartment,  where  several  wax  tapers 
shed  a  pearly  light  over  the  furniture,  the 
polished  waxed  floor,  the  spacious  mirror, 
but,  above  all,  over  five  white  cofiee-cups, 
formed  like  the  flower  of  the  lily,  and  a 
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pot  from  which  arose  a  most  savoury 
steam. 

With  a  number  of  tedious  ceremonies, 
Narcisse  placed  his  friends  in  their  seats, 
allowed  Jean  to  sit  down  at  a  little  distance 
from  himself,  and  began  to  officiate.  While 
so  doing,  he  condescended  to  unfold  a 
portion  of  his  plans.  He  said  that  in  the 
first  place  it  would  be  absurd  to  have 
recourse  to  the  law  to  punish  d'Hericourt 
and  rescue  Agnes,  as  the  result  would  be 
very  doubtful.  His  opinion  was,  that 
Claude  and  Joseph  should  set  out  for 
SenUs,  where  he  knew,  he  said,  that 
d'Hericourt  possessed  a  mansion,  to  which 
it  was  possible  he  might  have  decoyed 
Agnes,  and  endeavour  to  gain  admission.' 

If  their  hopes  should  be  frustrated  in  this 
quarter,  he  said,  intelligence  might  at  least 
be  gained  which  would  be  useful.  Above 
all  things  he  recommended  caution  ;  charg- 
ing his  hearers  most  emphatically  to  ab- 
stain from  doing  anything  which  might 
ruin  his  prospects ;  declaring  that  if  they 
attempted  to  act  differently  from  what  he 
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advised,  he  would  be  undone  for  ever,  and 
they  would  not  attain  their  object.  In  con- 
clusion, he  offered  Jean  Jacques  as  a  guide, 
who  would  prove  most  useful ;  pronouncing 
such  an  eulogium  on  his  agility,  ability, 
and  honesty,  that  the  boy  blushed  to  the 
ears.  As  these  qualities  might  be  of  use  to 
him,  Claude  accepted  the  offer ;  and  late  in 
the  morning  departed  with  his  companions, 
after  having  solemnly  promised  never  to 
divulge  anything  that  had  passed  within 
those  walls,  and  listened  to  an  affecting 
farewell  from  their  host,  who  strained 
them  to  his  breast,  and  let  fall  a  copious 
shower  of  tears  at  parting. 
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CHAPTER  VU. 

BOW   AQNB8   WAS   DECOTBD   FROM    HBB   FAMILY. 

About  the  time  of  the  reception  by  Cap- 
tain de  Chassereau  of  the  letter  from 
Claude,  he  had  also  received^  what  at  the 
time  was  far  less  agreeable^  an  order  to  join 
his  regiment  immediately.  This  he  obeyed 
with  extreme  reluctance  ;  but  being  unable 
to  find  a  legitimate  excuse  for  delay,  he 
departed.  Before  leaving,  however,  he  pro- 
mised that  should  anything  occur  during 
his  absence,  which  might  throw  a  light  on 
the  mysterious  disappearance  of  Claude 
and  his  companions,  and  should  his  pre- 
sence be  necessary  in  Paris,  he  would 
instantly  repair  to  the  Colonel  of  his  regi- 
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meat,  and  obtain  another  kave  of  absence. 
He  then  embraced  his  wife,  daughter,  and 
sister,  and  ascended  the  diligence  which 
was  to  bear  him  to  the  south  of  France. 

It  will  easily  be  believed  that  Agnes, 
though  somewhat  less  desponding  than 
formerly,  was  still  far  from  being  happy. 
Her  affection  for  Claude,  formed  under  cir- 
cumstances so  peculiar,  was  too  warm,  in- 
deed, to  admit  of  her  waiting  calmly  the 
moment  of  his  liberation,  if  it  was  ever  to 
arrive.  Every  day  hope  and  fear  waged 
war  in  her  breast,  Occasionally  the  former 
predominated ;  and  then  her  senses  would 
constantly  give  her  false  intelligence  of 
promised  happiness.  Now  she  fancied  sh^ 
heard  the  approaching  step  of  her  lover  ; 
now  his  voice  woulcj  fall  upon  her  ear,  and 
even  his  form  would  sometimes  flit  before 
her  eyes.  At  some  times  she  was  on  the 
tiptoe  of  expectation  ;  but,  at  others  clouds 
of  sadness  settled  on  her  brow,  and  she 
would  for  hours 

Hang  her  head  down  like  the  violet 
Full  of  the  morning  dew. 
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It  was  the  t^k  of  her  friends  on  these 
occasions,  to  endeavour  to  wean  her  from 
her  own  thoughts,  and  divert  her  attention 
to  objects  otherwise  interesting  or  at  least 
indifferent.  They  were  rarely  unsuccessful ; 
for  Agnes  entertained  too  great  an  affection 
for  those  around  her  to  allow  herself  to  be 
entirely  engrossed  by  one  object*.  This 
may  appear  unromantic,  but  the  days  of 
romance  are  **  with  the  years  beyond  the 
flood." 

One  afternoon  Madame  de  Chassereau, 
F^cit^,  and  Agnes  were  sitting  together 
employed  in  a  very  common-place  way, 
that  is  to  say,  sewing.  The  reader  has 
before  seen  them  so  employed ;  but  a 
change  had  now  evidently  come  over  them. 
Their  manner  was  more  subdued,  their 
looks  seemed  more  grave.  Even  F^icit^ 
rarely  allowed  a  gay  smile,  or  a  merry 
glance  to  disturb  the  composure  of  her 
countenance,  though  her  naturally  buoyant 
character  would  not  permit  her  to  share 
entirely  the  melancholy  of  her  compa- 
nions. 
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The  truth  was,  she  felt  persuaded,  in  her 

• 

cooler  moments,  that  Joseph,  Claude,  and 
Joubert,  such  was  the  order  they  occupied 
in  her  thoughts,  were  in  no  real  danger  ; 
that  it  was  Leroux  who  was  the  cause  of 
their  disappearance,  and  that  they  would 
shortly  return.  What  was  the  object,  how- 
ever, of  this  wholesale  kidnapping  she 
could  not  divine,  and  this  was  the  chief 
cause  of  her  perplexity.  But  it  must  be 
confessed  that,  reasonable  as  she  was,  there 
were  moment^  when  she  became  a  prey  to 
sorrow  even  of  far  greater  poignancy  than 
that  of  Agnes,  whose  grief  was  more  steady, 
but  less  violent. 

On  the  present  occasion  —  it  was  the 
height  of  summer — they  sat  at  the  open 
window  in  the  full  blaze  of  the  sun,  which 

was  warded   off  from  their  faces  by  light 

« 

shawls  which  they  had  thrown  over  their 
heads,  plying  diligently  the  needle,  and 
conversing,  at  the  same  time,  on  a  subject 
which  seemed  to  interest  them  greatly. 
This  was  no  other  than   the   approaching 
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marriage  of  Pelagie  Bourgeon,  who  had 
fixed  the  affections  of  the  son  of  a  wealthy 
bourgeois.  As  every  one  approved  of  the 
match,  we  must  suppose  it  was  likely  to 
prove  fortunate  ;  and  we  are  sure  every  one 
will  be  glad  to  hear  that  so  amiable  a  girl 
became  the  wife  of  one  who  was  likely  to 
make  her  happy.  Her  friends,  at  least, 
were  delighted. 

"I  have  but  one  cause  of  regret,"  said 
F^licit^, ''  and  this  is,  that  the  duties  of  the 
state  on  which  she  is  about  to  enter  will 
necessarily  withdraw  her,  in  a  great  degree, 
from  the  society  of  her  friends.  But  this  I 
know  is  mere  selfishness.'' 

''  It  is  quite  natural,"  replied  Madame  de 
Chassereau ;  ^^  and  if  such  are  your  feelings, 
what  must  be  that  of  a  mother  when  her 
daughter  leaves  her  house  for  the  first  time 
to  pass  under  another  roof,  where  happiness 
or  misery,  we  cannot  predict  which,  must 
await  her  l" 

"  Yes,"  was  the  reply,  "  complete  happi- 
ness we  qannot  enjoy.    There  is  ever  some 
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mixture  of  sorrow  to  dim  the  eye  of  glad- 
ness. Yet  Madame  Bourgeon  seems  weU 
content/* 

**  Because  she  loves  her  daughter,  and 
knows  that  the  day  which  has  now  come, 
must  have  come  sooner  or  later.  Were 
you  admitted,  however,  into  her  heart,  you 
would  think  differently/* 

Agnes,  who  Ustened,  hut  did  not  join  in 
the  conversation,  now  drew  their  attention 
to  a  handsome  chariot  which  was  rolling  up 
the  street. 

"  It  is  Madame  Castelneuve  with  Pe- 
lagic," she  said. 

"  How  glad  I  am,"  cried  F^licit^.  •  "  I 
have  not  seen  her  these  two  days." 

The  visitors  soon  entered  the  room.  Pe- 
lagie,  who  was,  as  usual,  simply  hut  ele- 
gantly dressed,  ran  up  to  embrace  her 
friends,  whilst  her  more  formal  companion, 
swinging  a  rich  parasol  by  its  tassel,  made 
merely  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head, 
and  took  her  seat  with  a  conventional 
smile,  and  an  ordinary  polite  remark. 

Madame  Castelneuve,  still  on  the  sunny 
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side  of  forty,  and  with  some  pretensions  to 
beauty,  was  a  widow  lady  who  had  formed 
a  sort  of  intimacy  with  the  Bourgeon 
family.  In  spite  of  her  affectation  of  gen- 
tility she  was  evidently  of  the  same  class 
with  them,  though  not  a  very  favourable 
specimen.  Her  manners  were,  at  times, 
somewhat  equivocal;  but  the  good  people 
were  not  over  discerning,  and  she  contrived 
to  maintain  her  footing  in  their  house,  and 
even  to  pass  by  degrees  into  that  of  the 
de  Chassereaus.  Her  chariot  was  con- 
stantly at  the  service  of  her  friends,  who 
did  not,  however,  often  take  advantage  of 
it ;  but  this  was  their  fault. 

From  her  very  first  introduction,  which 
was  at  the  masked  ball,  she  had  taken 
a  great  interest  in  Agnes,  with  the  little 
incidents  of  whose  history  she  was  partially 
acquainted.  She  had  watched,  with  con- 
siderable attention,  her  declining  health, 
and  had  often  warned  her  friends  that  much 
care  should  be  taken  of  her.  To  assist 
their  anxious  endeavours  she  had  fre- 
quently of  late  called  and  offered  to  drive 
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out  Agnes  to  take  the  air ;  and.  the  young 
girl  had  several  times  been  prevailed  upon 
to  go. 

'^  I  am  come/'  said  the  good  lady  to 
Madame  de  Chassereau,  after  the  first 
compliments  had  passed,  **  to  deprive  you 
of  your  daughter  for  a  few  hours,  and  to 
leave  my  dear  Pelagic  as  a  pledge  until 
I  bring  her  back.  She  has  a  great  deal  to 
tell,  I  dare  say,  at  this  important  epoch," 

Pelagic  smiled  and  blushed ;  and  Agnes^ 
perceiving  that  her  mother  wished  her  to 
do  so,  accepted  Madame  Castelneuve's  kind 
offer. 

"  There  is  too  much  of  the  lily  in  your 
cheek,"  cried  this  lady  to  her,  "  We  must 
try  and  plant  the  rose  there ;  though  I  am 
not  sure  that  to  take  a  young  girl  into  the 
open  air  is  always  the  best  way.  Look  at 
Pelagic — I  am  positive  she  has  not  me  to 
thank  for  that  high  colour." 

"  Indeed  I  have,"  said  Pelagic.  "  If  you 
were  not  always  talking  to  me  as  you  do,  I 
should  not  look  at  all  different  from  what  I 
am  at  other  times." 
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This  ingenuous  accusation,  at  which 
everybody  else  laughed,  seemed  to  discom- 
pose Madame  Castelneuve,  for  the  smile 
with  which  she  greeted  it  was  forced,  and  a 
slight  glow  warmed  her  own  cheeks.  Re- 
covering herself,  however,  she  said  : 

"  Don't  accuse  me,  my  love,  but  your  own 
wicked  thoughts.  I  am  afraid,  with  all 
your  simplicity,  you  will  turn  out  nothing 
but  a  little  hypocrite.  I  shall  quite  give 
you  up,  and  see  what  I  can  make  of  my  dear 
Agnes.  Will  you  put  on  your  bonnet 
now  ?"  she  added,  turning  to  our  heroine. 
**  We  must  try  and  be  back  before  the  even- 
mg.'* 

Agnes  was  soon  prepared,  and  charging 
Pelagic  on  no  account  to  go  before  she 
returned,  left  her  home  with  Madame 
Castelneuve. 

Whilst  they  remained  in  the  streets  of 
Paris,  her  companion  continued  to  talk  to 
her  in  the  most  soothing  manner ;  but  by 
the  time  they  had  reached  the  open  country, 
she  'had  contrived  to  lead  the  conversation 
into  the  channel  she  desired.     She  spoke 
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first  of  love,  and  sighed  over  her  own  early 
disappointments,  •  affecting  to  unbosom 
herself  to  her  young  friend.  Then  en- 
deavouring to  penetrate  into  the  recesses 
of  Agnes's  heart,  she  half  inquired : 

"  If  1  may  judge  firom  your  melancholy 
you  too  have  been  disappointed." 

*'  No,  Madame,"  replied  Agnes,  "  not 
as  you  understand  the  word.  But  I  have 
been  very  unfortunate." 

"  lean  see  that,"  was  the  reply,  in  a 
voice  skilfuUy  modulated.  "  I  knew  that 
your  heart  was  not  easy.  But  you  are 
right  to  keep  the  secret  of  your — ^what 
shall  I  call  them — misfortunes." 

"Perhaps  you  do  not  understand  me, 
Madame.  I  have  no  secrets.  My  sorrows 
are  easily  explained." 

Madame  Castelneuve  pressed  the  young 
girl's  hand  in  hers,  and  elicited  the  whole 
story.  When  it  was  concluded  and  Agnes 
was  endeavouring  to  master  the  emotion 
which. the  narrative  had  produced,  the  artful 
intriguante  shook  her  head  and  looked  with 
a  compassionate  air  on  the  innocent  girl. 
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Her  eyes  were  expressly  charged  with  mean- 
ing, and  she  gained  her  ohject,  succeeding 
in  producing  an  anxious  inquiry,  an  answer 
to  which  she  affected  to  evade. 

"  No,"  said  she,  "  it  is  wrong  to  attempt 
to  destroy  the  illusion.  Besides,  what  do 
I  know  of  the  young  man  ?" 

"  What  can  you  mean,  Madame  ?"  cried 
Agnes,  involuntarily  giving  way  to 
curiosity. 

"  Simply,  dear,  that  you  are  very  inno- 
cent, very  confiding;  but  then,  you  will 
make  so  good  a  wife — " 

Agnes  blushed,  and  Madame  Castelneuve 
playfully  patted  her  on  the  cheek,  and 
pretended  to  wish  to  talk  of  something  else ; 
but  it  is  so  easy  to  rouse  suspicion  in  one 
situated  like  Agnes ! 

"  You  must  not  think,"  said  she,  **  that 
I  am  too  inquisitive ;  but  I  should  really 
like  to  know  what  were  your  thoughts 
just  now,  ^hen  I  related  to  you  the  causes 
of  my  unhappiness." 

**  My  dearest  girl,"  cried  Madame 
Castelneuve  with  great  earnestness,  **  you 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  129 

are  deceived,  believe  me,  you  are  de- 
ceived. Monsieur  Artaud  must  be  at 
liberty  ;  and  if  I  conjecture  rightly,  some 
intrigue — " 

A  glance  of  indignation  here  checked  her, 
and  she  perceived  that  she  had  gone  too 
far. 

**  You  will  understand,  my  love,''  she 
continued,''  that  all  I  say  is  mere  conjec- 
ture, mere  wild  conjecture.  I  know  no- 
thing of  M.  Artaud  but  what  ypu  have 
told  me,  absolutely  nothing.  Only  it  does 
appear  very  singular,  that  he  should  be 
kidnapped  and  yet  be  able  to  write  letters. 
What  object  could  any  one  have  to 
gain  ?  It  may  be  all  true ;  but  it  does 
^eem  rather  strange." 

"  It  does,  Madame;  but  M.  Girouard 
was  treated  in  the  same  cruel  way  before ; 
s^nd  that  man  even  attempted  to  carry  me 
off!" 

**  That  was  very  wicked  of  him ! — 
But  the  idea  of  a  great,  vulgar,  ugly  fellow 
like  him,  taking  a  fancy  to  such   a  lovely 
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creature !  If  he  had  been  young  and  hand* 
some  now.  There  you  see  what  strange 
ideas  come  into  my  head.  Don't  look 
grave.  You  must  not  think  I'm  serious 
in  all  I  say." 

^'I  should  be  sorry  to  do  you  that 
wrong,  Madame ;  but  M.  Leroux  is  consi- 
dered very  handsome.'' 

This  was  said  with  a  view  of  changing 
the  conversation;  but  Madame  Castel- 
neuve  made  a  different  view  of  it. 

"That  may  be,"  she  cried;  '•but  he  is 
a  low  person,  some  needy  swindler,  no 
doubt.  Supposing  however  that  a  gay, 
handsome,  young  gentleman,  with  plenty 
of  money,  and  agreeable  manners,  and  a 
generous  heart,  were  to  fall  at  your  feet, 
what  would  you  say  then  ?" 

''Wait  till  that  happens,  Madame,  and 
I  shall  then  be  able  to  give  him  his  an- 
swer." 

Madame  Castelneuve  paused  a  moment, 
and  thinking  that  now  was  the  favourable 
opportunity,  said,  lowering  her  tone  :   • 
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"  Do  you  know,  now,  that  a  most  ele- 
gant young  man  of  my  acquaintance  is 
actually  dying  for  you  ?    Indeed  he  is." 

To  this  Agnes  carelessly  replied : 

"  You  are  joking,  Madame." 

"  No,  love,  T  am  quite  serious  this  time," 
said  Madame  Castleneuve,  in  her  most  in- 
sinuatitig  manner. 

"  Then  to  be  serious,  too,  I  beg  you  will 
not  mention  the  subject  to  me  again." 

"You  are  too  punctilious,  Agnes.  It 
is  impossible  to  be  lovely  as  you  are,  and 
not  to  have  a  host  of  admirers. " 

"  Possibly  ;  but  it  is  not  necessary  to 
listen  to  their  addresses,"  replied  Agnes, 
looking  anxiously  round,  for  she  thought 
she  observed  a  marked  change  in  her  com-- 
panion's  bearing. 

For  the  first  time  she  now  observed  that 
they  had  left  the  high  road,  and  had 
reached  a  deep  wood,  beneath  the  over- 
hanging branches  of  which  they  were 
whirling  at  a  rapid  pace.  Night  was 
rapidly  coming  on.  Already  had  the  sun 
set,  and  the  thick  shadow  of  the  trees  fell 


132  THE   BCCBNTRIC    LOV£R« 

heavily  on  all  sides.  Becoming  quite 
alarmed,  in  a  half  trembling  voice,  she 
asked  when  they  should  return. 

"We  are  returning,"  replied  Madame 
Castelneuve  ;  "  but  you  are  artful,  and  wish 
to  evade  the  subject.  What  is  this  poor 
young  man  to  do  ?" 

"Have  you  brought  me  here  for  the 
purpose  of  entertaining  me  with  such  con- 
versation?" inquired  Agnes,  indignantly. 
"  If  so,  I  must  beg  you  to  understand  that 
I  will  not  listen  to  it,  and  that  this  shall  be 
the  last  time  I  shall  willingly  trust  myself  to 
your  protection." 

"  Possibly,  my  love,"  answered  her  com- 
panion, with  provoking  coolness ;  "  but  for 
the  present  you  cannot  refuse  to  listen  to 
me.  This  young  gentleman,  I  say  then,  is 
passionately  fond  of  you.  He  has  deputed 
me  to  tell  you,  that  if  you  will  consent  to 
be  his,  he  can  reveal  to  you  secrets  which 
but  for  him  you  will  never  know,  the  know- 
ledge of  which  will  preserve  you  and  your 
family  from  many  dangers,  and  influence 
materially  your  destiny.      His  intentions 
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are  honourable.  He  wishes  you  to  be  his 
wife.  He  will  take  no  denial.  You  must 
marry  him." 

'^  Madame  1"  exclaimed  Agnes,  rising  in 
dismay. 

"  Sit  down,  sweet,"'  proceeded  her  com- 
panion, with  an  ironical  smile.  "  There  is 
no  occasion  for  all  this  alarm.  You  will  be 
treated  with  perfect  politeness  by  Monsieur 
d*Hericourt  who  adores  you.  Do  not  des- 
pise his  offers.  If  I  mistake  not,  he  will 
to-morrow  himself  prefer  his  petition." 

**That  shall  be  seen,"  cried  Agnes, 
haughtily.  "  The  door  shall  be  shut 
against  him." 

*'Then  you  do  not  know,  my  dear," 
cried  Madame  Castelneuve,  "  that  this  is 
his  carriage,  and  that  we  are  now  going  to 
one  of  his  country  houses  to  pass  the 
night.  Your  mother  will  be  a  little  asto- 
nished at  your  absence  ;  but  the  good  news 
you  will  have  to  tell  to-morrow  will  recon- 
cile her." 

Agnes  sat  for  a  moment  as  if  struck  by  a 
thunderbolt.     She  could  hardly  believe  that 
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she  had  heard  aright.  But  she  soon  under* 
stood  that  she  had  indeed  fallen  into  the 
toils  of  the  perfidious  Madame  Castelneuye. 
Night  had  now  completely  closed  in,  and 
still  the  carriage  rolled  rapidly  on  through  a 
seemingly  desolate  country.  The  whole 
truth  flashed  upon  her ;  she  endeavoured  to 
utter  an  appeal  to  her  companion,  but  her 
tongue  failed  her ;  and  overcome  by  terror 
acting  on  her  already  enfeebled  frame,  she 
sank  back  in  a  swoon  from  which-  she  did 
not  for  some  time  recover. 
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CHAFFER  Vm. 

THB   UNCLB. 

• 

Claude  and  his  friend  found  Madame  de 
Ghassereau  and  F^icit^  plunged  in  the 
deepest  grief,  which  their  arrival  did  not  of 
course  dispel,  though  it  afforded  some 
glimmering  of  hope,  and  pointed,  however 
indistinctly,  in  the  direction  whence  redress 
was  to  he  sought.  Agnes  had  disappeared 
for  two  days,  and  not  the  slightest  trace 
could  be  found  of  her,  nothing  to  indicate 
why  or  whither  she  had  gone.  The  first 
step  of  course  was  to  repair  to  Madame 
Castelneuve's  apartments.  She  had  quitted 
these  without  leaving  any  clue  by  which 
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she  might  be  discovered.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstanceSy  Madame  de  Chas^ereau  almost 
gave  herself  up  to  despair. 

But  when  Claude,  who  now,  for  the  first 
time,  really  felt  what  sorrow  was,  bid  her 
be  of  good  cheer,  and  expressed  his  confi- 
dence that  Agnes  would  be  restored  to  her 
family,  and  to  him,  she  allowed  herself 
again  to  hope.  Already  had  she  begun  to 
look  upon  the  young  man  as  her  son  ;  and 
she  now,  in  the  absence  of  her  husband, 
regarded  him  as  her  natural  protector. 
Under  these  circumstances,-  she  thought  she 
had  a  peculiar  right  to  forbid  Claude  to 
challenge  d'Hericourt,  which  he  expressed 
his  intention  of  doing  should  he  be  still  in 
Paris.  She  pointed  out  (fearing  for  his 
life)  that  this  would  be  rather  a  work  of 
vengeance,  than  a  means  of  procuring  the 
restoration  of  Agnes;  and  insisted  that 
such  a  step  should  be  at  least  deferred  until 
all  other  hope  had  proved  vain. 

Fdlicit^,  Joseph  and  Joubert  seconded 
her  representations,  and  Claude  gloomily 
consented   to  be  guided  by  them.      The 


THB    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  137 

truth  was,  that  until  some  course  of 
action  was  pointed  •  out  to  him  his  im- 
patience to  be  doing,  and  his  indignation 
against  d'Hericourt  continually  prompted 
him  to  have  recourse  to  a  duel,  in 
which  he  fondly  promised  himself  that 
justice  would  inevitably  triumph.  He 
did  not  reflect  that  it  was  necessary  that 
just  ends  should  be  pursued  by  just 
means. 

Two  or  three  hours  passed  in  hurried 
and  desultory  conversation,  by  which  time 
the  morning  was  far  advanced.  Claude 
was  waiting  for  the  arrival  of  Jean 
Jacques,  whose  aid  Narcisse  had  pro- 
cured. He  did,  accordingly  make  his 
appearance,  bringing  a  letter  from  his 
master  or  friend,  sketching  out  a  plan 
of  operations.     It  began  as  follows  : 

"  My  very  dear  friend, 

"Circumstances,    the  nature   of   which 

you  will   divine,   prevent  my  penetrating 

in  person  into  the  inestimable  family  in 

the  bosom  of  which  this   will  find  you. 
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I  have  conducted  myself,  alas !  in  a 
manner  which,  whilst  my  motives  remain 
unexplained,  has  failed  to  procure  me 
the  confidence  and  respect  of  the  world. 
I  write  these  few  lines  therefore,  to 
say,  &c." 

The  suhstance  of  what  he  had  to  say 
was,  that  if  Claude  would  set  out  for 
Senlis  in  company  with  Jean,  there  was 
every  possibility  that  the  place  to  which 
Agnes  had  been  conveyed  would  be  dis- 
covered. In  the  neighbourhood  of  that 
town,  he  said,  there  was  a  vast  mansion 
which  belonged  to  d'Hericourt,  and  which 
he  was  often  known  to  visit.  He  ad» 
vised  that  Claude  should  depute  Jean  to 
gain  intelligence  concerning  the  inmates 
of  the- villa;  and  if  the  truth  turned  out 
to  be  what  he  suspected,  to  rescue 
Agnes  without  the  assistance  of  the 
law.  The  latter  course,  he  said,  would 
alone  secure  his  ardent  and  indispen- 
sable co-operation. 

Had  these  been  the  sole  expedients  of 
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the  sagacious  Narcisse,  he  would  scarcely 
have  maintained  his  reputation.  But  he 
had  much  more  to  say.  In  the  second 
place  *  then,  he  recommended  that  M. 
Jouhert,  to  whqse  venerable  age  he 
made  a  pointed  allusion,  which  Claude 
endeavoured  to  suppress  in  reading,  and 
Madame  de  Chassereau,  with  F^icit^  (he 
hinted  to  render  the  group  more  inte- 
resting), should  instantly  wait  on  M.  Ber- 
tholet,  the  uncle  of  d'Hericourt,  and  lay 
the  whole  case  before  him.  How  this 
should  be  done,  he  said,  he  left  to  the 
delicate  perceptions  of  the  individuals  en- 
trusted with  the  discharge  of  this  im- 
portant duty. 

Thirdly,  he  ventured  to  request  the 
assistance  of  Joseph  in  the  performance 
of  a  part  of  this  system  of  operations, 
which  was  evidently  based  on  those  of 
Governor-General  Bugeaud  in  Algiers.  He 
had  succeeded,  he  said,  the  day  before,  in 
preventing  d'Hericourt  from  leaving  Paris, 
and  could  answer  that  he  would  not  at- 
tempt to  go  that  morning.     In  the  after- 
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noon,  however,  if  M.  Bertholet's  influence 
proved  of  no  avail,  he  might  possihly 
depart.  Should  this  be  the  case,  he 
contemplated  dogging  him  on  horseback 
with  Victor  and  Thomas  his  most  faith- 
ful myrmidons.  But  he  would  require, 
he  insinuated,  with  the  most  cautious 
respect  for  his  own  character,  the  pre- 
sence of,  at  least,  one  honest  man,  to 
give  a  sanction  to  the  enterprise,  should 
they  make  a  blunder,  and  not  succeed  in 
convicting  d'Hericourt. 

All  this  appeared  very  plausible,  and 
though  Joseph  would  have  preferred  going 
with  Claude,  the  active  part  he  was  de- 
signed to  play  reconciled  him  to  his  dis- 
appointment. Madame  de  Chassereau  and 
F^licit^  determined  instantly  to  proceed  to 
M.  Bertholet's ;  Claude  was  burning  to  be 
en  route,  and  accordingly  they  separated, 
each  praying  for  the  success  of  the  other. 

We  shall  allow  the  young  man  for 
the  present  to  pursue  his  journey,  permit 
Joseph,  after  a  very  tender  interview  with 
F^licitd,    to    hasten,   his   heart    bounding 
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with  joy,  to  his  rendezvous  with  Nar- 
cisse,  and  accompany  Joubert  and  his 
companions  to  the  hotel  of  M.  Ber- 
tholet. 

We  have  already  hinted  at  the  cha- 
racter of  this  gentleman.  We  have  shewn 
that  he  was  by  no  means  indulgent  of 
the  vices  of  his  nephew,  and  disposed  to 
rebuke  him  whenever  any  of  his  evil  ac- 
tions came  to  his  ear.  But  it  must  be 
added  that,  unmarried  and  childless,  he 
deeply  loved  the  young  man,  and  looked 
upon  him  as  the  only  representative  of 
his  family.  Charles  was,  indeed,  the  son 
of  his  sister,  and  had  lost  both  his  father 
and  mother  at  an  early  age. 

So  circumstanced,  it  was  to  have  been 
expected  that  the  education  of  the  orphan 
would  have  been  the  especial  care  of  the 
uncle,  and  that  he  would  have  presided 
over  the  formation  of  his  habits.  But, 
engaged  in  mercantile  pursuits,  which 
often  took  him  for  years  abroad,  this  had 
been  impossible  ;  and  the  young  Charles 
had  been  in  a  great   measure  confided  to 
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strangers.  How  they  had  performed  their 
part  may  be  judged  by  the  result.  Ber- 
tholet  was  at  heart  dissatisfied,  *  grieving 
especially  that,  now  that  he  had  settled 
down  in  Paris,  and  was  growing  old,  his 
nephew  could  not  be  persuaded  to  live 
more  with  him.  As  it  was,  the  apart- 
ment appropriated  to  him  was  rarely  in- 
habited, Charles  passing  a  great  part  of 
his  time  with  certain  of  his  friends,  whose 
society  he  doubtless  found  more  agree- 
able than  that  of  his  sedate  uncle. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  we  have 
alluded  to  the  finances  of  d'Hericourt. 
When  he  came  of  age  he  acquired  pos- 
session of  property  to  a  considerable 
amount,  which,  whilst  his  uncle  was  at 
Guadeloupe,  he  had  spent  in  the  most 
glorious  manner,  so  that  he  was  now 
reduced  to  a  comparatively  low  ebb.  For 
his  uncle,  though  ever  ready  to  help  him 
out  of  any  difficulties  which  would  bear 
explaining,  and  even  occasionally  to  give 
a  billet  de  hanque  of  considerable  amount, 
was  very  far  from  allowing  him  to  enjoy 
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any  great  command  of  money.  Indeed, 
he  affected,  though  in  reality  extremely 
opulent,  to  be  in  the  receipt  of  but  a 
moderate  income,  accompanying  every  ad- 
vance with  the  history  of  his  pecuniary 
losses  and  sage  reflections  on  the  value 
of  money.  These  d'Hericourt  undertook 
by  no  means  to  refute,  preferring  to  be 
rated  in  silence,  to  e^tering  into  a  dis- 
pute in  which  he  was  sure  to  have  the 
worst  of  k. 

Such  was  the  general  state  of  affairs  in 
M.  Bertholet's  family.  When  our  three 
friends  were  ushered  into  his  apartment, 
he  was  alone  engaged  in  reading.  He 
received  his  visitors  politely,  and  though 
evidently  extremely  surprised  at  their  as- 
pect and  demeanour,  refrained  from  asking 
any  questions,  and  allowed  them  to  tell 
their  story  in  their  own  way. 

M.  Joubert  was  the  first  to  begin.  And 
here  it  may  be  as  well  to  remind  the 
reader,  that  he  knew  more  of  d'Hericourt 
than  he  chose  to  acknowledge.  It  will 
have  been  divined  by  some  from  a  hint  re^ 
cently  dropped,  that  the  young  man  was 
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the  very  person  who  had  been  once 
brought  to  Joubert's  house  wounded  and 
bleeding.  Into  the  particulars  of  that  ad- 
venture it  will  be  needless  at  present  to 
enter.  It  was  the  occasion  of  producing 
a  sort  of  intimacy  between  the  man  of 
medicine,  and  the  man  of  pleasure, 
which,  however,  was  but  languidly  main- 
tained, and  would  have  been  totally  dis- 
continued, had  not  the  accidents  of 
society  occasionally  thrown  tjj^m  toge- 
ther. M.  Bertholet,  however,  knew  so 
little  of  Joubert,  that  until  this  gentle- 
man mentioned  his  name,  he  was  not 
even  recognised. 

"  Joubert !  Monsieur  Joubert !"  cried 
the  old  merchant.  "  Yes,  I  do  remember 
to  have  seen  you  before — I  am  very  glad 
to  see  you  again.  I  should  have  known  you 
instantly.  It  was  my  duty  to  know  you. 
But  old  eyes  grow  dim ;  and  old  memo- 
ries too  are  lax." 

*'  Monsieur,"  replied  Joubert,  "it  is  a 
common  occurrence.  With  your  permis- 
sion, I  shall  state  at  once  why  we  have 
troubled  you.    We — these  ladies  and  my- 
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gelf  have  a  very  particular  request  to 
make.  Perhaps,  you  will  allow  me  in 
the  first  instance  to  state  the  facts  of 
the  case.  I  believe  that  will  be  the 
best  way/'  said  the  good  old  gentleman, 
turning  to  Madame  de  Chassereau. 

She  signified  her  assent,  and  he  accord- 
ingly explained,  in  as  few  word^  as  possible, 
everything  that  had  happened  since  the 
masked  ball,  without,  however,  mentioning 
the  name  of  d'Hericourt.  When  he  had 
concluded,  Bertholet  said : 

''This  is  very  unfortunate  ;  but  I  do  not 
see  how  I  can  assist  you." 

"  The  truth  is,!'  cried  Madame  de  Chas- 
sereau, anticipating  Joubert's  rhetorical 
communication  of  the  fact,  "  that  the  person 
by  whom  J  have  been  deprived  of  my 
daughter  is  your  nephew." 

"  Impossible  I"  exclaimed  the  merchant, 
turning  pale. 

"  It  is  most  true,"  said  Joubert ;  "  and 
we  are  here  to  entreat  you  to  interfere  with 
him    before  it  is   top   late,    and    be    the 
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instrument  of  restoring  happiness  to  this 
family." 

"  Do,  Sir,"  cried  Madame  de  Chasserean, 
clasping  her  hands,  and  looking  imploringly 
at  Bertholet,  *^  and  may  the  blessing  of  a 
mother  descend  upon  your  head." 

*'  I  am  willing,"  replied  he  coldly,  "  to 
do  everything  that  is  in  my  power  to  assist 
you ;  but  this  is  a  very  vague  accusation. 
Where  are  your  proofs  ?  On  what  grounds 
do  you  accuse  my  nephew  ?" 

The  whole  party  started.  They  now 
remembered  that  a  solemn  promise  had 
been  given  to  Leroux  not  to  mention  his 
name  in  the  matter  at  all.  In  the  absence 
of  this  evidence,  there  was  absolutely 
nothing  to  criminate  d*Hericourt. 

**  It  is  very  hard  to  expect,"  continued 
Monsieur  Bertholet,  ^^  that  I  should,  on  so 
slight  a  foundation,  entertain  a  bad  opinion 
of  my  nephew.  But  I  am  ready  to  be- 
lieve that  you  have  some  grounds  for  sus- 
picion, and  shall  be  glad  to  know  them,  to 
give  him  an  opportunity  of  defending  him- 
self." 
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Both  Joubert  and  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau  were  at  a  loss  for  an  answer ;  but  Fd- 
licitd  here  stepped  in  to  their  aid. 

"Not  to  conceal  anything,"  she  cried, 
"we  have  become  acquainted  in  a  mys- 
terious manner  with  the  part  your  nephew 
had  in  this  transaction — if  he  had  any  part. 
We  have  not  come  to  accuse,  but  to  learn 
the  truth.  If  Monsieur  d'Hericourt  be  not 
guUty,  he  will  have  no  objection  to  answer 
a  few  questions,** 

**  Would  you  wish  to  put  them  yourself?" 
inquired  Berthoiet,  turning  to  the  ingenious 
F^icit^. 

"  Not  to-day,"  she  replied,  resolving  to 
gain  as  much  time  as  possible.  "If  you 
would  yourself  see  him  this  evening,  you 
might  appoint  an  hour  when  Monsieur 
Joubert  could  meet  him  to-morrow  at  your 
house.  Perhaps  he  may  be  able  to  explain 
all  things  satisfactorily." 

"Exactly,"  said  the  old  man,  ringing 
a  bell.  "Jacob,"  he  cried  to  the  ser- 
vant, who  immediately  answered,  "  run 
for  my  nephew  at  Monsieur  de  Launay's.. 
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I  know  he  is  there.  Tell  him  I  wish 
to  speak  to  him  on  business  of  import- 
ance. Ladies/'  he  continued,  turning  to 
them  as  they  rose  to  depart,  *'  I  am 
persuaded  you  will  find  that  Charles  is 
innocent  of  this  charge.  If  he  be  not, 
however,  depend  upon  it  I  shall  know 
what  to  do." 

M.  Joubert  now  arranged  at  what  hour 
he  was  to  come  next  day,  and  made  his 
adieu.  When  they  had  reached  the 
street,  he  burst  out  into  admiration  of 
the  dexterity  with  which  Fflicit^  had  res- 
cued them  from  the  dilemma  in  which  they 
had  found  themselves,  and  had  succeeded 
in  gaining  a  day  for  Claude.  As  they 
stepped  into  a  fiacre^  a  group  of  horse- 
men, some  of  whom  they  thought  they 
recognised,  swept  by. 

*'Ha!"  said  Joubert,  '*  there  go  our 
scouts.  We  shall  outwit  this  d'Hericourt 
or  Tm  no  conjurer." 

We  shall  be  brief  in  relating  the  inci- 
dents of  the  next  few  days.  Joubert's  pro- 
mised interview  with  d'Hericourt  took  place* 
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The  young  man  stoutly  denied  any  know- 
ledge of  Madame  Castelneuve,  and  con* 
jured  his  uncle  to  give  no  credit  to  such 
tales. 

'*I  do  not,  my  dear  nephew,"  said  old 
Bertholet,  looking  calmly  at  him.  *'  I  be- 
lieve there  must  be  some  mistake  in  all 
this.  But  you  know  it  is  necessary  that 
young  people  like  you  should  take  care  of 
their  reputations.  You  have  announced  to. 
pie  your  intention  of  going  into  the  country 
to-morrow  or  this  evening.  Now  this 
would  tend  to  strengthen  suspicion,  Mon- 
sieur Joubert  declaring  that  you  would  go 
for  the  purpose  of  repairing  to  the  place 
where  he  says  you  have  caused  Mademoi- 
selle de  Chassereau  to  be  conveyed.  To 
convince  him  that  he  is  in  error,  postpone 
your  visit ;  and  that  all  the  world  may  be 
able  to  watch  your  movements,  come  and  re- 
side with  me  for  a  fortnight  or  so.  You  can 
surely  have  no  objection  to  this,  as  you 
have  told  me  the  person  to  whom  you  were 
going  does  not  expect  you.'* 
.  The .  young  man  bit  his  lip,  and  looked 
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from  Bertholet  to  Joubert,  as  if  he  thought 
there  was  some  secret  agreement  between 
them.  But  neither  flinched  under  his  gaze. 
He  accordingly  could  not  avoid  reply- 
ing: 

*  *  I  will  do  as  you  wish  me,  uncle ;  but  it 
is  really  very  disagreeable  that  my  move- 
ments should  be  thus  controlled/' 

"  You  have  convinced  me  you  are  inno- 
cent/' said  the  old  man,  quietly ;  **  but  you 
must  convince  M.  Joubert  and  the  world 
of  the  same  thing.  You  shall  dine  to-day 
with  some  friends  of  mine.  I  will  endea- 
vour to  lighten,  as  much  as  possible,  this 
alteration  in  your  mode  of  life.  We  must 
do  everything,  my  nephew,  to  preserve  a 
good  name." 

When  this  arrangement  was  come  to, 
Joubert,  with  immense  satisfaction,  left  the 
house,  after  having  warmly  squeezed  the 
hand  of  old  Bertholet,  who  observed  to  him 
in  the  hearing  of  his  nephew  : 

**  I  hope  you  now  hold  the  same  opi- 
nion as  I  do  of  his  innocence."- 

*'  Exactly,"  replied  Joubert,  and  he  has- 
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tened  to  Madame  de  Chassereau,  to  com- 
municate the  result  of  his  diplomacy,  and 
write  a  letter  to  Joseph,  informing  him  that 
a  strict  guard  was  no  longer  necessary. 
The  National  Guard,  accordingly,  bade 
adieu  to  Narcisse,  Victor,  and  Thomas, 
heartily  sick  of  their  company ;  and  re- 
ceiving their  promise  to  let  him  know  when- 
ever anything  new  .had  occurred,  again 
took  up  his  quarters  with  his  sister. 

Meanwhile,  no  news  arrived  of  Claude 
and  Jean.  After  they  left  Paris  their 
movements  were  perfectly  unknown  to 
their  friends.  Day  after  day  passed,  and  no 
intelligence  came  to  relieve  their  anxiety. 
This  seemed  extraordinary,  and  apprehen- 
sion of  fresh  disasters  began  soon  to  be 
experienced  by  Madame  de  Chassereau  and 
her  friends. 
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CHAPTER  DC. 


A  DXSPBBATB   RESOLUTION. 


One  morning  Joseph,  who  had  passed  a 
sleepless  night,  was  sitting,  with  a  some* 
what  downcast  air,  at  breakfast  with  his 
sister.  They  did  not  form  a  very  happy- 
looking  group.  The  young  lady  herself 
was  in  one  of  her  peculiar  moods ;  for  she 
had  detected,  the  day  before,  her  fond 
admirer,  Gerard  Lacreme,  whispering  soft 
things  over  the  counter  to  a  fair  customer. 
She  had  not  yet  had  an  opportunity  of 
venting  her  rage,  and  she  accordingly  sat  in 
just  the  proper  temper  to  find  fault  with 
anything  and  everything  that  was  said  and 
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Hot  said,  done  and  left  undone  by  her  lamb- 
like brother. 

The  room  in  which  they  sat  was  well,  if 
not  elegantly  furnished,  and  supplied  evi^ 
dences  of  considerable  affluence.  Joseph, 
indeed,  was  extremely  well  to  do  in  the 
world,  having  succeeded  to  a  business  of 
considerable  extent.  Had  any  one^  how« 
ever,  scrutinized  the  countenances  of  him- 
self and  sister  on  the  present  occasion^ 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  conclude 
that  they  were  not  on  the  eve  of  bank* 
ruptcy. 

"Joseph,"  quoth  Euphrosine,  when  they 
had  reached  the  second  cup  of  coffee  in 
silence.  •*  What  are  you  sulking  about  ?  I 
hate  sulky  people," 

**  I  am  not  sulking,"  replied  Joseph, 
heaving  a  sigh. 

*^  Don't  contradict  me,  Sir,"  exclaimed 
she,  **  I  know  better ;  and  what  is  more, 
1*11  have  the  truth  out  of  you  before  long. 
What  you  can  have  to  make  you  sad,  I 
should  like  to  learn ;  you,  who  have  no 
careS)  no  sorrows,  no  troubles  of  any  kind  ? 
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If  I  were  melancholy  now,  who  could 
blame  me?  With  a  sulky,  ungrateful, 
grumbling,  dissatisfied  brother;  and — and 
— now  what  are  you  laughing  at?  Who 
told  you  to  laugh  ?  What  did  I  say  to 
make  you  laugh  ?  I  will  not  put  up  with 
this  :  you  are  a  tyrant.  I  have  told  you 
BO  a  hundred  times,  and  I  say  sa  agam. 
You  are  an  abominable,  insufferable  ty- 
rant !" 

"  Hush,  sister !  every  one  will  hear 
you." 

"  What  do  I  care  ?  I  won't  be  taught 
by  you.  I  say  nothing  but  the  truth,  and 
no  one  shall  prevent  me.  A  pretty  pass 
things  have  come  to  if  I  can't  speak  my 
mind  freely.  I  know  you  wish  to  govern 
me.  You  presume  on  my  yielding  temper ; 
but  I'll  show  you,  Sir,  that  I  can  be  as 
obstinate  as — as — " 

"  The  very  devil  I"  cried  Joseph,  starting 
up,  and  taking  his  hat. 

"  Oh,  mon  Dieu .'"  exclaimed  Euphrosine, 
in  an  agony  of  rage  at  this  unpardonable 
piece  of  impudence.     Before  she  could  ar- 
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ticulate  another  word  Joseph  was  ia  the 
street. 

What  was  the  matter  with  him  ? 

He  had  been  for  a  long  time  himself 
endeavouring  to  answer  that  question. 
Sometimes  he.  laid  the  lowness  of  his 
spirits  to  the  disappearance  of  Agnes^  and 
the  consequent  unhappiness  of  Claude; 
sometimes  to  the  want  of  his  young  friend's 
society.  He  would  then  reproach  himself 
for  not  having  accompanied  or  followed 
Claude,  and  make  vows  to  start  on  his 
footsteps.  But  something  continually 
stepped  in  to  thwart  his  intentions,  and 
prevent  him  from  quitting  Paris.  What 
this  was  he  could  never  determine  with 
any  precision.  No  imperious  circumstances 
seemed  to  oppose  his  departure.  What 
could  it  be  then  ? 

It  was  a  full  week  before  he  began  to 
suspect  that  the  feeling  of  friendship  might 
possibly  be  in  conflict  with  one  still  more 
powerful.  The  truth  now  developed  itself 
with  wonderful  rapidity  in  his  mind ;  and 
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he  soon  discovered  that  he  had  been  with- 
held by  love  for  F^licit^. 

Love  for  Ffliciti^ !  Why  he  had  been  in 
love  with  her  almost  ever  since  he  could  re- 
member anything  worth  remembering,  and 
yet  his  actions  had  never  been  influenced  in 
any  remarkable  degree  by  this  fact.  He  had 
come  and  he  had  gone  with  something  like 
indifference.  True  he  felt  happier  in  her 
presence  than  when  away;  but  absence 
produced  no  very  remarkable  change  in 
his  spirits,  which  always  flowed  pretty  high. 
It  was  only  of  late  that  he  had  begun  to 
feel  acutely  the  want  of  her  society,  and  to 
grow  melancholy  when  he  was  debarred, 
for  any  length  of  time,  from  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  her.  In  fact,  the  passion  of  love 
had  only  recently,  in  reality,  swayed  him. 
He  had  long  been  an  admirer  of  F^icit^ : 
he  could  only  now  be,  in  truth,  said  to  love 
her. 

The  reader,  who  knows  a  great  many 
things  more  than  Joseph,  is  aware  that  the 
object  ef  his  passion  felt  for  him  sufficient 
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affection  to  induce  her  to  grant  him  her 
hand  whenever  he  had  the  courage  to  ask 
it.  Joseph  was  somewhat  of  a  simpleton^ 
and  many  of  his  good  qualities  were  con- 
cealed under  a  certain  awkwardness  of 
manner,  through  which  even  F^citd  could 
not  completely  penetrate^  She  had  long 
been  in  a  state  of  suspense  with  respect  to 
him;  That  she  was  prepared  to  love  him  is 
certain  ;  but  at  times  there  presented  them- 
selves strange  doubts  to  her  mind  as  to 
whether  she  was  in  reality  beloved  as  she 
wished  to  be.  Joseph's  courtship  had  been 
of  a  peculiar  naturCi  It  had  consisted  in 
sitting  by  F^icit^'s  side,  listening  atten*- 
tively  to  her  lively  chat,  and  assenting  to 
everything  she  said.  Once  or  twice  he  had 
ventured  a  compliment,  but  he  had  never 
gone  further;  so  that  it  really  appeared 
sometimes  doubtful  to  many^  whether  he  in«- 
tended  anything  serious.  F^cit€  was  too 
discerning  to  be,  for.  a  moment,  of  this 
opinion ;  but  she  often  thought  that,  though 
Joseph  was  really  and  truly  fond  of  her^  he 
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wanted  the  courage  to  declare  his  passion* 
This  being  the  case,  she  argued,  his  love 
must  be  too  weak  to  stand  the  test  of  time. 
'*  I  will  wait,  and  rather  repel  him  than  give 
him.  encouragement.  If  he  be  proof  against 
indifference  and  neglect,  I  may  perhaps 
relax,  and  hold  out  some  hope  to  him." 

And  Joseph  had  been  proof  against  every* 
thing.  He  loved  obstinately,  but  -  nx)t 
warmly.  It  had  become  an  article  of  his 
faith  that  F^licit^  must  be  his  wife ;  but  he 
did  not,  for  a  long  time,  prosecute  his  ob- 
ject with  enthusiasm.  At  length,  how- 
ever, there  appeared  signs  of  better  things. 
His  conversation  began  to  grow  more  im- 
passioned. He  ventured  sometimes  to  sigh 
in  the  hearing  of  F^cit^,  and  even  to  press 
her  hand  at  parting.  Moreover,  his  man- 
ners, which  were  originally  remarkably  un- 
refined, began  to  improve.  He  grew  every 
day  less  boorish,  abandoned  his  awkward, 
slouching  gait,  borrjowed  a  leaf  from  the 
book  of  experience,  brushed  up  his  know- 
ledge, took  to  reading,  paid  some  attention 
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to  politicsi  and  also  to  costume ;  for 
the  fashion  began  at  length  to  exert  some 
influence  over  him*. 

All  these  things  had  been  silently  marked 
by  F^citd ;  and  she  accordingly  received 
him  every  time  he  made  his  appearance 
with  brighter  smiles  and  a  more  cheerful 
manner.  When,  however,  the  misfor- 
tunes which  '  we  have  related  occurred, 
in  common  with  the  whole  circle,  her 
manners  became  subdued,  and  she  loBt 
much  of  her  liveliness.  Joseph,  whose 
love  had  burned  more  strongly  than 
ever  during  his  constrained  absence,  was 
so  overjoyed  at  again  being  allowed  to 
visit  the  object  of  his  affection,  that  he 
did  not  feel  his  full  share  of  sorrow, 
and  was  therefore  somewhat  amazed  and 
perplexed  by  the  altered  manner  of  ¥6- 
licit^.  He  now  first  experienced  the  un- 
happiness  of  love,  the  consequence  of 
which  was  a  series  of  melancholy  fits 
that*  drew  forth  many  remarks  from 
his  observant  sister  Euphrosine.  But  at 
the     same    time,  .  as     we     have    before 
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said,  he  waa  unable  to  give  any  de^ 
finite  explanation  of  the  state  of  his 
feelings. 

On  the  morning  above  mentioned  he 
had  been  peculiarly  desponding,  and  con- 
sequently he  was  peculiarly  irritable. 
We  must  not  be  surprised,  therefore,  at 
the  angry  manner  in  which  he  had  in- 
terrupted his  dear  sister's  remark,  nor  at 
the  precipitation  with  which  he  fled  to 
the  street.  His  eyes  had  of  late,  how- 
ever, been  peifectly  opened,  and  he  now 
resolved  to  repair  instantly  to  Fdlicit^,  and 
put  an  end  to  his  suspense   at  once. 

Having  come  to  this  heroic  resolve, 
he  pressed  on  towards  the  place  of  his 
destination  with  rapid  steps.  As  he  ap^ 
proached  the  street,  however,  his  reso- 
lution and  his  steps  began  to  falter,  and 
when  he  arrived  in  sight  of  the  house, 
he  made  a  volte-face  and  commenced  a 
rapid  retreat.  This,  however,  was  but  a 
momentary  indecision ;  for  another  minute 
beheld  him  regaining  with  desperate 
energy  the  ground  he  had  lost. 
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"After  all/*  quotb  he,  as  he  placed 
his  hand  upon  the  bell-handle,  ^'I  am 
not  going  to  achieve  anything  so  very 
terrible.  Such  things  are  done  every 
day.  I  shall  just  ask  her  whether  she 
wiU  have  me  or  not.  If  she  will  have 
me,  good;  if  not — but  that  is  impossi- 
ble. Have  I  not  loved  her  for  ten 
years  and  more,  aye  ever  since  I  was 
a  little  boy  and  she  was  a  little  girl? 
And  has  she  ever  encouraged  any  one 
but  me  ?  It  is  ridiculous  to  be  afraid. 
I  wonder  I  have  not  spoken  years  ago." 

So  saying,  he  rung  the  bell,  though 
rather  timidly  for  a  determined  man. 

Having  done  so,  moreover,  he  turned 
pale. 

The  door  was  at  length  opened,  and 
in  he  walked. 

Madame  de  Chassereau  and  F^citd  lived 
on  the  second  floor. 

Joseph,  who  must  have  been  r.ather 
confused,  clambered  up  to  the  fourth  be-* 
fore  he  discovered  his  mistake.  He  then 
descended,    and    ran^  at    a  door  on  the 
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first  landing.  It  was  opened  by  a  valet, 
to  whom  Joseph  vouchsafed  a  consider- 
ably long  stare.     At  length  he  murmured  : 

*^  I  have  made  a  mistake." 

"  You  should  not  have  done  so,"  replied 
the  valet,  slamming  the  door. 

^'True,"  quoth  Joseph,  slowly  ascending 
to  the  second  floor.  He  now  remembered 
that  it  would  be  very  difficult  to  obtain 
a  t^te-t'tAe  with  F^cit^,  as  Madame  de 
Chassereau  lived  alone  with  her.  This, 
strange  to  say,  gave  him  courage,  and  he 
rang  with  some  degree  of  boldness. 

Georgette  opened  the  door,  and  ushered 
him  into  an  apartment,  where  to  his  surprise 
a  nd  confusion  Fdicit^  sat  alone. 

As  he  entered  she  whispered  to  him  to 
speak  in  a  low  voice,  for  Madame  de 
Chassereau  slept. 

''It  is  the  first  time,  poor  thing," 
she  said,  ''  that  she  has  had  any  rest 
since  the  disappearance  of  Agnes.  Na- 
ture has  at  length  asserted  its  empire, 
and  she  sleeps  tranquilly." 

"  I    am    glad    of    it,"    said    Joseph, 
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sitting  down,  and  falling  instantly  into  a 
reverie.  Felicity  looked  at  him  for  some 
time  with  a  smiling  countenance,  and  then 
inquired : 

'^Are  you  unwell  this  morning,  Jo- 
seph ?  Or  has  anything  happened  ?  You 
do  not  usually  visit  us  so  early." 

"  I  am  quite  well,"  he  replied ;  •*  that 
is  to  say,  as  well  as  can  be  expected." 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?" 

"There  is  no  news  of  Claude,  is 
there?"  inquired  Joseph,  evading  the 
question. 

"No.  Is  it  this  that  makes  you  ^d? 
You  promised  that  if  nothing  was  heard 
from  him,  you  would  follow  him  with 
Monsieur  Joubert." 

•"!•  will  go  this  morning,"  cried  Jo- 
seph, starting  up.  "I  will  go  this  very 
minute." 

"No,  you  shall  not,"  said  she,  lay- 
ing her  hand  upon  his  arm.  "  Sit  down, 
awhile,  and  let  us  talk.  I  have  a  great 
many  things  to  say  to  you." 

Joseph  sat  down,  murmuring : 
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^^I  have  a  great  many  things  to  say, 
also.'* 

^*  You  were  never  less  communicative, 
Joseph/*  cried  she,  laughing.  ''But  I 
must  make  you  talk.  How  is  Euphro- 
sine  this  morning?  How  is  Monsieur 
Lacreme?  What  is  the  news?  Have 
you  seen  Pelagie,  or  her  family  lately? 
Come,  tell  me  all  about  it." 

"  What  r*  thought  Joseph,  "  are  these 
the  things  she  has  to  say  to  me?  But 
I  see  how  it  is,  I  ought  to  speak  first. 
Ifl  don't,  Fm  a  Turk." 

TJien,  after  a  long  pause,  he  looked  hard 
at  F^icit^,  who  had  turned  away  her  head, 
and,  with  a  loud  voice,  uttered  hername. 

''  Bless  me  1"  she  exclaimed,  with  a  start, 
''  you  will  wake  my  sister.  Don't  talk  so 
loud,  pray." 

"Heaven  help  me!"  again  thought  Jo- 
seph, ''  what  a  fool  I  am  to  roar  at  her 
in  that  style.  Love  should  be  talked  of 
in  the  gentlest  tones." 

As  he  could  not  speak  when  F^licit^'s 
bright  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him,  he  waited 
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until  they  were  once  more  averted,  and  then, 
in  the  smallest  possible  tones,  whispered : 

"F^licitd!" 

She  did  not,  or  would  not  hear  him. 
Upon  this  all  the  blood  in  Joseph's  body 
seemed  to  rush  into  his  face,  and  he 
felt  more  than  half  inclined  to  relinquish 
an  enterprise  in  which  he  encountered 
80  many  difficulties.  He  resolved,  how- 
ever, upon  a  third  attempt ;  and  sud- 
denly, just  as  Fdlicit^  was  returning 
from  listening  at  the  door  of  Madame 
de  Chassereau's  apartment,  he  made  three 
steps  towards  her,  and  seizing  hold  of  her 
pretty  little  hand  in  both  his,  exclaimed  with 
more  warmth  than  he  had  ever  infused  into 
a  speech  before  : 

"  Upon  my  soul,  F^licitd,  I  love  you  !'' 

"  Joseph,"  murmured  she,  trying  or  pre- 
tending to  try  to  extricate  her  hand  from  his 
grasp,  "  what  are  you  talking  of?" 

The  young  man,  whose  eloquence  was 
for  a  moment  exhausted,  drew  her  to- 
wards   him,    and   passing  his   arm  round 
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her  waist,  remained  for  a  moment  si- 
lent. Then  perceiving  that  F^cit^  still 
resisted,  though  very  faintly,  and  remem- 
bering the  etiquette  of  love,  he  sank  down 
on  his  knees,  and  poured  forth  a  speech 
which  it  will  be  vain  to  endeavour  to 
repeat.  It  came  from  his  heart,  and 
passed  swiftly  into  that  of  her  he  loved. 
When  he  had  concluded,  she  gave  him 
her  hand,  and  frankly  confessed  her  senti- 
ments towards  him. 

The  conversation  that  ensued  would 
have  endured,  perhaps,  during  the  whole 
day,  had  not  Madame  de  Chassereau  joined 
them.  She  was  pale  and  thin,  the  mere 
shadow  of  what  she  had  been ;  but,  on  see- 
ing Joseph,  she  endeavoured  to  assume  a 
cheerful  aspect. 

^'Madame,"  said  he,  when  the  first 
greetings  were  over,  "  I  have  come  to 
say  that  I  intend,  if  Monsieur  Joubert 
is  ready,  to  set  off  this  very  morning 
on  the  track  of  Claude.  What  can  have 
become    of  him  I  am    unable   to  guess. 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  167 

He  has  been  gone  a  week,  and  there  are  no 
tidings  of  him." 

"  No,"  said  the  mother  of  Agnes,  "  and 
may  Heaven  grant  that  nothing  has  be. 
fallen  him !" 

Joseph,  to  whom  F^icit^  vouchsafed 
from  time  to  time  an  approving  glance, 
soon  took  his  leave,  determined  on  putting 
his  plan  into  execution.  Never  had  he 
been  in  such  high  spirits.  He  almost 
danced  along  the  street  in  the  direction 
of  Joubert's  lodging,  smiling  and  laughing 
as  he  proceeded,  and  feeling  inclined  to 
embrace  every  one  he  met.  On  reach- 
ing his  destination,  he  rushed  up  stairs, 
and  bursting  into  his  friend's  apartments 
something  after  the  fashion  of  a  burglar, 
and  seizing  him  in  his  arms,  gave  him 
a  hug  that  nearly  deprived  him  of  life. 

^*  God  bl^ss  me !"  exclaimed  the  phi- 
losopher, when  he  had  got  clear  of  him. 
''  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  Has 
Claude  come  back  ?" 

"No." 

"  Has  Miss  Agnes  re-appeared  ?" 
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"  No." 

"  Has  a  fortune  been  left  you  ?" 

*'  No." 

"  Is  there  a  revolution  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Then  you  are  mad !" 

Joseph  burst  out  into  a  roar  of  laughter, 
and  griping  hold  of  Joubert's  hand,  squeezed 
it  until  he  winced  again. 

"This  is  too  bad,  my  young  friend," 
cried  Joubert,  getting  out  of  temper. 
"  Come,  are  you  going  to  kill  me  ?  Hollo ! 
What  the  devil!  Mind  what  you  are 
about!     ru  kick  you!" 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  inflicting 
a  bruise  upon  Joseph's  shins  which  con- 
strained him  to  let  go  his  hold,  and  com- 
mence dancing  about  the  room. 

Having  thus  lightened  his  heart,  Joseph 
sat  down,  and  looking  at  Joubert,  who  still 
stood  in  wrathful  mood  in  the  middle  of 
the  room,  said  in  a  coaxing  tone  : 

"  Come,  now,  youVe  not  angry,  are 
you  ?" 

'*  Indeed,   but   I  am  though,"   said  the 
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philosopher y  shaking  his  head,  and  putting 
his  hands  behind  his  coat-tails.  ^*  I  con- 
sider myself  aggrieved.  I  don't  like  these 
boyish  tricks.  I'm  getting  old,  so  are  you : 
you  ought  to  begin  to  grow  sober." 

"  Well,  I  was  wrong,"  said  Joseph.  **  I 
ask  your  pardon  ;  but  I  could  not  help  it  I 
declare." 

"  Say  no  more,"  cried  the  philosopher. 
*'  I  have  forgiven  you  already.  But  you  did 
a  little  startle  me.  What  was  the  matter 
with  you  ?" 

Joseph  could  not  keep  it  in,  and  told  the 
whole  from  beginning  to  end. 

"  You're  a  happy  man,"  cried  Joubert. 

Joseph  upon  this  again  seized  his 
hand,  and  squeezed  it  as  violently  as  be- 
fore. The  tears  came  into  the  good  old 
man's  eyes ;  but  this  time  he  did  not  com- 
plain.  When  his  young  friend  relented,  he 
invited  him  to  sit  down  and  partake  of  a 
dejeuner  a  lafourchette, 

"  After  which,"  he  said,  "  we  will  think 
of  our  approaching  journey." 

Joseph^  who  had  but  half  breakfasted, 

VOL.    II.  1 
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willingly  accepted  his  offer ;  and  the  two 
friends  sat  down  in  high  spirits,  and  began 
to  talk  of  love. 

Joubert,  who,  as  the  reader  well  knows, 
was  an  old  boy,  seemed,  however,  marvel- 
lously to  relish  this  kind  of  conversation, 
though  a  tinge  of  melancholy  stole  over  him 
as  he  proceeded.  At  length,  when  Joseph 
had  pretty  nearly  exhausted  himself,  he 
said: 

*'My  dear  friend,  you  have  doubtless 
observed  with  what  attention  I  have  listened 
to  your  conversation,  and,  also,  that  it  has 
slightly  dashed  my  spirits.  Were  this  the 
opportunity — ^had  I  now  the  courage — I 
could  fully  explain  the  reason.  I  have  not 
been  so  fortunate  as  you  are  likely  to  be, 
Joseph.  I  cannot  now  tell  why.  But 
you  can  see  yourself  that  I  am  a  lonely  old 
man.  Come,  if  yoiTwill  allow  me,  I  will 
read  you  some  verses  that  I  have  com- 
posed. I  put  the  finishing  touch  to  them 
only  yesterday.  I  will  read  them  to  you, 
my  excellent  young  friend  ;  that  is,  if  I 
am  not  troubling  you." 
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"  Not  at  all,"  cried  Joseph.  ''  I  shall 
be  delighted.  I  am  just  in  the  temper  to 
listen  to  a  love  piece." 

Joubert  went  to  a  secretaire  and  drew 
forth  a  sort  of  portfolio ;  from  which,  after 
a  good  deal  of  fumbling,  he  produced  a 
large  sheet  of  paper. 

'*  Here  they  are,"  said  he,  forcing  a 
smile.  *'You  can  see  I  must  be  getting 
rather  old  when  I  pester  a  young  head  like 
yours  with  my  silly  complaints." 

*'  Then  you  are  going  to  be  melan- 
choly ?"  inquired  Joseph,  preparing  to 
look  serious. 

**  You  shall  hear,"  quoth  Joubert,  sitting 
down,  and  leaning  forward  with  his  elbows 
on  his  knees,  in  a  posture  far  from  graceful, 
but  calculated  to  hide  either  his  blushes  or 
his  tears  from  the  attentive  Joseph.  He 
then  began : 

REMINISCENCES. 

Come  sit  with  me  upon  this  bank. 
The  day,  old  friend,  is  ebbing  fast ; 

Come  sit  with  me,  and  let  us  talk 
Of  happy  moments  past. 

I  2 
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Dost  thou  remember,  dearest  friend  ? — 

Thou  canst  not  sure  foiget. 
For  Nature  in  these  hills  and  vales. 

Wears  the  same  aspect  yet.     ' 
Thou  canst  not  sure  forget  the  day 
When,  all  unconscioiis  in  our  play. 
We  woke  with  shouts  the  echoes  gay ; 
For  up  the  side  of  yon  green  hill. 

By  hedge-rows  flanked,  by  trees  o'erhung. 
Upward  from  the  glassy  rill 

That  shines  the  flowery  meads  among, 
Upwaid  wmds  the  same  lane  stiH, 

Where  we  frolicked  free  when  young. 
Man  changes,  but  the  rural  scene 
Remains  as  it  has  ever  been. 
And  now  we  both  are  growing  old. 

Life  is  but  a  passing  breath. 
Even  our  ringlets,  once  of  gold. 

Turn  pale  at  the  approach  of  death. 
■And  yet  I  love  to  act  again, — 

For  'tis  the  only  joy 
That  doth  to  the  old  man  remain. 
Within  his  inmost  soul  to  feign 

He  once  more  is  a  boy. 
I  say  I  love  in  thought  to  track 
Through  the  long  years  my  pathway  back. 

And  seem  again  to  be 
The  loved  of  her  who  now  is  gone. 
And  sleeps  beneath  the  white  grave-stone 

Remembered  but  by  me. 
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When  I  was  young  and  she  was  fiEur, 
We  were  a  light,  unthinking  pair. 

And  glided  down  the  stream  of  time. 
Nor  heeded  what  the  sages  say. 

That  when  we  leave  this  sunny  climea. 
We  sink  to  where  there  is  no  day. 
Yes !  we  were  happy  for  awhile. 
And  did  with  love  the  hours  beguile. 

Our  souls  with  woe  unstained ; 
But  ah !  too  eagerly  we  tasted 
Life's  joys,  and  then  when  these  were  wasted 

The  bitter  draught  remained. 
No  lasting  pleasure  did  we  sip. 

For  death  came  by  with  stealthy  pace, 

Anji  breathed  upon  her  beauteous  face 
Whilst  yet  the  smUe  hung  round  her  lip. 
And  o'er  her  visage  fiedntly  shone 
As  twilight  gleams  when  day  is  gone ; 
Or  as  when  with  a  wing  of  light, 

A  dove  gleams  distant  in  the  sky. 

Then  melts  and  leaves  the  aching  eye 
Seeking  in  vain  to  track  its  flight. 
So  passed  that  smile,  and  with  it  passed 
A  soul  that  loved  me  to  the  last. 
On  me,  I  say,  she  smiled  and  died ; 
But  Memory  often  to  her  side 

Jjcads  me  to  see  that  smile  once  more. 
It  bloomed  upon  her  lips  to  &de 
Like  some  sweet  flower  in  noxious  shade> 

And  then  her  cares  were  o'er. 
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She  weQt ;  and  I  was  left,  old  friend. 

And  that  I  grieved  you  knon^. 
For  care  my  frame  so  sore  did  rend. 

It  seemed  I,  too,  should  go. 
But  I  am  here,  and  passion  now 

Is  quenched  within  my  heart ; 
Of  her  with  an  unruffled  brow 
I  talk  and  am  as  cahn  as  thou, 

But  yet  'twas  hard  to  part. 
Think  not  I  am  a  child  again. 
For  Memory  with  her  brings  no  pain : — 

'Tis  age  that  shakes  this  withered  hand ; 
And  if  these  eyes  grow  dim  and  wet, 
Think  not  I  am  a  lover  yet, 

'Tis  friendship  doth  demand 
The  tears  that  bathe  this  furrowed  chedc  :— • 
I  am  an  old  man  fond  and  weak. 

'*  You  see/'  quoth  he,  after  he  had  con- 
cluded this  poem,  '*  it  is  all  fancy,  quite  a 
fanciful  piece.  There  is  no  truth  in  it. 
But — the  feelings,  Joseph,  I  suppose  I  must 
answer  for.  All  the  rest  is  pure  fiction ; 
nothing  else,  I  assure  you." 

"  By  Heaven !"  cried  Joseph,  who  was 
no  critic,  and  happened  to  be  in  just  the 
mood  to  admire,  **you  are  one  of  the 
greatest  poets  that  ever  lived." 
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Joubert  smiled. 

"  You  are  my  friend,"  said  he.  *'  If 
you  were  not,  you  would  reflect  that  this  is 
not  the  poetry  of  intellect,  but  of  feeling. 
I  can  only  describe  my  own  heart.  To  be 
a  great  poet  one  must  embrace  all  human 
nature.  There  is  a  very  prevalent  mistake 
amongst  the  younger  authors  of  this  age. 
They  think  that  because  in  the  first  eflfer- 
vescence  of  youth,  in  some  bright  and 
happy  moments,  they  are  enabled  to  ex- 
press a  few  of  the  elementary  feelings  of 
mankind  in  tolerably  correct  and  even 
warm  language,  that  it  is  their  mission  to 
instruct  the  world.  A  sad  mistake,  this  I 
Poetry  is  so  natural  to  man,  that  every  one 
who  has  any  command  of  words  can  pro- 
duce it  in  some  of  its  humbler  branches. 
We  have  merely  to  catch  the  time  when: 
our  thoughts  are  either  tuned  harmo- 
niously by  happiness,  or  precipitated  for- 
wards by  passion.  But  it  is  erroneous  to 
suppose,  that  because  success  attends  some- 
times these  desultory  efltorts,  therefore  we 
are  poets.     The  very  state  of  mind  which 
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caused  our  first  success  is  necessarily 
passed  when  we  begin  to  reflect  on  and 
admire  our  own  skill ;  and  then  unless  we 
feel  within  us  the  divine  impulse  we 
should  do  well  to  forbear.  But  we  are  for«* 
getting  Claude/' 

Joseph,  who  had  not  paid  much  atten- 
tion to  this  dissertatioui  might  have  an- 
swered :  "  I  have  not  forgotten  him ;"  for 
he  had  been  planning  their  journey.  He 
now  communicated  his  thoughts  to  his 
friend  ;  and  it  was  determined  they  should 
set  off  for  Senlis  that  evening.  This  re- 
solution was  accordingly  carried  into  effect. 

Before  Joseph  departed,  however,  he 
went  home  and  asked  pardon  of  his  sister, 
confessed  that  he  had  proved  a  tyrant  to 
her,  and  promised  to  amend  in  future. 
She,  on  her  part,  having  come  to  an  under- 
standing with  Lacreme,  received  his  over- 
tures of  peace  with  wonderful  graciousness. 
So  they  parted  mutually  satisfied  with  each 
other.  As  usual  between  two  contending 
parties,  the  most  persevering  obtained  most 
concessions. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


A    BAINY   NIGHT. 


Let  us  take  a  bolder  flight  than  we 
have  yet  ventured  on,  and  transport  our 
readers,  not  indeed  to  the  antipodes,  but 
to  Senlis,  a  place  situated,  as  geographers 
are  aware,  some  ten  leagues  north  of 
Paris.  We  would  look  around  us  and 
describe,  but  have  no  time ;  for  one  of 
the  .  most  persevering  rain-storms  ever 
known  to  have  visited  that  part  of  the 
country  in  July,  is  pelting  about  our 
ears.  Many  of  the  more  acute  of  the 
inhabitants  had  observed,  during  the  day, 
the  quarrelsome  disposition  of  the  atmos- 

I  3 
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phere,  and  had  housed  themselves  in  good 
time,  trusting  that  Providence  would  in-^ 
spire  equally  prudent  dispositions  into  the 
hearts  of  their  neighbours.  But  the  greater 
number  of  the  citizens,  whose  business 
had  called  them  abroad,  returned  home 
on  the  run,  so  that  before  night  had  quite 
closed  in,  the  fair  Princess,  whom  Aladdin 
took  to  wife,  might  have  enjoyed  a  bath 
in  a  solitude  unconstrained  by  a  royal  or- 
donnance. 

For  a  long  time,  however,  the  bright 
glare  of  many  a  fire  Illuminated  whole 
ranges  of  windows,  and  the  cheerful  gleams 
struggling  through  the  darkness,  disclosed 
to  whoever  might  glance  forth  down 
the  streets  from  the  casements  of  some 
of  those  houses,  which  here  and  there 
irregularly  encroach  upon  the  pavement, 
as  it  were  a  dim  forest  of  attenuated  liquid 
shafts,  which,  streaming  from  the  clouds 
above,  sank  upon  the  earth  to  shiver 
into  a  thousand  fragments.  By  degrees, 
as  the  eye  became  accustomed  to  the 
scene,    the   strange  and  various  forms  of 
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the  roofs  seemed  to  come  out,  one  by  one, 
from  the  darkness,  and  ever  and  anon, 
as  the  shower  temporarily  abated  from 
various  parts  of  the  town,  the  lofty  antique 
steeple  of  the  church  might  be  seen,  as  if 
supporting  the  vast  canopy  of  gloom  that 
Overhung  the  earth. 

A  little  apart  from  the  other  houses, 
at  a  point  where  the  high-road  enters 
Senlis,  stood  a  building,  or  pile  of  build- 
ings, from  the  centre  of  which  rose  a 
pointed-roofed  tower,  which,  possessing  no 
classical  associations,  and  being  renowned 
for  few  murders,  would,  perhaps,  have 
been,  on  any  other  night,  scarcely  ho- 
noured with  a  glance  from  the  traveller. 
On  the  present  occasion  it  was  calculated 
to  draw  considerable  attention  for  two 
reasons  :  the  first  being  that  it  presented 
rather  an  extraordinary  spectacle,  wrapped 
as  it  was  in  a  flood  of  rain,  which  poured 
from  its  eaves  like  the  hair  of  Grenevi^ve 
when  she  walked  forth  to  fulfil  her  fan- 
tastic tyrant's  commands ;  but  the  second 
reason  was  no  other  than  this,  that  pen- 
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dant  from  a  huge  beam  which  projected 
from  the  sturdy  side  of  this  same  tower^ 
swung  to  and  fro  a  huge  sign-board, 
which  in  its  uncouth  but  hospitable  lan- 
guage, bid  welcome  to  the  wayfarer. 

A  very  remarkable  circumstance  here 
demands  our  attention.  The  Cerf  Agile 
Auberge  having  been  erected  at  different 
periods  of  time,  presented  on  its  upper 
surface  undulations  so  diversified,  that  it 
would  seem  the  only  rule  followed  in  its 
construction  had  been  to  act  in  defiance  of 
all  rule.  It  was  not,  however,  until  the 
present  assemblage  of  fragments  had  ac- 
quired a  tolerable  degree  of  antiquity, 
that  some  monied  or  enterprising  proprie- 
tor had  been  induced  by  philanthropy  or 
other  considerations— -we  are  not  acute  in 
assigning  motives — to  undertake  gathering 
the  deposits  of  storms  into  a  species  of 
aqueduct,  which,  enveloping  the  whole 
system  of  buildings,  should  at  stated  points 
out  of  a  serpent's  or  dragon's  jaws,  dis- 
charge its  contents  upon  the  street  or 
yard  below.      By  some  unfortunate  mis- 


THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  181 

calculation,  one  of  the  aforesaid  monsters : 
had  heen  placed  so  as  to  act,  when  shelter 
was  most  needed,  as  a  lion  in  the  path 
of  any  aspirant  for  mercenary  hospitality, 
that  is  to  say,  discharged  with  geometrical 
precision^  all  through  the  rainy  season,  a 
cataract  of  no  inconsiderable  magnitude 
upon  the  pavement,  exactly  in  front  of 
the  doorway* 

What  was  thus  lost  in  comfort^  how- 
ever, was  gained  in  symmetry ;  and  with 
this  thought  no  doubt  the  owner  com* 
forted  himself  when  he  discovered  the  in- 
convenience of  the  dragon  in  question* 
At  any  rate,  ho  attempt  at  reformation 
was  made,  and  the  worthy  Jean  Bergerac 
bequeathed  the  nuisance  to  his  son  Thomas^ 
who  for  forty  years  vowed  he  would  do 
away  with  it<  Death,  however,  at  length 
seized  him ;  and  Mathurin,  who  succeeded, 
took  the  whole  auherge^  "  for  better  for 
worse,"  and  imagining  that  abuses  which 
had  lasted  for  generations  had  obtained 
a  kind  of  prescriptive  right  to  existence, 
made   up   his   mind,   being    moreover  of 
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a  somewhat  phlegmatic  disposition,  that 
iti  foul  weather  he  might  lay  his  head 
upon  his  pillow,  and  '^  miscalculate  his 
profits  and  his  losses  with  tolerable  inex- 
actitude." 

On  the  night  we  are  endeavouring  to 
commemorate,  the  inmates  of  the  Cerf 
Agile  were  consequently  few  in  number. 
The  landlord,  his  wife,  three  servants,  and 
two  travellers  alone  occupied  it ;  and  these 
were  distributed  in  various  uncontiguous 
apartments.  Each  of  these  apartments 
was  as  different  from  the  other  as  the 
several  dates  at  which  the  rules  of  architec- 
ture had  been  sinned  against  in  their  con- 
struction, might  have  led  one  to  expect ; 
but  they  were  all  plunged  in  a  repose 
which  would  have  resembled  that  of  the 
grave,  had  it  not  been  for  an  occasional 
snore,  or  the  stealthy  but  hasty  passage 
of  a  mouse  or  two  from  hole  to  hole,  or 
the  more  daring  tread  of  a  rat,  or  the 
prolonged  hooting  of  an  owl  from  some 
sheltered  recess;  or  in  fine,  the  mono- 
tonous down-pouring  of  the  rain. 
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"  The  time,  nevertheless,  at  length  came 
when  the  slumbers  of  the  hoasehold  were 
to  be  broken,  and  their  dreams  dispersed. 
They  did  not,  one  by  one,  lazily,  list- 
lessly, raise  their  night-caps  from  their 
pillows,  but  each  and  all,  as  if  under  the 
influence  of  a  galvanic  battery,  suddenly 
assumed  the  semi-perpendicular  ;  and  even 
before  the  veil  of  slumber  was  removed 
from  their  eves,  their  auricular  senses 
were  taken  by  storm,  and  a  cohort  of 
confused  sounds  poured  in,  pell-mell, 
helter-skelter,  upon  their  confused  brains, 
so  that  Condillac's  problem  was  resolved 
in  an  instant,  and  perception  and  con- 
sciousness may  henceforth  with  safety  be 
regarded  as  synonymous  terms. 

This  was  not,  however,  the  first  re- 
flection that  presented  itself  to  the  mind 
of  these  sleepers-awakened.  Their  ideas 
took  a  vaster  flight,  and  the  conclusion 
they  unanimously  arrived  at,  was  that  the 
end  of  the  world  was  come  ;  the  less  poeti- 
cal and  more  sensible  of  them,  however, 
soon    abandoned    so    unphilosophical    an 
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opinion^  and  cheered  by  the  Platonic  doc- 
trine of  the  eternity  of  the  world  con- 
tented themselves  with  imagining  that 
something  was  certainly  doing.  In  this 
they  were  partly  right :  there  was  certainly 
a  great  cry,  but  whether  much  wool  re- 
sulted will  be  seen  hereafter. 

By  the  time  the  first  leg  was  protruded 
from  the  bed,  and  ere  the  uncertain  toe 
had  ascertained  the  existence  of  a  floor, 
a  great  deal  of  the  uncertainty  that  before 
prevailed  had  vanished,  and  it  became 
evident  that  the  doors  and  shutters  facing 
the  road  were  serving  as  drums  to  a  number 
of  unknown  musicians,  who  accompanied 
their  somewhat  savage  symphony  by  yells 
seemingly  of  veritable  Huron  origin,  and 
by  a  certain  strange  sound  which,  to  an 
unprejudiced  mind,  might  have  appeared 
to  bear  a  striking  resemblance  to  that 
usually  emitted  by  a  horn. 

But  Jeanneton,  the  servant-maid>  mis-* 
took  it  for  the  shriek  of  a  demon ;  whilst 
her  imagination  translated  the  other  sounds 
into  the  complaints  of  his  victims. 
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This  being  the  case,  nothing  remained 
for  her  to  do  but  to  pull  her  head  under 
the  bed-clothes,  and  conjure  the  Virgin 
Mary  to  fly  to  her  assistance. 

The  landlord  made  a  more  probable  con- 
jecture, it  occurring  to  him  about  this  time 
that  the  house  was  attacked  by  brigands  ; 
for,  said  he,  syllogistically,  no  honest 
travellers  make  a  noise;  these  persons 
make  a  noise,  ergo^  &c.  He  began  accord- 
ingly with  a  lusty  voice  to  call  upon  the 
hostler  to  go  down  and  discharge  a  volley 
of  musketry  upon  the  besiegers ;  these 
orders,  however,  were  not  heard ;  for 
having  arrived  more  speedily  by  the  method 
of  induction  at  the  same  conclusion,  the 
said  functionary  deemed  it  more  consistent 
with  his  dignity  to  seize  upon  a  huge  bell 
that  had  formerly  adorned  the  dew-lap  of 
a  cow,  and  throw  open  a  window,  whence, 
in  spite  of  the  wind  and  the  rain,  he  began 
to  sound  the  tocsin,  expecting  to  bring  all 
Senlis  to  his  assistance.  Whether  he  was 
heard   or    not    has   never  transpired;  we 
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would  rather  believe  the  latter,  as  no  one 
answered  the  appeal. 

It  would  be  wrong,  however,  to  omit 
mentioning  that  the  gallant  Mathurin 
would  have  peppered  the  bandits  with  his 
own  hand,  had  not  his  trembling  wife,  as 
he  afterwards  confessed,  detained  him  from 
the  field  of  glory  by  encircling  him  with 
her  arms  and  protesting,  that  his  first  duty 
was  to  remain  by  her  side  and  defend  her 
honour  and  her  life. 

Meanwhile  the  leg  and  toe  above-men- 
tioned had  reached  their  destination ;  or  in 
other  words  one  of  the  travellers  who  had 
sought  the  shelter  of  the  Cerf  Agile  about 
the  commencement  of  the  tempest  leaped 
out  of  bed. 

*'  If  this  noise  continues,"  said  he  feel- 
ing about  for  his  clothes,  '^  I  shall  not 
sleep  a  wink  more  to-night ;  and  if  I  do 
not  sleep  a  wink,  I  shall  proceed  on  my 
journey  to-morrow  with  a  heavier  head 
than  usual." 

It  was  fortunate  the  young  man  did  not 
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attach  any  great  importance  to  this  remark 
as  it  was  not  destined  even  to  reach  his  own 
ears,  which  were  fully  occupied  in  drinking 
in  the  ringing  of  the  bell,  the  pattering  of 
the  rain,  the  whistling  of  the  wind,  and 
the  other  discordant  noises  above  specified. 
Before  he  was  half-dressed,  the  fracas  had 
reached  such  a  height  that  he  judged  it  ex- 
pedient to  fumble  for  a  cudgel  he  had  de- 
posited afiectionately  in  some  corner,  and 
having  possessed  himself  of  this,  to  sally 
forth  into  the  dark  passage  without  any 
very  matured  plan  of  operations.  As, 
however,  he  was  somewhat  scientific  in  the 
use  of  the  weapon  he  wielded,  he  skipped 
along  the  cold  stony  floor,  making  lunges, 
feints,  and  parades  as  he  advanced ;  until, 
at  length,  with  the  awkward  unreasonable- 
ness of  a  man  of  speculation,  he  contrived 
with  the  point  of  his  weapon  to  encounter 
with  a  smart  push,  just  below  the  girdle, 
another  of  the  temporary  inhabitants  of 
this  castle  which  Don  Quixotte  with  some 
reason  would  have  deemed  enchanted. 
**  Qmhus    deer  at    inirmcus^    per     amicos 
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oppressij^  exclaimed  the  sufferer  as  soon  as 
his  lungs,  which  had  heen  forcibly  deprived 
of  air  could  recover  their  elasticity ;  "  that  is 
to  say,  my  young  friend — *' 

"  M.  Joubert  1"  cried  Joseph  putting 
his  stick  under  his  arm. 

"  The  same.  Can  you  tell  me  what  all 
this  bother  is  about  ?" 

'^As  I  hope  to  be  saved,  I  know  no 
more  than  my  stick." 

"  Your  stick  does  not  know  what  it  is 
about,"  quoth  M,  Joubert  gently  rubbing 
the  part  affected  with  the  tops  of  three  of 
his  fingers,  and  avoiding  to  let  his  young 
friend  discover  that  he  experienced  any  in- 
convenience. **  Let  us,  however,  ex- 
plore." 

At  this  moment  the  inharmonious  ring- 
ing of  the  bell,  which  has  before  been  men- 
tioned, suddenly  ceased,  and  a  trap  door 
almost  immediately  above  the  two  friends 
opening,  down  came  the  hostler  at  one 
bound,  stretching  the  unprepared  speaker 
upon  the  floor. 

**  What  the    devil  is  the  matter  with 
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you  ?*'  exclaimed  the  latter,  all  his  classical 
allusions  vanishing  from  his  hrain.  His 
activity,  however,  did  not  desert  him ;  for 
starting  to  his  feet  he  doubled  his  fist,  and 
aiming  somewhat  at  random,  planted  a 
sturdy  blow  upon  the  unprepared  ribs  of 
Joseph. 

**  Quits !"  cried  the  National  Guard  step- 
ping back  to  avoid  a  second  infliction,  and 
in  so  doing,  bursting  open  the  door  of  the 
apartment  where  lay  our  host  and  his  wife, 
from  whose  mouth  issued  a  roar  of  indes- 
cribable terror. 

Meanwhile  the  hostler  who  had  rolled  to 
some  distance,  began  to  groan  as  if  at  the 
last  extremity. 

^^  Friend,''  said  Joubert  approaching  him 
cautiously,  "  what  ails  you  ?'* 

**  Why,"  repUed  the  fellow,  who  imagin- 
ed he  had  killed  somebody,  "  a  piece  of  my 
head,  with  my  left  eye  has  been  knocked 
off.'' 

"  WeU,"  coolly  observed  M.  Joubert, 
"  the  only  thing  we  can  do  is,  if  possible, 
to  open  a  parley  with  these  desperadoes ; 
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we  will  afterwards  get  a  candle  and  look 
for  your  eye." 

At  the  same  time,  however,  he  felt  the 
rotund  scull  of  the  fiadlen  man,  and  dis* 
covering  no  indentation,  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  if  he  had  been  deprived  of  any 
superfluity  the  expense  of  a  surgical  opera- 
tion had  been  saved. 

We  must  here  pause  to  observe  that,  as 
many  ripples  are  raised  by  a  pebble  being 
thrown  into  the  water,  so  all  these  impor- 
tant little  events,  arose  from  a  well-directed 
stone.  Many  a  catapult  has  been  dis- 
charged with  less  effect.  The  truth  was, 
that  one  of  the  strangers  hearing  their  own 
uproar  responded  to  only  by  another  nearly 
as  great,  had  launched  a  smooth  round 
flint  with  so  cunning  a  hand  that  if  he  had 
not  deprived  the  poor  hostler  of  one  of  his 
peepers,  it  had  at  least  deepened  the  natu- 
rally dark  colour  of  the  skin  around  it  into 
black;  in  what  manner  this  barbarian's  pro* 
ceeding  was  visited  upon  the  besiegers  will 
be  seen  hereafter. 

Joseph,   meanwhile,  had    succeeded   in 
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drawing  forth  the  reluctant  Mathurin  from 
his  room,  partly  by  persuasion,  and 
partly  by  force,  and  presently  a  cheering 
gleam  was  emitted  by  a  candle,  which 
Madame  now  modestly  pushed  forth  from 
under  cover  of  the  door.  The  four  men,  viz. 
the  host,  the  hostler,  Joseph  and  Joubert, 
then  advanced  to  the  end  of  the  corridor 
where  was  a  window  adjoining  the  head  of 
the  staircases. 

**  Let  us  open  this/'  said  the  prudent 
Mathurin,  '^  and  inquire  what  are  their 
intentions." 

This  machiavelian  policy  was  approved 
of  and  carried  into  effect.  The  glare  of 
light,  however,  by  which  they  were  sur- 
rounded, prevented  them  from  perceiving 
ought  but  a  wall  of  darkness. 

**Who,  and  what  are  you?"  cried  the 
host  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  emotion  or 
old  age. 

''  Pilgrims — ^benighted — wet — hungry — 
thirsty — ^maimed,  &c.,"  was  the  laconic 
reply  from  one  evidently  on  horseback  and 
possessed  of   the  most  unmusical  throat 
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that  ever  answered  a  question.  To  say  it 
was  ''  like  the  east- wind  singing  through  a 
cranny,"  would  be  no  adequate  description ; 
because  that  would  give  an  idea  of  too 
much  regularity  or  monotony.  But  the 
voice  of  the  stranger  possessed  every  variety 
of  inflection  compatible  with  the  absence 
of  all  harmony.  It  was  really  surprising 
how  he  could  vary  his  tones  and  not  by 
accident  give  utterance  to  one  that  was 
pleasing  to  the  ear. 

**  If  so/'  quoth  Mathurin,  taking  cou- 
rage at  the  pacific  or  at  least  equivocal 
response  he  had  received,  "  it  is  evident  you 
are  rogues  and  vagabonds ;  and  Monsieur 
le  Maire — " 

"  For  Monsieur  le  Maire,"  interrupted 
the  former  speaker,  "  we  do  not  care  a 
rush.  Perhaps  we  shall  cite  you  before 
him  to-morrow  for  turning  a  stream  over 
the  top  of  your  house,  with  the  malicious 
intent  of  drowning  the  weary  travellers  who 
seek  shelter  at  your  inhospitable  door. 
Barbarian,  you  shall  be  trounced  for  this, 
else  may  my  spurs  be  taken  from  me." 
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"  Shall  we  begin  again  ?''  inquired  an- 
other voice. 

'*  Shall  we    or    not  ?       Yes,    or  no  ? 
Peace  or  war  ?"  cried  several  others. 

"  War  to  the  knife,"  replied  the  horse- 
man. 

The  order  was  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth, 
when   a   stone,  discharged   from  a  skilful 
band,  deprived  Mathurin  of  his  night-cap, 
which  had  fortunately  been  lifted  up  during 
the  first  access  of  fright,  upon  the  points  of 
his    hair;     but     further    hostilities    were 
checked  by  the  voice  of  Joseph,  who  shouted 
to    them  to  have  patience  for  a  moment, 
and  then  seizing  the  host's  arm  led  him 
down  stairs,    and  placing  him    before  the 
door    desired    hini    to    open   it.      Fright, 
however,  had  so  deprived  the  worthy  man 
of  his  faculties,  that   the  hostler  was  com- 
pelled to  perform  the  duty  of  porter. 

The  light  which  now  burst  forth  from 
the  wide  flung  door,  though  the  candle's 
flame  streamed  and  flickered  in  the  first 
gust  of  wind,  enabled  the  strangers  to 
discover  that  on  either   side  the   cataract 
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before  alluded  to,  they  could  pass  in  safety. 
They  did  not,  however,  immediately  avail 
themselves  of  this  opportunity. 

'*  Your  stable  door,"  cried  the  spokesman 
of  the  party,  the  peculiarity  of  whose  voice 
was  enhanced  by  the  efforts  it  made  to 
struggle  with  the  wind  as  it  came  sweeping 
over  the  neighbouring  fields. 

**  Qar^on,  attend  to  the  horses,"  said 
the  landlord  to  the  hostler,  with  timely  pre- 
sence of  mind  placing  his  hand  before  the 
candle  and  leaning  forward  with  anxious 
visage  to  endeavour  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
mysterious  travellers.  Through  his  fingers 
the  red  light  worked  its  way,  and  the  glare 
cast  upon  his  elongated  features  and  his 
half  clothed  breast  and  shoulders,  com- 
municated to  his  appearance  a  romantic 
air  which,  had  the  company  without  been 
painters,  would  almost  have  tempted  them 
to  take  him  off  in  water  colours  as  be  stood. 
The  open  countenance,  and  sturdy,  erect 
figure  of  Joseph  would  have  formed  no  bad 
contrast,  whilst  the  diminutive  and  precise 
M.  Joubert,  with  the  hostler  who  was  sulkily 
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taking  down  a  lantern  to  obey' his  master's 
commands,  would  have  completed  'the  living 
elements  of  the  scene.  The  dirty  stained 
walls  of  the  passagei,  the*  ancient  and  well* 
worn  boards  of  the  floor,  the  dim  white 
ceiling  which  retreated  back*  over  a  gloomy^ 
labyrinth  of  doacs  and  passages  would  have 
heightened  the  effect  of  the  group,  which, 
as  seen  through  the  medium  of  a  shower 
and  a  column  of  water  which  sparkled  like 
silver  in  the  rays  of  the  candle,  really 
merited  an  attention,  which  perhaps,  the 
only  persons  who  were  favourably  enough 
situated  to  observe  it,  neglected  to  bestow. 
The  perseverance  of  the  extraordinary 
visitors  in  not  entering  until  their  beasts 
were  housed,  only  sharpened  the  curiosity 
of  the  hostler,  who  delayed  the  epoch  of 
its  satisfaction  by  lingering  some  time  in 
the  passage  ere  he  departed  through  the 
interior  of  the  house  towards  the  stable. 
When  he  had  opened  the  great  gate, 
four  dripping  horses  were  driven  in,  •  whilst 
their  owners  all  proceeded  to  the  principal 
entrance,    having    gained    which  without 
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inconvenience  they  slowly  passed  along  the 
passage,  whilst  the  inmates  of  the  inn, 
stood  hy  in  a  row  to  observe  them,  and 
entered  the  parlour  without  having  uttered  a 
word.  They  were  immediately  followed  by 
the  host,  M.  Joubert  and  Joseph,  all  of 
whom  were  anxious  in  the  extreme  to 
know  something  more  of  such  odd  people. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


A   BATCH    OF    ORIGINALS. 


^  But  the  order  in  which  the  strangers  en- 
tered the  inn,  and  the  gravity  of  their  step, 
allowed  time  for  noticing  their  chief  outward 
peculiarities. 

First  came  a  little  man  with  a  jacket  of 
pea-green,  a  broad  belt  of  chamois  leather, 
now  stained  with  wet  and  supporting  a  brief 
sword,  a  pair  of  leather  breeches,  top  boots 
and  spurs.  On  the  summit  of  this  figure 
stood  a  head,  in  size  out  of  all  proportion 
with  the  body  and  surmounted  by  a  hun- 
ter's cap  ridiculously  small.  His  face  look- 
ed like  the  sides  of  a  huge  acorn  swelling 
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over  the  edges  of  its  cup ;  it  was  good  hu- 
moured in  the  extreme,  though  hard  and 
weather-beaten.  One  of  his  hands,  cased 
in  huge  white  gloves,  negligently  reposed 
upon  his  hip,  the  other  swung  by  his  side 
in  a  manner  which  showed  that  its  owner 
knew  well  what  to  do  with  it. 

Next  to  this  elegant  personage  followed 
a  second  who  had  the  advantage  of  him  in 
height,  but  in  nought  else.  His  white  and 
red  face  expressed  supreme  silliness,  and 
though  his  shoulders  were  broad  the  other 
portions  of  his  perton  did  not  correspond 
with  the  appearance  of  strength  which  this 
gave  him.  His  arms  and  costume,  as  well 
as  those  of  the  two  succeeding  individuals, 
were  exactly  similar  except  in  scale  to 
those  of  the  first  traveller. 

The  third  person,  still  a  little  taller,  was 
a  pale-faced  mortal  who  would  have  been 
handsome  had  not  the  lower  half  of  his 
head  been  placed  somewhat  on  one  side,  so 
that  his  mouth  was  under  his  right  eye. 

Succeeding  him  came  a  sort  of  giant  who 
was  as  much  taller  than  the  third  traveller 
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as  he  was  than  the  second,  and  he  again 
than  the  first.  The  shortest  indeed  of  these 
personages  was  four  feet  six,  and  the  tallest 
six  feet  four.  He  was  distinguished  from 
his  companions  hy  another  circumstance, 
which  was,  that  hy  his  gesture  it  was  easy 
to  guess  that  he  had  received  some  injury 
on  the  left  shoulder. 

The  host  was  about  to  inquire  what  was 
the  matter,  when  ill  eyes  were  attracted  by 
the  fifth  comer  who  advanced  a  little  in  the 
rear  of  the  rest.  He  was  a  man  of  gentle- 
manly appearance,  enveloped  in  a  vast 
black  mantle,  beneath  which  glanced  a  pair 
of  silver  spurs.  His  head  was  defended  by 
a  slouched  hat,  which  on  entering  he  raised 
slightly  to  salute  the  inmates  of  the  inn, 
and  uncovered  a  high  forehead,  a  handsome 
but  thin  countenance,  dark  as  that  of  a 
Spaniard,  eyes  deep  set  and  brilliant,  lips 
surmoiinted  by  a  black  moustache,  and  a 
nose  rather  aquiline,  with  nostrils  so  deli- 
cate that  they  imparted  an  unusual  expres- 
sion to  this  feature.  His  hair  hung  in 
ringlets  of  pt  least  eight  inches  in  length 
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over  his  shoulders,  and  from  his  long  neck 
was  turned  hack  an  elegant  lace-edged 
collar  confined  hy  a  silk  handkerchief  in 
which  glittered  a  diamond  pin.  In  spite  of 
the  splendour  of  his  dress,  however,  and 
the  pains  taken  to  conceal  the  fact,  it  was 
evident  this  gentleman  was,  to  say  the  least, 
half  a  century  old. 

'*  Ck>me  avete  passata  la  notteV*  inquired 
he,  bowing  gracefully  to  all  around  as  he 
halted  at  the  further  extremity  of  the  par- 
lour. 

"  Malamente,'^  replied  Joubert. 

The  stranger  cast  a  half  wrathful  glance 
at  him  and  proceeded  : 

"  Kmnen  sie  uns  diese  Nacht  beherbergen  ?*' 

This  was  addressed  to  the  landlord,  who 
opened  wide  his  eyes,  and  having  fixed 
them  awhile  on  the  speaker  turned  to  Jou- 
bert who  had  unconsciously  assumed  the 
office  of  interpreter. 

"  The  gentleman  wishes  to  know  whether 
he  can  lodge  here  this  night,"  said  he. 

*'  Certainly,  oh  yes  ;  and  good  accommo- 
dation he  shall  have  too/'  quoth  Mathurin, 
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in  whom  the  constant  greediness  of  gain 
had  for  a  moment  given  way  to  mere 
curiosity. 

'*  Ja^  mein  Herr"  said  Joubert  turning 
gravely  to  the  stranger  ;  "  und  ich  schmei- 
chle  miry  doss  sie  zufrieden — " 

But  as  the  worthy  gentleman  was  no 
professor,  he  broke  down  at  this  point  and 
began  to  stammer  awfully  ;  whereupon  the 
four  companions  of  the  man  of  many 
tongues  set  up  a  whoop  which  we  suppose 
they  meant  for  a  sort  of  cry  of  victory,  and 
which  struck  dismay  into  the  heart  of  the 
host. 

^^Multos  cdstra  juvant  et  lituo  tuhcBy  per- 
mixtus  sonUiLs  /"  cried  Joubert,  putting  his 
finger  into  his  ears. 

The  stranger,  as  if  he  had  forgotten  that 
he  had  himself  spoken  in  a  foreign  lan- 
guage, now  said  in  a  cold  but  civil  tone 
bordering  closely  on  contempt : 

'*  Sir,  your  learning  is  unquestionable ; 
but  I  am  wet  to  the  skin  ;  so  are  my  fol- 
lowers. Will  you  allow  me  to  have  a  fire 
kindled  that  I  may  change  my  raiment  ?'' 

k3 
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Joseph  and  Joubert  bowed,  wished  the 
traveller  a  good  night,  and  repaired  each  to 
his  own  apartment  in  order  to  prepare  for 
the  fatigues  of  the  next  day.  It  will  be  un- 
derstood that  they  had  prosecuted  their 
journey  so  far  in  search  of  Claude  without 
success.  They  had  not  had  as  yet  any  op- 
portunities of  making  inquiries  at  SenliSi 
having  arrived  late  in  the  evening. 

Meanwhile  a  blazing  fire  was  kindled  in 
the  parlour,  and  the  stranger  requested  to 
be  left  alone  with  his  domestics  to  perform 
the  ceremony  of  donning  a  fresh  costume. 
Two  of  his  valets  had,  accompanied  by  the 
hostler,  proceeded  to  the  stables  and 
brought  back  a  number  of  small  portman- 
teaus which  contained  the  wardrobe  of  the 
eccentric  stranger,  who  it  seemed  was  care- 
ful in  the  extreme  of  his  own  comfort, 
whilst  with  his  servants  he  pursued  a  per- 
fectly Spartan  system  of  treatment. 

He  soon  divested  himself  of  his  own 
humid  clothes,  and  with  great  agility,  as- 
sisted by  his  serving-men,  leaped  into  a 
complete  suit  of  black,  the  principal  article 
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of  which  was  an  ample  velvet  morning- 
gowii)  faced  with  crimson. 

But  before  he  was  satisfied  with  his  ap- 
pearance, he  examined  himself  attentively 
in  a  mirror,  which  was  set  in  the  cover  of 
one  of  the  portmanteaus.  At  lengtb^ "how- 
ever, he  threw  himself  into  a  capacious 
fauteuil  by  the  fireside,  and  stretching  out 
his  limbs,  ordered  his  attendants  to  range 
themselves  in  a  line  before  him. 

His  command  was  immediately  obeyed, 
when  the  appearance  of  the  room  was  as 
follows  : 

In  the  midst  of  the  southern  wall  was  a 
huge  piece  of  furniture  of  carved  oak,  with 
innumerable  doors  and  drawers,  which  pro- 
bably contained  the  archives  of  the  Cejf 
Agile.  Its  stained  and  battered  surface 
made  it  evident  that  it  was  coeval  with  the 
building  itself.  Did  it  not  behove  us  to 
hurry  on,  we  would  here  communicate  to 
the  reader  a  cherished  fancy  of  our  own, 
namely^  that  when  the  soul  which  is  infused 
into  the  tree,  when  it  first  germinates  in  the 
earth,  expires  beneath  the  woodman's  axe. 
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its  trunk  may  be  considered  as  a  corpse ; 
but  when  the  joiner's  art  hath  communi- 
cated a  new  form  to  the  old  material,  other 
spirits  take  up  their  abode  within,  and  ani- 
mate it  until  some  accident  shatters  their 
solid  bodies.  But  in  antique  houses  such 
accidents  seldom  occur ;  and  could  the  im- 
iqaterial  portion  of  our  nature  commune 
with  those  strange  beings,  and  receive  from 
them  the  fruits  of  their  long  meditations, 
we  might  learn  lessons  of  wisdom  which 
would  be  worth  knowing. 

But  to  return  :  in  the  face  of  this  huge 
mass  of  oak,  far  projecting  from  the  walls, 
beamed  the  intense  reflection  cast  by  a 
couple  of  faggots  which  were  rapidly  con- 
suming in  the  fire-place  on  the  opposite 
side,  and  which  dimmed  the  light  of  a 
miserable  candle  on  the  mantel-piece.  Two 
great  uncurtained  windows,  opening  in  the 
day  to  the  east,  now  caught  the  gleam  of 
the  fire  ;  and  opposite  was  the  door,  wide 
and  low,  made  for  a  little  nation  which  de- 
lights in  large  dishes.  Various  small  tables 
and  numerous  chairs  were  ranged  along  the 
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walls,  which  were  further  adorned  with  a 
variety  of  old  prints.  In  the  centre  of  the 
apartment  appeared  a  huge,  double-leafed 
table,  supporting  the  mirror  before  men- 
tioned, and  a  heap  of  wet  clothes. 

With  his  back  towards  the  wall,  pierced 
by  the  afore*mentioned  door,  reclined  the 
stranger,  whilst  the  serving-men  occupied, 
as  we»have  said,  the  opposite  side  of  the 
fire-place.  The  tallest^  a  long-nosed  and 
pointed-chinned  individual,  stood  nearest 
the  mantel-piece,  whilst  the  others,  accord- 
ing to  their  sizes,  ranged  themselves  in  a 
line,  the  furthest  wing  of  which  uncon- 
sciously inclined  forward  to  intercept  some 
of  the  cheering  warmth  of  the  fire.  Their 
physiognomies,  as  may  be  judged  from  the 
hints  we  have  given,  were  odd  in  the  ex- 
treme, and  an  unusual  grimness  overspread 
them  as  soon  as  they  had  placed  themselves 
in  the  order  described. 

"  Fran9ois,"  said  the  master  to  the  tallest, 
^*  although  you  may  suffer  never  repine. 
Better  men  than  you  have  had  their  bones 
broken." 
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"  Aye,  aye  1"  cried  three  voices  which 
were  mistaken  for  four,  because  Fran9ois 
moTed  his  mouth  as  though  he  were  utter- 
ing sounds.  It  was,  howevet,  like  drawing 
a  pen  over  paper  a  hair's-breadth  from  its 
surface.  No  record  of  the  sounds  he  formed, 
without  letting  them  loose,  has  been  pre- 
served. One  of  his  co-servitors,  however, 
judged  from  appearances,  that  if  any  words 
had  reached  his  ears,  they  would  have 
been: 

''  Chien  de  bavard  I  Babbling  old 
dog !" 

**  Mark  this  also,''  proceeded  the  master, 
"  you  were  amusing  yourself  when  misfor- 
tune overtook  you.  You  should  remember, 
after  pleasure  comes  pain/' 

**  But,"  quoth  Fran9ois,  "  it  was  Pierre 
threw  the  stone,  and  the  bell  broke  my 
shoulder." 

"That  makes  no  difference  whatever," 
replied  the  master.  "  You  were  acting  in 
a  corporate  capacity  ;  therefore,  the  affront 
inflicted  on  one,  was  inflicted  on  the  other, 
and  vice  versd.^* 
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"  If/'  observed  Fran9ois,  taking  bold  of 
a  lock  of  his  hair  as  a  mark  of  respect, 
"  I  may  be  allowed  to  ask  the  question, — 
what  would  Monsieur  have  said  had  these 
ten  pounds  of  metal  fallen  on  his  head  in* 
stead  of  my  shoulders  ?" 

^^  It  would  have  added  a  bell  to  my  cap, 
and  proved  me  a  fool." 

The  serving-men  grinned,  and  after  a 
pause  their  master  said  : 

"  You  will  remember,  my  name  is  M. 
Heauton  timorumenos . " 

"  Exactly — yaw,  tong,  tie;  Roman  nose," 
quoth  Fran9ois. 

**  You  are  an  invalid,"  observed  M. 
Heauton-&c.,  ''and  you  therefore  escape 
punishment.     Baptiste,  what  say  you?" 

"  M.  Raw-tom-tom-tom-cat,''  stammered 
the  individual  with  a  twisted  face.  ''  I  can 
never,"  he  added,  *'  learn  that  word  by 
heart." 

"  Call  me  Monsieur,  simply,  then." 

"  Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  And  you,  Geoffrey  ?" 

Geoffrey,  whose  cheeks  the  rose  had  ut- 
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terly  deserted,  whilst  anticipating  his  tarn, 
now  uttered  with  desperate  volubility  : 

**  Rotten  eye,  running-nose,"  whereupon 
the  flush  returned  to  his  face,  and  he  ima- 
gined that  he  had  done  his  duty. 

"  Execrable  rascal !  low  fellow  !"  vocife- 
rated the  stranger,  starting  to  his  feet. 

"  I  plead  guilty,"  cried  the  valet,  turning 
very  white,  and  stepping  back.  "  You  may 
kick  me.  Monsieur,  a  dozen  times  if  you 
please." 

The  enraged  master  advanced  accordingly 
with  ferocious  countenance  and  erect  mou- 
stache to  administer  to  his  attendant  the 
punishment  which  it  seemed  had  been 
agreed  upon  between  them,  in  score  of  mal- 
pronunciation. 

But  Geoffrey,  who  though  he  acknow- 
ledged the  justice  of  the  infliction,  disliked 
the  practical  part,  endeavoured  to  escape 
by  running  round  the  room.  His  master, 
however,  gathering  up  the  tails  of  his 
morning-gown  with  his  left  hand,  and 
thrusting  back  his  huge  elf  locks  from  his 
eyes  with  his  right,  pursued  the  fugitive 
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with  such  agility,  that  before  two  turns 
were  made,  the  debt  was  discharged  with 
interest.  The  creditor  accordingly  threw 
himself,  out  of  breath,  into  his  fauteuil  ; 
and  checking  by  a  glance  the  grins  of  the 
two  who  had  passed  the  ordeal,  turned  to- 
wards the  last,  who,  while  gazing  with 
intense  interest  at  the  scene,  had  pre- 
served throughout  a  stoical  gravity  of 
countenance,  and  had  contented  himself 
with  shaking  his  head  with  a  melancholy 
and  foreboding  air,  whenever  a  kick  told 
with  unusual  effect. 

"  Pierre,"  said  the  master,  when  his 
excitement  had  a  little  abated,  **  Pierre,  my 
dear  fellow,  have  you  studied  your  Greek 
prosody  with  more  attention  since  our  last 
halt  ?" 

'*  Monsieur,"  replied  the  valet  in  a  sub- 
dued tone,  in  which  the  various  shades  of 
respect,  fear,  gratitude,  and  offended  dignity 
were  delicately  blended  ;  "  I  have  thought 
very  sadly  and  seriously  over  this  matter 
during  our  day's  ride,  and  have,  at  length, 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  nature  never 
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intended  me  for  a  Grecian.  I  have  been 
well^treated  in  your  worship's  service  for 
twenty  years,  and  have  heard  more  learning 
in  that  time  than  I  ever  did  before,  since 
I  entered  it  at  ten  years  old ;  but  as  far  as 
I  can  discover,  I  am  not  a  whit  the  wiser ; 
at  any  rate  my  skull  does  not  hold  one 
word  more  of  Greek  now  than  then  ;  and, 
to  speak  the  plain  truth,  MonBieur,  I  would 
sooner  suflfer  two  hundred  thousand  nails 
to  be  driven  into  my  head  than  receive 
therein  those  two  hundred  thousand  words 
that  you  say  are,  or  ought  to  be,  in  the 
dictionaries.  £  am  a  simple  man,  more- 
over ;  an4  from  the  hour  of  my  birth,  I  have 
never  lacked  words  to  ask  for  what  I 
wanted  ;  and,  therefore,  if  you  will  permit 
me,  I  will  continue  as  ignorant  as  I  am ; 
in  thankfulness  for  which,  if  your  honour 
thinks  proper,  I  will  receive  every  day,  at 
any  hour  you  may  deem  most  convenient, 
the  dozen  kicks  mentioned  in  our  tariff, 
as  the  highest  number  to  be  ever  given." 

Having   delivered    this    speech,    Pierre 
turned  away  his  head ;  and  folding  his  arms 
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over  his  breast  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon  an 
andent  engraving  of  a  battle,  endeavoured 
to  abstract  his  thoughts  from  the  craelty  of 
fais  implacable  master. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  the  land- 
lord, with  a  napkin  in  his  hand^  made  his 
appearance.  We  must  here  sketch  an 
outline  of  him,  as  otherwise  the  reader  will 
not  be  able  to  form  an  idea  of  the  modifica- 
tion which  the  feeling  of  surprise  caused 
in  his  features. 

Considerably  above  the  middle  size,  the 
landlord  had  in  his  day  been  a  sturdy  man  ; 
but  during  the  succession  of  years  he  had 
contrived  to  retain  in  his  person  a  con- 
siderable portion  of  that  substance,  which, 
in  other  cases,  escapes  during  exercise  or 
labour.  He  was,  in  fact,  a  stout  man, 
though  not  absolutely  unwieldy.  His  half- 
bare  arms  exhibited  a  tolerable  play  of 
muscle;  and  his  shoulders,  though  there 
was  a  stoop  in  them  which  indicated  de- 
clining vigour,  were  broad.  His  face, 
somewhat  wrinkled  and  shrivelled,  was 
rendered  conspicuous  by  the  red  patches 
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on  his  cheek,  the  sign  of  a  healthy  old  age ; 
and  the  hair  that  remained  round  the  lower 
portion  of  his  head  was  grey.  Two  exube. 
rant  ears  and  a  large  round  nose  shared 
the  depth  of  hue  we  have  attributed  to  his 
cheeks.  His  eyes  were  grey  and  small, 
and  overhung  by  bushy  eye-brows. 

The  costume  of  this  personage  was 
simple :  it  consisted  of  a  pair  of  loose  pan- 
taloons, an  old  yellow  waistcoat,  a  shirt, 
and  a  white  apron.  Haste  had  not  per- 
mitted him  to  ^^  indue"  his  stockings; 
his  bare  feet,  accordingly,  were  thrust  into 
a  pair  of  huge  slippers. 

We  have  thus  a  general  idea  of  the 
landlord's  person ;  but  to  have  him  per- 
fectly before  our  eye,  we  must  suppose  his 
right  arm  hanging  perpendicularly  by  his 
side,  the  napkin  which  he  had^  flourished 
gracefully  in  his  hand  ere  his  eyes  had  seen 
what  was  going  on,  pendant  and  trailing 
on  the  floor ;  his  left  hand  still  held  the 
handle  of  the  door,  whilst  his  knees  were 
slightly  bent.  The  upper  portion  of  his 
person  was  thrown  backwards,  his  upper 
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lip  was  considerably  elongated  ;  and  his 
eyes  glistened  with  a  dubious  expression 
between  merriment  and  alarm. 

This  was  the  figure  that  met  the  eye  of  M. 
Heautontimorumenos,  when,  in  obedience 
to  an  exclamation  from  Fran9ois,  he  sus- 
pended the  execution  and  turned  round. 

"Your  humble  servant!"  quoth  he, 
bowing. 

The  landlord,  who  was  by  no  means  a 
ready  man,  bowed  also,  and  made  a  step 
forward. 

"You  have  disturbed  the  mysteries," 
said  the  stranger.  **  Were  I  Diana,  I 
would  change  you  into  a  calf  and  eat  you 
for  supper  ;  but,  instead  thereof,  if  you 
will  spread  a  delicate  table,  I  will  tell  you 
that  you  now  know  the  only  effectual 
method  of  curing  the  gout !" 

"  Indeed !"  cried  Mathurin  ;  "  that  is 
lucky.  I  do  have  a  touch  of  it  myself 
occasionally ;  but  unfortunately.  Sir,  it  is 
difficult  to  meet  a  family  so  docile  as  yours. 
My  hostler,  were  I  to  kick  him,  would  play 
the  savatte  with  me  directly  ;  I  cannot  touch 
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Jeanneton,  or  she  would  put  poison  in  my 
soup.  There  is  my  wife,  to  he  sure,  good 
soul ; — ^but  she  brought  me  my  property." 

"  Never  mind,"  quoth  the  stranger, 
''it  is  not  absolutely  necessary  that  you 
should  kick  a  human  being.  A  stone  wall 
will  do  quite  as  well  if  you  take  off  your 
shoes.  The  cure  would,  in  fact,  be  more 
speedily  effected." 

'*  It  would  be  somewhat  rough  medi- 
cine. Monsieur.  I  like  your  taste  best ; 
and  as  I  feel  a  slight  touch  of  the  gout  now 
(here  he  fixed  affectionate  eyes  upon  Pierre) 
in  consequence  of  my  walking  about  without 
shoes  this  night,  the  least  I  can  expect  from 
the  little  gentleman — " 

**8angdier  exclaimed  the  exasperated 
Pierre,  drawing  his  sword ;  and  after  the 
usual  salute  and  courtesy  of  a  master  of 
arms,  advancing  upon  Mathurin,  who  re- 
treated before  him  into  a  corner,  and  then 
as  the  gleaming  blade  made  nearer  and 
nearer  approaches  to  his  breast,  set  up  a 
hideous  roar. 

''  Pause,  varlet  1"  cried  his  master.    He 
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was  instantly  obeyed,  and  Mathurin,  as 
he  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  forehead, 
internally  vowed .  never  to  play  the  wag 
again,  at  least  with  such  mad-headed  cus- 
tomers. 

*'Now/'  said  the  stranger,  addressing 
his  servants  ;  "  you  are  free  for  to-night. 
Eat,  drink,  divert  yourselves,  and  sleep, 
for  a  devilish  long  ride  shall  we  have  to- 
morrow. Our  host  will  attend  me  during 
my  meal.  Pierre,  remember  you  owe  me 
seven !" 

"Yes,"  muttered  the  little  valet,  as  he 
quitted  the  room,  **  seven  I'' 

He  then  added,  after  heaving  a  profound 
sigh  and  reflecting  profoundly  on  the 
matter  until  he  arrived  at  the  kitchen  door  : 

''  What  monstrous  thick  soles  master 
does  wear  to  his  shoes,  to  be  sure !" 

The  Commentary  Fran9ois  made  upon 
this  remark  will  be  seen  hereafter. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 


MIONIOHT   MI8HAP8. 


'*Well,"  saidM.  Heautontimorumenos, 
(we  must  so  call  him  at  present  for  lack  of 
a  better  name),  when  he  was  left  alone  with 
the  landlord,  "  what  bed  can  you  offer  me 
to-night  ?" 

"  There  are  plenty  of  beds.  Monsieur," 
replied  Mathurin ;  ^*  what  shall  I  cook  for 
supper?" 

''I  am  particular  about  beds,"  inter- 
rupted the  other.  "  I  generally  get  one  of 
my  men  to  lie  in  mine  for  an  hour  or  so,  to 
make  it  warm,  before  I  slip  in.  Have  you 
a  bed  in  which  any  human  warmth  still 
remains  ?" 
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"  There  is  that  of  my  wife  and  myself.'* 

^'  No  lady  shall  be  deprived  by  me,"  ob- 
served the  stranger. 

**Then  I  can  only  offer  you  the  bed  of 
that  young  gentleman  who  talked  Russian 
with  you.  I  suppose  he  is  a  countryman 
of  yours,  and  will  have  no  objection  to  give 
up  his  place.  Besides,  he  does  not  seem 
very  rich,  for  he  supped  on  bread  and 
wine.'' 

"  Try  him." 

''But  will  you  eat  nothing,  Sir?"  in- 
quired the  host;  who  was  determined  to 
take  no  step  until  he  should  be  assured  of 
the  relative  importance  of  the  two  guests, 
by  the  orders  of  M.  Heautontimoru- 
menos. 

"  We  will  talk  of  that,"  was  the  reply. 
"  But  stay — what  have  you  ?" 

"  Poultry." 

"  Trash !" 

"  Ham." 

"  Provokes  drinking." 

"  Veal  cotelettes." 

"  Too  tender." 

VOL.    II.  L 
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"  Piqu^e. 

"  Greasy  and  low." 

"  Ragout." 

"  Too  rich." 

"  Omelettes." 

"  Too  poor." 

"  Soup." 

"  Slush !" 

"  Ros-bif." 

**  Unpatriotic." 

"  Gigot." 

"  Pass  on  to  your  wines. 

"  Bourdeaux." 

"  Hem !" 

"  Marsalla." 

"  Horn !" 

"  Madeira." 

"Hum!" 

"  Constantia." 

"  Homph !" 

"  Burgundy." 

"  Humph  I" 

"  Clos-Vougeot." 

"  Oof!" 

"  Ma9on. 


» 
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^' Faugh!" 

''  Hock.'* 

"  Pish !" 

**  Tokay." 

^^Poohr 

''  Falernian." 

**Bah!» 

"  Port." 

"  Ugh !" 

"  Claret." 

''  Art  thou  a  Frenchman ,  and  wilt 
thou  sell  such  wines  ?  Art  thou  a  man, 
and  wilt  thou  sell  such  dishes  ?  Avaunt, 
caitiff!  sink,  drown  all  your  messes.  I  shall 
take  the  shoulder  of  a  horse." 

"  A  horse !"  cried  Mathurin,  stepping 
back  in  dismay. 

"  A  horse,"  was  the  reply. 

Frpm  that  moment  our  worthy  host  set 
down  his  guest  as  a  cannibal. 

"  You  need  not  be  surprised,  my  friend," 
coolly  continued  M.  Heautontimorume- 
nos;  ''there  is  nothing  particular  in  my 
taste.  The  world  is  very  fond  of  horse- 
flesh ;  only  the     generality  eat  it  without 
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knowing  it.     Prejudice,    my  dear  fellow, 
deprives  the  most  luscious  morsels  of  their 
savour.     Til   engage   now,  you  could  not 
ride  upon  a  nag  with  an  easy  conscience  if 
you  had  eaten  its  father.     But  it's  all  non- 
sense.    I  am  one  of  the  Vice-Presidents  of 
the   German  Horseflesh  Society,   and  the 
object  of  my  present  journey  is  to  attend 
their   annual  meeting,   when  the  flesh  of 
that  noble  animal  is  to  be  served  up  cooked 
in  three  hundred  different  ways  by  Herr 
Fischenbach,   the   venerable  cook   of   the 
Society,  who,  after  fifty  years'  study  of  this 
one  material,  has  at  length  attained  so  ad- 
mirable  a  proficiency.   I  am  surprised   at 
^he  disgust  which  you  seem  to  experience 
at  so  agreeable  and  wholesome  an  aliment, 
which    the    immortal    Schleirmacher,    the 
same  that  wrote  about  Plato,  declares  to 
possess   such   excellent  qualities   that  the 
consequence  of  its  introduction  into  gene- 
ral consumption  would  be  followed  by   a 
vast   decrease    of   the   number  of   beeves 
annually   slaughtered.      Sir,    there    is   no 
food  more  wholesome,  no  food  more  nutri- 
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tious,  than  this  which  you  affect  to  despise  ; 
and  I  solemnly  declare,  as  I  have  observed 
in  the  scientific  paper  I  am  drawing  up  on 
the  subject  to  be  read  as  a  sedative  after 
dinner,  that  could  the  attention  of  legisla- 
tors be  called  to  the  subject,  they  might 
enact  laws  the  like  of  which  have  never 
been  enacted  before.  I  will  now  proceed 
to  swallow  before  your  eyes  a  portion  of  a 
very  ancient  steed  of  mine,  which  I  slaugh- 
tered and  salted  last  year.'- 

So  saying,  the  stranger  opened  one  of 
his  portmanteaus,  and  took  therefrom  a 
piece  of  meat,  of  which  he  ate  a  mouthful 
or  two,  with  evident  satisfaction. 

^*  Nothing,*'  continued  he,  **  can  be  more 
savoury/* 

"  It  does  indeed  look  very  tempting," 
cried  Mathurin.  "  If  you  will  allow  me 
I  will  taste  it,  and  if  I  like  it  will  buy  all 
the  horses  in  Senlis,  Ah  I"  exclaimed  he 
when  he  had  masticated  a  bit,  *'  upon  my 
conscience,  if  I  had  not  known  better  I 
should  have  called  this  ham." 

"  Many  people  have  done  so,"  was  the 


222  THE   BCCBNTRIC    LOVER. 

reply.  "  But  say,  can  you  satisfy  me  in 
this  particular  ?" 

"  Why,"  observed  the  landlord  after 
musing  for  some  time,  '^  now  I  remember,  a 
neighbour's  horse  fell  down  last  night,  and 
we  were  obliged  to  shoot  it.  I  will  send 
my  man  to  the  shed  where  it  lies,  and  he 
shall  cut  a  large  lump  off  the  carcase." 

"  Do  so,"  said  the  stranger,  who,  how- 
ever, for  some  reason  or  other  turned  very 
pale.  Whilst  the  landlord  was  retreating 
towards  the  door  he  called  out  : 

''  See  to  the  bed." 

*'  Yes,  Sir  ;  yes.  Sir;"  quoth  Mathurin, 
who  was  hurrying  forth  to  give  the  history 
of  his  conversation  with  a  cannibal  to  his 
wife. 

"  Jeanne,"  said  he,  as  he  drew  her  apart 
into  a  little  chamber  adjoining  the  kitchen, 
'*  this  is  very  dreadful." 

*'  Mon  dieu  !  mon  dieu !  I  guess  what  you 
would  say ;  it  is  all  found  out.  The  go- 
vernment know  you  are  a  member  of  a 
secret  party  ;  you  will  be  guillotined. 
Enough,   Mathurin,   I    knew    what  would 
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happen ;  we  shall  both  be  ruined.  I  told 
you  SO;  remember  that.  Those  meetings 
at  night,  those  oaths,  oh !  those  dreadful 
oaths  !  and  those — " 

"  Wife/'  whispered  Mathurin,  who  had 

up  to  this  time  been  feeling  for  his  wife's 

mouth,    which    he    now    closed  with    his 

hand;  "  do  you  wish  to  ruin  me  ?  Sacristie  I 

.  you  have  drawn  all  eyes  towards  us." 

He  could  observe,  indeed,  through  a 
square  of  glass  that  the  valets  who  sat 
round  a  table  at  the  further  end  of  the 
kitchen  were  all  lAaring  in  that  direction. 
As  the  sounds,  however,  ceased,  they  soon 
resumed  their  conversation.  The  hostler 
was  sitting  in  the  chimney  corner  warming 
his  hand,  and  Jeanneton  was  occupied  in 
taking  down  some  bright  copper  casseroles 
from  a  shelf. 

After  a  minute  of  silence,  Mathurin  ven- 
tured to  explain  what  had  really  happened. 
He  then  removed  the  stopper  from  his 
wife's  mouth. 

'*Ah!"  said  she,  '*it  is  well  it   is  no 
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worse ;  but  what  I  say  will  one  day  come 
to  pass." 

Mathurin  then  took  a  candle  and  went  up 
stairs  to  endeavour  to  persuade  Joseph  to 
relinquish  his  bed. 

Meanwhile  we  must  fulfil  our  promise, 
and  record  the  remark  of  Fran9ois  alluded 
to  in  the  last  chapter,  and  the  interesting 
conversation  which  thereupon  ensued. 

"Pierre,"  quoth  he,  as  he  took  his  place 
at  the  table,  "  do  you  know  that  what  you 
have  said  has  often  occurred  to  me  ?  The 
reason  I  think  is  that  we  four,  as  master 
says,  form  but  one  body,  and  that  what  you 
suffer  I  feel." 

"  Be  it  so,"  replied  the  little  valet  j  "  but 
I  am  so  compassionate  that  I  had  rather 
suffer  what  you  feel.  For  the  present  I 
could  bear  a  pillow  under  me,  being  some- 
what short  in  stature." 

This  article  having  been  procured,  to- 
gether with  certain  eatables  and  drinkables, 
the  four  valets  began  to  discourse  on  gene- 
ra] topics. 
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"  We  shall  become  learned  if  kicking 
will  make  us  so,"  observed  Baptiste,  throw- 
ing his  jaws  from  under  his  head  in  his 
efforts  to  masticate  a  piece  of  cold  mutton 
which  was  tougher  than  horse-flesh  itself. 

Fran9ois  shook  his  head,  and  the  expres- 
sion of  assent  which  was  about  to  burst 
from  the  lips  of  the  other  was  checked. 

"  I  am  persuaded,"  he  said,  "  that  all 
our  master  has  got  into  his  head  never  was 
written  on  the  points  of  any  one's  toes." 

**  He  understands  hieroglyphics,"  quoth 
Geoffrey,  again  losing  his  colour  and  re- 
gaining it,  which  seemed  a  habit  with  him 
whenever  he  ventured  to  utter  a  word. 

"  Every  scrap  of  them,"  assented  his 
three  companions  unanimously. 

"  But  that,"  said  Fran9ois,  **  he  learnt  of 
an  old  soldier  who  had  been  in  Egypt  and 
talked  with  the  priests." 

*'  Martin  Milleconte,  poor  fellow,"  ex- 
claimed they  all  with  a  sigh. 

"  He  died  in  want — of  a  pinch  of  snuff," 
added  Pierre  with  a  touch  of  melancholy 
in  his   tone;    ''and  must   therefore  have 
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been  thought  uncivil  by  those  whom  he 
overtook  on  his  way.  I  opened  his  box 
myself  after  he  had  given  up  the  ghost,  and 
shook  one  solitary  grain  into  the  palm  of 
my  hand.  I  was  about  to  insert  it  into  my 
left  nostril  when  a  little  puff  of  wind  blew 
it  away.  *  His  soul/  said  I,  ^  quitted  him 
as  easily.' " 

'*  Alas  !"  was  the  chorus  of  the  serving 
men. 

"  He  could  tell  a  good  story/*  said  Fran- 
9ois,  handing  round  his  huge  snuff-box  for 
general  use;  ^'Heaven  rest  his  soul;  Amen.*' 

''  Amen/* 

As  the  landlord  had  not  returned,  the 
reader  must  think  he  had  probably  encoun- 
tered some  difficulty.  Such  was  the  case. 
We  beg  attention  to  our  explanation. 

Joseph,  who  had  been  warmly  recom- 
mended by  his  friend  Joubert  to  take  a  good 
night's  rest,  had  locked  and  bolted  his 
door,  crept  into  bed,  and  wrapped  himself 
over  his  ears  in  the  clothes,  to  dream  of 
F^licit^.  He  very  soon  succeeded  in  for- 
getting the  cares  of  this  world  so   com- 
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pletely,  that  when  Mathurin  at  first  gently, 
but  soon  violently  knocked  at  his  door,  he 
was  so  far  from  giving  any  answer  that 
the  noise  seemed  to  act  as  a  lullaby  upon 
his  senses. 

But  Joubert,  who  had  not  shut  an  eye,  and 
was  lying  awake,  endeavouring  to  account 
for  the  very  extraordinary  conduct  of  the 
stranger  by  philosophical  reasons,  hearing 
a  noise  not  far  off,  imagined  that  something 
new  was  going  to  happen,  and  accordingly 
inferring  that  no  quiet  was  to  be  obtained 
that  night,  got  out  of  bed  and  dressed,  de- 
termining to  sit  up  all  night  in  the 
kitchen. 

The  landlord,  .however,  being  by  this 
time  weary  of  summoning  Joseph,  had 
determined  on  trying  the  other  stranger, 
and  accordingly  advanced  quietly  in  the  di- 
rection of  his  apartment,  feeling  the  wall 
with  his  left  hand  as  he  went,  and  holding 
the  other  ready  to  try  the  handle.  But  it 
happened  that  the  door  had  been  opened 
very  softly  by  Joubert,  who,  just  as  the 
host's  right  hand  was  seeking  for  the  above 
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mentioned  object,  protruded  his  face  to  the 
parallel  which  the  panels  had  before  occu- 
pied, so  that  as  chance  would  have  it  Ma- 
thurin  enclosed  the  little  gentleman's  nose 
between  his  finger  and  thumb. 

Now  a  nose  growing  out  of  a  plank  of 
wood  was  a  phenomenon  even  at  Senlis, 
and  accordingly  the  poor  landlord,  still  by 
a  kind  of  fascination  retaining  hold  of  the 
dreadful  object,  began  to  perspire  at  every 
pore,  and  to  beseech  the  saints  to  take 
charge  of  his  soul  ;  while  Joubert,  not 
perfectly  comprehending  this  manoeuvre, 
and  doubting  whether  he  had  not  opened 
the  wrong  door  and  put  his  most  promi- 
nent organ  into  the  beak  of  some  bird  of 
prey,  stirred  not,  waiting  for  the  moment 
when  the  unknown  animal  should  restore 
him  to  liberty  or  disfigure  him  for  life  by 
cropping  ofi*  his  nose.  In  the  latter  event 
he  determined  to  be  revenged,  and  there^ 
fore  cautiously  drew  from  his  pocket  a 
huge  clasp  knife,  which  he  opened  and  held 
in  his  hand.  So  there  they  stood,  each 
preserving   the  profoundest   silence ;    and 
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each  perhaps  as   frightened  as  the  other, 
for  several  minutes. 

At  length,  however,  Jouhert  began  to 
stretch  forward  one  of  his  arms,  and  to 
feel  in  every  direction  but  the  right  one 
in  order  to  discover  the  nature  of  the 
beast  that  had  assaulted  him.  As  his 
hand  passed  very  neai*  the  face  of  the 
breathless  Mathurin,  the  animal  heat 
which  we  are  told  emanates  from  the  hu- 
man body  and  forms  an  atmosphere  around 
us,  produced  its  elSect,  and  a  kind  of 
somnolence  began  to  steal  over  the  honest 
landlord's  senses.  At  the  same  time,  he 
also  outstretched  his  left  hand,  and  en- 
deavoured to  feel  whether  the  whole  door 
was  animated;  but  as  he  performed  this 
action  somewhat  timidly  he  encountered 
nothing.  Instead  thereof,  however,  he 
produced  the  same  effect  upon  Joubert 
that  Joubert  had  produced  upon  him  ; 
and  both  having  been  excessively  drowsy 
before,  the  operation  was  the  sooner  com- 
pleted ;  the  sweeps  of  the  two  hands  be- 
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came  less  frequent  and  were  more  slowly 
performed,  nntil  at  length  they  ceased  alto- 
gether,  and  dropped  by  the'  sides  of  their 
owners,  who  were  very  shortly  in  fact  both 
mesmerised ! 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

A   CORXBR   OF   THE   VEIL   IS   BAISED. 

About  half  an  hour  after  this  eventi 
Jeannei  the  worthy  landlord's  better  half, 
who  was  alarmed  by  Mathurin's  prolonged 
absence,  in  spite  of  several  gentle  calls  she 
had  given  at  the  bottom  of  the  staircase, 
peeped  through  the  door  of  the  apartment 
where  sat  the  stranger.  The  candle, 
which  had  not  been  trimmed,  was  almost 
extinguished  by  a  huge  snuff  in  the  shape 
of  a  mushroom  >  the  wood  in  the  fire-place 
had  been  reduced  to  embers,  and  cast  only 
a  glimmering  light.  In  it,  however,  a 
variety  of  curious  forms  had  attracted  the 
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stranger's  eye,  and  he  sat  contemplating 
them,  evidently  oblivious  of  his  horse-flesh 
supper,  and  perhaps  half  asleep. 

"Have  you  seen  my  husband,  Mon- 
sieur ?"  asked  Jeanne,  twice,  but  without 
receiving  any  reply.  She  then  ventured 
nearer,  and  repeated  her  question. 

"  My  Leonora,  I  love  thee,**  replied  the 
stranger,  turning  his  black  eyes  upon  her 
without  emotion.  He  added,  however: 
"  Is  supper  ready?" 

"  No,  Monsieur,"  repUed  Jeanne ;  "  but 
my  husband  has  disappeared." 

"  Do  not  trouble  yourself  about  him," 

replied  the  stranger,  "  I  know  where  he  is. 

He  is  performing  a  secret  service  for 
me." 

Satisfied  with  these  words,  the  woman 
retired.  But  another  half  hour  having 
passed  away,  she  again  returned  into  the 
room. 

"For  Heaven's  sake.  Monsieur,"  she 
cried,  "  tell  me  where  Mathurin  is  ?" 

"  He  is  gone  to  cut  a  steak  off  a  horse 
for  me  with  his  own  hands,"  was  the  reply. 
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She,  however,  explained  that  he  had  not 
returned  down  stairs ;  that  she  was  afraid 
\o  go  up  alone ;  and  that  she  thought  some- 
thing had  happened  to  him. 

**  If  that  be  the  case,"  said  the  stranger, 
"  we  will  patrol  the  house." 

So  saying,  he  stalked  forth  to  the  kitchen 
and  ordered  his  men  to  form  into  two 
battalions,  one  for  the  van,  and  one  for 
the  rear ;  whilst  he  himself,  the  hostess, 
and  the  servants,  who  were  afraid  to  stay 
below,  formed  the  main  body. 

In  this  array  they  marched  up  stairs, 
and  arrived  at  the  commencement  of 
a  corridor,  opening  into  which  were  twelve 
rooms,  six  on  either  side,  numbered  one, 
two,  three,  &c.,  beginning  on  the  right.  At 
number  one  slept  Joseph,  who,  by  this 
time,  having  taken  a  nap,  had  opened  his 
eyes  for  a  moment.  Hearing  a.  great 
shuffling  of  feet  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs, 
he  came  to  the  same  conclusion  previously 
arrived  at  by  Joubert,  and  hastily  dressed, 
so  that  by  the  time  the  various  battalions 
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had  formed 9  and  a&cended  the  stairs,  he 
opened  his  door. 

"What  has  become  of  my  husband?" 
cried  Jeanne,  on  perceiving  him. 

'*  I  don't  know/*  he  replied ;  **  how 
should  I  ?  But  if  you  have  lost  him,  I 
will  help  you  to  find  him." 

So  saying,  he  joined  the  advanced 
guard. 

Now  Joubert's  room  was  number  seven, 
that  is  to  say,  at  the  bottom  of  the  corridor 
on  the  left  hand.  When  the  party,  who 
had  several  candles,  had  reached  about 
half  way  down  the  passage,  they  accord* 
ingly  discovered  the  immoveable  body  of  the 
host  in  profile,  his  right  arm  stretched  out  as 
if  taking  aim  with  a  pistol,  but  disappear- 
ing behind  the  door  post;  his  left  arm 
pendant ;  his  body  supported  by  his  legs 
which  were  outstretched  so  as  to  form  a 
triangle  of  which  the  floor  formed  the  base. 

"  There  he  is !"  cried  the  whole  party. 
"Hollo!  hollo  r 

No  answer  was  given.  Mathurin  re- 
mained stifif;  and  having  approached  nigher, 


THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  235 

they  could  discover  that  his  eyes,  though 
open,  were  fixed.  What  was  their  asto- 
nishment at  discovering  immediately  after- 
wards a  similar  figure  in  a  similar  state  of 
imconsciousness,  held  by  the  nose  by  the 
other,  his  eyes  equally  glaring  and  im- 
moveable,  and  grasping  a  huge  clasp  knife 
in  his  hand ! 

Joseph,  as  soon  as  he  had  suppressed  the 
laugh  which  this  ludicrous  scene  excited, 
stepped  up  to  the  two  statue-like  sleepers, 
and  gently  released  his  friend's  nose  from 
Mathurin's  fingers,  whereupon,  (and  this 
being  a  fact  we  entreat  philosophers  to 
take  notice  of  it),  the  two  somnostantists 
instantly  awoke. 

"  Heigho !"  cried  they,  gazing  around 
ihem  in  astonishment,  as  soon  as  they 
were  perfectly  recovered  from  their  trance, 
in  which  they  might  have  revealed  strange 
things  had  any  scientific  wring-secret  been 
at  hand  to  take  advantage  of  their  helpless- 
ness. 

"  Heigho,  indeed !"  cried  Jeanne,  "  what 
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in  the  name  of  Heaven  could  possess  you, 
Mathurin,  to  go  to  sleep  in  such  a  posi- 
tion ?" 

**  As  I  hope  to  be  saved,"  returned  the 
landlord,  **  I  know  no  more  about  the 
matter  than  my  old  shoe." 

He  then  shut  his  mouth,  and  refused  for 
many  years  to  revert  to  the  subjecti  when 
he  became  more  communicative. 

Joubert,  meanwhile,  had  taken  Joseph, 
whose  face  was  covered*  with  grins,  aside, 
and  was  speaking  very  rapidly,  but  in  a 
low  voice,  endeavouring  to  persuade  his 
young  friend  that  there  was  some  occult 
property  in  the  fingers  of  the  landlord. 

After  this,  the  two  friends  proceeded 
arm-in-arm  below,  and  took  up  their  sta- 
tion at  the  same  table  which  the  four 
valets,  from  whom  Joubert  had  determined 
to  glean  a  few  circumstances  concerning 
the  strangers,  had  before  occupied. 

Before  the  arrival  of  these  same  valets, 
who  led  back  their  master  to  his  chamber, 
the  landlady  contrived  to  inform  her  two 
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guests,  without  much  circumlocution,  of 
what  had  happened,  from  the  kicking  ad- 
venture to  the  horse-flesh  scene  inclusive. 

"  Monsieur/'  observed  Pierre,  when  he 
returned  with  his  companions,  addressing 
Joseph ;  "  you  have  succeeded  in  producing 
a  very  unfavourable  impression  on  my 
master's  mind." 

*'  Indeed ;  how  so  ?" 

*'  Why,  by  arousing  the  two  sleepers, 
this  gentleman  and  the  other  fool,  the 
foolish  landlord,  I  mean,  that  is  to  say  he 
would  have  wished  to  proceed  in  his  own 
way.  For  he  will  have  it  they  were  not 
asleep  at  all,  but  only  mesmerised ;  and  he 
would  have  made  some  /^arnological  ex- 
periments on  them,  by  tapping  for  example 
the  organ  of  veneration  in  this  little  gen- 
tleman, and  observing  whether  a  like  effect 
was  produced  on  both,  and  so  forth.  In 
the  end  he  would  have  awakened  them  with 
one  of  his  most  approved  jogs — '* 

The  four  valets  laughed,  wagged  their 
heads  ;  looked  wise  ;  laughed  again ;  filled 
their  glasses  ;  winked  knowingly  at  each 
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other ;  and  a  third  time  gave  vent  to  a  peal 
of  merriment. 

Joseph,  whose  curiosity  was  greatly  ex- 
cited, now  looked  impatiently  at  Joubert, 
half  doubting  whether  it  would  be  proper  to 
put  any  questions. 

•*  You  must  know,"  suddenly  said  Pierre, 
without  being  asked,  ^*  that  the  reason  I 
sit  upon  this  pillow  is,  that  my  master  has 
a  long  name — " 

"  Rotten  eye,"  murmured  Geoffrey. 

**  That  is  to  say,"  proceeded  Pierre,  "  he 
chooses  to  take  a  new  one  every  evening. 
He  was  Harris  Tidy  yesterday,  You-rip- 
hides  the  day  before,  and  to-day  he  is-^ 
fna  foi — I  am  sitting  on  a  pillow." 

**  This  is  becoming  highly  curious,"  said 
Joubert,  edging  a  little  nearer  to  Pierre. 

"  I  do  not  quite  understand  you,"  cried 
Joseph,  "  though  I  can  guess  you  have 
been  used  like  a  football,  for  some  reason  or 
other." 

'*  Ha  !  ha  1  ha  I"  laughed  the  four  serv- 
ing men. 

''  Because  I  knew  not  that  confounded 
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name  as  long  as  my  arm,  which  he  takes. 
He  is  really  Baron  von  Brain,  or  as  we  call 
him  Baron  Brain.  He  tells  us  he  is  a 
German,  though  we  never  heard  of  any 
German  relation  of  his.  I  have  received 
sixteen  dozen  kicks  already  ;  for  this  fancy 
is  a  fortnight  old." 

*'  And  I,  eleven  dozen !"  quoth  Geof- 
frey. 

'*  And  I,  two  dozen !"  cried  Baptiste, 
"  though  I  never  say  it  right ;  but,  Master 
swears  I'm  all  skin  and  bone.'' 

"  And  I,  none,"  exclaimed  FraD9ois ; 
**  for,  perhaps  through  respect  for  my  age, 
perhaps  for  fear  of  losing  his  balance. 
Master  always  looks  out  for  excuses  to 
spare  me." 

"  Would  I  could  grow  old  faster !"  cried 
Pierre.  "  I  am  only  thirty,  and  I  entered 
the  Baron's  service  at  ten." 

**  I  am  forty,  and  I  entered  his  service 
at  twenty,"  said  Baptiste. 

"  I  am  fifty,  and  I  entered  his  servicp  at 
thirty,"  said  Geoffrey. 

"But  by  Heaven!  I  tim  sixty,"  cried 
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Fran9ois,  striking  his  fist  upon  the  table. 
"  At  forty  years  of  age,  when  I  took  ser- 
vice with  him,  I  had  been  turned  away 
from  one  hundred  and  seventy  places. 
The  Baron  considers  me  a  steady  fellow, 
and  I  have  stuck  to  him  ever  since.  We 
were  all  raked  together,  gentlemen,  in  a 
hurry.  There  was  no  inquiry  made  after 
ouf  characters.  Master  wanted  four  fellows 
such  as  we  are.  We  lay  under  his  hand, 
and  he  to6k  us.  We  agreed  together  at 
first  like  the  four  elements,  that  is  to  say, 
quarrelled  like  devils.  Oh  the  dreadful 
fights  we  had !  Look  at  Baptiste's  face, 
see  into  what  a  dreadful  shape  I  have 
kicked  it.  Feel  my  ribs — they  were  driven 
in  here  one  day  by  Pierre's  head  which  he 
flung  at  me  for  eating  all  the  eggs  which 
had  been  laid  out  for  our  breakfast.  I 
had  done  it  without  the  least  evil  inten- 
tion, and  only  because  I  was  hungry. 
Examine  Pierre's  own  skull.  It  is  frac- 
tured in  more  places  than  one.  /  did  some 
of  that  with  my  heel  after  I  had  knocked 
him  down ;    but  Geoffrey  did  the  rest,  by 
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pitching  him  out  of  window,  because  he 
called  him  a  clothes'  horse,  from  the  cir- 
cumstance  of  the  breadth  of  his  shoulders, 
and  the  thinness  of  his  body.  As  to 
Geoffrey  himself,  it  is  delightful  to  think 
how  we  used  to  set  upon  and  pummel  him. 
I  am  afraid  we  injured  his  constitution  ^ 
little,  for  he  has  been  nervous  ever  since. 
In  this  way,  gentlemen,  we  grew  fond 
of  each  other — we  amalgamated  as  it  were ; 
and  after  two  years  had  passed,  we  became 
such  friends,  that  not  an  ill  word  or 
a  blow  has  passed  between  us  ever  since. 
Vive  Vamiti^V* 

*^Vive  Vamiti^r  cried  his  companions; 
whereupon  they  got  up,  took  hold  of 
each  other's  hands,  danced  a  little,  em-* 
braced  each  other,  threw  their  caps  into 
the   air,  and  sat  down  again. 

"These  people  are  certainly  mad," 
thought  Joubert :  "  but  their  madness 
is     more    amiable     than    that    of     their 

master." 

"  You  must  know,"   said  Pierre,  after 

he  had  drank  another   glass,    **  that   the 

VOL.    II.  M 
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reason  we  were  taken  into  the  Baron's 
service  was  this :  that  he  had  a  niece  named 
Caroline,  a  pretty  and  proud  young  lady, 
who  lived  in  his  chateau  near  Bayonne. 
What  became  of  her,  I  know  not ;  but 
she  suddenly  disappeared  ;  and  the  Baron 
returning  from  Paris  fell  into  a  furious 
rage,  which  lasted  in  the  first  place  seven 
days,  during  which  he  played  a  thousand 
pranks,  beating  all  the  servants  so  severely 
that  they  fled  in  the  night,  leaving  him 
to  roam  about  the  castle  alone.  Here  he 
remained  seven  days  more,  imagining  that 
he  was  changed  into  a  cock,  crowing, 
picking  up  crumbs  of  bread,  pretty  large 
ones,  with  his  mouth,  after  strewing  them 
on  the  floor,  and  doing  divers  other  strange 
things,  so  that  his  story  went  round  the 
country.  Now  it  happened  that  a  fair  was 
holding  close  by,  and  we  four,  (I  was  then 
a  little  orphan  urchin  without  a  home,)  all 
coming  from  difierent  parts  of  the  Pyrenees, 
happening  to  be  there,  heard  this  story, 
and  with  one  accord  set  off  to  seize  the 
madman,    as  we  thought  him.     The  im- 
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pulse  was  spontaneous.  We  met  for  the 
first  time,  I  remember  well,  in  a  shady 
lane.  I  can  see,  at  this  very  moment^  the 
tree  under  which  we  sat  down  to  plan  our 
operations.  We  have  never  separated 
since.  There  must  have  been  some  secret 
affinity  between  us ;  it  turned  out  on  com- 
paring notes  that  we  had  all  been  equally 
ill-used  by  the  world,  who,  because  we 
were  poor,  pretended  to  think  us  a  little 
cracked,  and  made  a  point  of  laughing  at 
us.  However,  we  all  proceeded  towards 
the  chateau,  but  not  a  soill  could  we  find 
in  it.  At  length  we  began  to  think  we  had 
been  hoaxed,  when  suddenly .  a  loud  crow- 
ing as  of  a  cock,  fell  on  our  ears,  ^Ha, 
ha!'  we  cried,  *here  is  our  man;'  and 
searching  very  carefully,  directed  by  an 
occasional  crow,  we  succeeded  in  discover- 
ing the  Baron  sitting  astride  a  pole, 
which  he  had  thrust  out  of  one  of  the 
upper  windows  to  roost  on,  and  waving 
his  sword  in  his  hand. 

**  'Hallo,  there  !'  cried  Fran9ois,  this  big 
fellow.    '  What  are  you  at  ?' 

M  2 
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"  '  Cock-a-doodle-doo  !'  replied  he,  *  I 
am  a  cock ;  see  me  hop.'  So  saying 
he  put  his  two  hands  upon  the  pole,  and 
began  to  jolt  himself  up  and  down  like 
a  man  on  horseback. 

**'No,  no,  Monsieur!'  quoth  Fran9ois 
again,  *  come  off  this  pole,  or  we  will 
cut  the  strings  you  have  tied  it  with  and 
let  you  fall  I' 

"  *  Look  at  my  spur,'  said  he,  show- 
ing his  sword,    *  I'm  a  fighting-cock !' 

"As  he  did  not  offer  to  come  in,  Fran- 
cois now  gave  the  pole  a  kick,  which  so 
alarmed  the  Baron  that  he  nearly  fell; 
however,  he  hopped  in  as  fast  as  he 
was  able.  When  he  had  got  on  his  legs 
once  more,  he  fell  upon  us  with  his 
sword,  cursing  all  the  time,  and  wounded 
us  all ;  upon  which  we  threw  him  on  the 
floor,  where  we  kicked  him  so  severely 
that  he  recovered  his  reason,  and  said  he  was 
not  a  cock  but  a  man  whose  heart  and 
ribs  were  broken.  The  next  day  we  were 
taken  into  his  service ;  and  we  have  ob- 
served that   ever  since,  our  good  master 
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has  taken  every  opportunity  of  repaying 
us  the  kicks  we  were  then  so  kind  as  to 
give  him.  Gratitude,  I  suppose,  impels 
him  to  this  ;  and  I  can  assure  you,  we 
are  not  behind  hand  in  accumulating  an- 
other debt  whenever  he  shows  any  signs 
of  madness ;  it  does  him  good,  I  assure 
you.  About  a  month  ago,  we  came  tp 
an  inn  where  there  was  only  one  bed  to 
spare,  so  we  all  tumbled  in  together;  for 
the  kind-hearted  Baron  could  not  bear 
the  thoughts  of  our  sitting  up  all  night. 
However,  that  we  might  not  press  too 
close  upon  him,  he  kept  on  his  boots 
and  spurs  without  our  knowing  it.  In 
the  middle  of  the  night,  Francis  gave 
a  howl,  and  starting  up  seized  the  Baron 
by  the  throat,  swearing  he  would  throttle 
him.  He,  knowing  what  was  coming, 
began  to  plunge  right  and  left,  so  that 
we  all  awoke  with  a  scream ;  and  I  can 
assure  you  we  did  kick  him  furiously. 
I,  for  one,  slipped  out  of  bed  and  put  on 
my  boots  for  fear  of  breaking  my  toes. 
We  kept  up  the  fun  for  almost  an  hour, 
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when  the  old  fellow,  who  had  in  the 
meantime  covered  us  all  with  blood,  gave 
in,  and  acknowledged  that  he  was  beaten  ; 
we  then  slept  very  comfortably  till  morn- 
ing,  when  he  called  up  the  landlord, 
pointed  to  the  sheets,  and  vowed  he  would 
murder  him  for  putting  us  to  bed  with 
ten  thousand  fleas.  The  poor  fellow  turned 
as  pale  as  death,  vowed  that  he  had  never 
had  a  complaint  before,  but  offered  to 
let  us  off  without  paying.  The  Baron 
told  him  he  scorned  his  money,  and  paid 
the  bill,  giving  something  over  and  above 
to  put  him  in  good  humour.  For  about 
ten  days  after  this  our  master  was  very 
thoughtfal.  We  knew  that  retribution 
was  at  hand ;  and  now  he  has  hit  on  a 
method  of  punishing  us,  which  we  hope 
he  may  get  tired  of.  To  conclude  this 
long  story,  however,  we  have,  ever  since 
the'  day  we  were  taken  into  his  service, 
been  in  search  of  the  Baron's  niece.  Made- 
moiselle Caroline,  whom  we  have  not  yet 
found.  As  soon  as  that  event  happens 
we  are  to  be  discharged,   and  to  return 


THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  247 

to  the  Pyrenees  to  sell  salt  meat  again. 
Vive  le  Baron  V  '* 

"  Vive  le  Baron  V  chimed  ia  his  com- 
panions, trmquant. 

"  May  he  never  find  his  niece  !'*  shouted 
Fran9ois. 

"  Never  I"  vociferated  they  all  in  one 
breath ;  **  hurra !" 

**  But,"  quoth  Joubert,  "  do  you  really 
mean  to  say  that  he  has  travelled  about  in 
this  manner  for  twenty  years  ?" 

*•  Ton  honour!"  said  the  four  serv- 
men     laying     their    hands    upon      their 

breasts. 

^'  And  what  have  you  done  all  the 
time  ?" 

**We  have  eaten,"  quoth  Bierre,  **  we 
have  drunk,  we  have  made  love.  Vive 
V  amour  /" 

**  Vive  Vamour  r  echoed  the  others. 

"Did  he  ever  visit  Paris  with  such  a 
retinue  ?"  inquired  Joubert. 

The  four  serving  men  drew  themselves 
up  with  an  air,  which  was  as  much  as  to 
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say :  we,  indeed,  are  a  retinue  of  which 
any  master  might  be  proud. 

"  No,"  replied  Pierre,  at  length.  "  He 
spent  ten  years  in  the  northern  provinces, 
now  travelling,  now  halting,  visiting  Mar- 
seilles, and  Toulon,  and  Ferpignan,  and  a 
thousand  other  towns  ;  and  he  had  reached 
Orleans  on  his  way  to  the  metropolis,  when 
he  met  a  gentleman  nearly  as  big  as  Fran- 
9ois  there." 

"  Bigger,"  said  Geoffrey. 

"  Split  the  difference,"  quoth,  Fran9ois  ; 
''  say  he  was  as  big." 

**  At  any  rate,"  continued  Fierre,  "  he 
was  not  near  so  fine  a  looking  fellow ;  for 
his  nose  was  not  a  quarter  so  large — " 

*'0h!  Fierre  1"  said  Fran9ois,  blush- 
ing to  the  very  tip  of  the  complimented 
organ. 

"We  stayed  several  months  in  Or- 
leans," continued  the  narrator,  '*  and  this 
person,  who  was  a  most  sweet-spoken 
man,  became  very  familiar  with  the  Baron. 
As  he  professed  great  acquaintance  with 
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Paris,  our  master,  who  had  been  tired 
of  it  in  his  youth,  commissioned  him  to 
examine  that  city,  and  gave  him  the  sum 
of  two  thousand  francs  (as  he  said,  but 
we  think  it  was  five  times  as  much,)  with 
which  he  set  out.  We  were  very  glad 
to  see  his  back  turned ;  for  the  Baron 
was  beginning  to  pay  less  attention  to  us. 
A  has  les  volages  /" 

"  A  bds  les  volages  r 

"Of  this  individual,"  proceeded  Pierre, 
"  more  anon.  At  Orleans  we  turned  our 
back  on  the  north  wind,  and  made  for 
Italy,  where  at  a  place  called  Naples  we 
ate  some  macaroni." 

"  Vive  la  macaroni  !  " 

"  At  Naples,  too,  master  fell  in  love 
with  the  beauteous  Leonora,  who  pretended 
to  be  passionately  fond  of  him,  and  ran 
away  from  her  parents  in  boys'  clothes, 
which  she  kept  on  until  we  reached  France, 
where  she  had  promised  to  marry  the 
Baron.  But  she  changed  her  mind,  it 
appears,  and  left  us  without  saying  good 
bye,  upon  which  master  grew  melancholy, 

M  3 
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and  proposed  that  we  sboiild  all  poison  our- 
selves; we,  however,  soon  kicked  this 
fancy  out  of  him,  and  persuaded  him  to  go 
back  to  Venice  ;  and  then,  because  it  began 
with  the  same  letter,  to  Vienna,  he  after^ 
wards  wished  we  had  gone  to  Verona,  but 
as  we  were  about  it,  we  went  on  to  Mos- 
cow, where  the  Baron  had  been  before  with 
the  Emperor.  He  then  turned  us  back  as 
fast  as  possible  through  Germany,  where 
he  would  not  stay  long  for  fear  he  should 
grow  to  the  paternal  soil  like  an  oyster ; 
and  we  have  again  been  over  our  beloved 
France.'^ 

The  four  valets  hereupon,  now  accom- 
panied by  Joseph  and  Joubert,  clashed 
their  glasses  together  and  exclaimed  : 

"  Vive  la  France  I'* 

"To  be  brief, '^  continued  the  historio- 
grapher of  Baron  Brain,  **  we  were  on  our 
way  to  Paris,  when  the  day  before  yester- 
day a  carriage  passed  us  in  which  was  a 
lady  whom  master  instantly  said  he  recog- 
nized to  be  his  Leonora.  We  all,  knowing  well 
it  was  no  such  thing*,  gave  chace,  but  in  his 
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eagerness  he  tumbled  off  his  saddle,  and 
wbUe  we  were  picking  him  up,  which  we 
did  very  deliberately,  the  carriage  had 
disappeared.  You  must  know  we  were  not 
sorry  to  get  rid  of  her  at  first,  for  she 
monopolised  everything  and  treated  us  with 
disrespect ;  we  are  now  searching  for  her, 
a^d  have  traced  her  thus  far.  If  we  can't 
find  her,  we  shall  proceed  immediately  to 
Paris,  tp  hunt  o^t  the  scurvy  fellow  to 
whom  was  entrusted  the  task  of  searching 
that  capital  for  Miss  Caroline :  we  are  all 
in  a  dreadful  passion  with  him,  but  we  four 
do  not  know  why.  Nevertheless  we  shall 
put  him  to  death  if  we  meet  him." 

*'  I  am  afraid,"  said  Joubert,  **  you  have 
led  a  vagabond  life  so  long,  that  you  forget 
that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  the  code 
civile.'* 

"  We  have  not  studied  that,"  said  Pierre, 
"for  laws  and  governments  too  have 
changed  so  much  since  we  began  to  move 
about,  that  there  is  no  knowing  where  to 
have  them.  We  used  then  to  cry  Vive 
VEmpereur!    We    got    tired  of  that,   but 
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could  never  cry  Vive  Louis  XVIIIy  or 
Charles  X ;  once  or  twice  we  have  cried  Vive 
Louis  Philippe  ;  but  it  takes  time  for  honest 
men  to  learn  these  things^  and  they  do  not 
lie  much  in  our  way*;  occasionally  we  cry 
Vive  la  repuhlique  !*' 

"  Vive  la  r — ^began  the  rest  with  great 
glee,  but  the  dangerous  word  was  concealed 
by  a  terrific  noise,  which  once  more  alarm- 
ed the  peaceable  inhabitants  of  the  Cerf 
Agile.  What  it  was  and  whence  it  pro- 
ceeded shall  be  related  in  the  following 
chapter. 
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'     .     CHAPTER  XIV. 

ONB   GOOD   TURN   DESERVES   ANOTHER. 

The  fact  was,  that  during  this  time 
Baron  Brain  had  got  his  supper  placed  be- 
fore him  ;  after  smelling  and  examining  It  for 
some  minutes,  he  discovered  that  the 
flesh  which  the  roguish  landlord  had  sent 
up,  instead  of  horse  was  beef.  Accordingly 
he  dispatched  it,  and  then  asked  for 
another  bottle  of  some  expensive  wine 
which  the  landlord  departed  with  a  lantern 
towards  the  cave  to  fetch ;  determined  on 
avenging  the  deception  which  had  proved 
so  agreeable  to  himself,  the  Baron,  who  had 
already  drank  pretty  deeply,  took  up  his 
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sword  and  followed.  They  passed  the 
kitchen  door  one  after  another,  each  paus- 
ing a  moment  to  look  in ;  and  Mathurin, 
perfectly  unconscious  that  he  was  dogged, 
went  slowly  down  the  descent  to  the  cave. 
Now  it  happened  that  the  steps  were  an- 
tique and  winding,  so  that  after  glimmering 
for  a  few  seconds  on  the  wall,  the  light 
disappeared,  immediately  upon  which  the 
Baron  missed  his  footing  and  fgll  with  a 
hideous  roar  of  terror  and  vexation.  Mathu- 
rin,  who  was  very  superstitious  that  night, 
endeavoured  to  regain  the  staircase ;  but  he 
encountered  at  the  bottom  the  fallen  Baron 
wbOi  seizing  his  heel  as  he  passed,  bit  it  with 
desperate  fury.  Even  a  hare,  says  Mezeray, 
when  hard  pressed,  will  leap  at  the  hound's 
throat ;  and  so  Mathurin,  exasperated  at 
this  treatment,  and  having  recognized 
moreover  the  voice  of  his  guest,  turned 
round,  and  began  to  kick  him  with  an  energy 
that  would  very  speedily  have  divorced  the 
soul  from  his  bbdy,  had  he  not  been  some- 
what accustomed  to  such  discipline. 
But  the  party  in  the  kitchen  hearingi 
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as  we  have  said,  the  ttproar,  and  directed 
hy  the  cries,  hastened  to  the  rescue.  The 
four  serving  men  first  plunged  down  the 
abyss,  whence  the  noise  proceeded,  and 
perceiving  the  unequal  conflict  that  was 
going  on,  for  the  fiaron  by  this  time  was 
perfectly  passive,  rushed  with  one  simul- 
taneous howl  upon  Mathurin,  who  was 
instantly  on  the  floor,  and  kicked  by  the 
united  feet  of  the  valets  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye,  round  a  corner  which  the  cave 
made  in  turning,  so  that  they  were  soon 
lost  to  sight.  The  hostess,  the  two  ser- 
vants, and  Joubert,  swiftly  followed,  whilst 
Joseph  was  only  prevented  from  so  doing 
by  having  a  hand  placed  upon  the  skirts  of 
his  coat. 

"  6opd  Christian,^*  said  the  Baron  in  a 
plaintive  voice,  "  I  tell  thee  I  am  sore  hurt. 
I  shall  never  hold  up  my  head  again.''    . 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?" 

"  That  diabolical  landlord  was  taught  by 
me  how  to  cure  the  gout ;  and  behold  how 
he  has  served  me  I'' 

*'  And  who  may  you  be  ?*' 
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"  Baron — ^Monsieur    Heautontimorume* 
no8." 

"  Well,  take  my  hand,  and  get  up." 

^^  A  pleasant  request  I    I  am  beaten  to  a 
jelly/' 

The  voice  of  Joubert  imploring  assistance 
was  now  heard ;  so  breaking  away  from 
the  unfortunate  man,  Joseph  rushed  for- 
ward, and  beheld  a  most  desperate  battle 
by  the  dim  light  of  the  landlord's  lantern, 
which  before  the  alarm  was  given,  he  had 
hung  up  against  the  wall.  Little  Pierre, 
upon  whom  Jeanneton  had  fallen,  was 
trembling  in  her  vigorous  grasp,  and  eur 
deavouring  in  vain  to  draw  his  sword, 
Baptiste,  flourishing  his  rapier,  had  re- 
treated to  a  corner,  pursued  by  Jeanne 
who,  with  a  broomstick  in  her  h^nd,  was 
endeavouring  to  knock  him  on  the  head, 
whilst  Francois  and  Mathurin,  rolling  on 
the  floor,  thumped  and  pummelled  each 
other  with  tremendous  effect.  But  what 
exasperated  Joseph  was  to  behold  Geoffrey 
holding  Joubert  by  his  scanty  hairs,  and 
aiming  a  shower  of  blows  at  his  nose  whilst 
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the  irate  little  gentleman  was  doing  all  in 
his  power  to  kick  his  enemy's  shins.  In 
an  instant  the  tables  were  turned,  and  a 
powerful  blow  from  the  stout  Joseph  sent 
the  astonished  valet  reeling  away,  until  he 
got  jammed  in  between  two  butts  of  wine. 

"  Hold  your  hands,  all  of  you,"  cried  the 
National  Guard,  wiping  Joubert's  face  with 
his  handkerchief,  to  ascertain  if  he  were 
wounded.  His  stentorian  voice  produced 
the  desired  effect,  and  the  bruised  com- 
batants made  a  truce  and  proceeded  to  see 
whether  the  Baron  was  dead  or  alive. 
They  found  him  lying  on  his  back  with  his 
legs  rising  perpendicularly  against  the  wall, 
which  he  was  kicking  very  deliberately  with 
his  heels,  as  if  to  wile  away  the  time. 
When  he  perceived  Joseph  approaching 
him  he  cried  with  a  solemn  voice  : 

**  Young  man,  I  give  you  notice  that  I 
shall  presently  yield  up  the  ghost.  I  am 
murdered  by  my  landlord  ; — ergo  he  will  be 
hanged.*' 

"I  took  you  for  a  robber.  Monsieur," 
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expostulated  the  host,  perceiving  that  it 
was  now  time  for  him  to  be  submissive. 

**  A  robber  1  you  scoundrel !  Tell  me, 
young  gentleman,  do  I  look  like  a  robber  ?'* 

"  Not  certainly  as  you  lie  there,"  replied 
Joseph,  who  could  not  suppress  a  laugh. 

"You  are  right.  I  have  obtained  nothing 
in  this  house  but  kicks  and  cuffs,  which 
have  been  gratuitously  distributed." 

"  Had  you  not  better  get  up  ?"  inquired 
Joubert. 

"  Yes ;  but  how  ?" 

"  I  will  show  you,"  quoth  Joseph.  So 
saying,  he  seized  the  Baron's  collar,  and 
without  receiving  any  assistance  from  him, 
succeeded  in  setting  him  upon  his  legs. 

"  Now  I  am  up,"  said  he,  "  I  must  go 
down  again  ;  for  I  cannot  stand." 

**  You  can  go  to  bed.  Monsieur,"  said 
Pierre,  who  seemed  half  inclined  to  cry ; 
"  and  we  will  rub  you  with  ointment." 

"  With  the  ointment  you  bought  in 
Italy,"   quoth  Fran9ois,  wiping  his  eyes. 

"  Just  so,"  cried  the  other  two. 
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"Take  me  to  bed/*  groaned  the  Baron, 
**  I  shall  certainly  die  in  the  course  of  the 
night/* 

The  four  valets  seized  each  an  arm  or 
a  leg  of  their  beloved  master,  whom 
they  hoisted  like  a  sack  up  stairs  to  a 
bed  room,  where  they  shifted  and  anointed 
him  from  top  to  toe,  after  which  ail  persons 
retired  to  rest,  and  slept  or  watched  as 
we]l  as  their  thoughts  and  bruises  would 
allow  them* 

Next  morning  Mathurin  was  startled 
from  his  slumbers  by  the  alarming  intel- 
ligence that  his  guest  was  dying.  Rising 
with  an  oath  he  slipped  on  the  most  neces- 
sary garments  and  running  over  with  his 
wife  found  the  four  serving  men  wring- 
ing their  hands,  and  the  Baron  himself 
Ijring,  groaning  awfully,  on  his  back  with 
his  moustaches  sticking  out  in  a  manner 
that  would  probably  have  induced  Charon 
to  think  twice-  before  he  asked  for  his  fare. 
Joseph,  Joubert,  the  hostler,  and  Jean- 
neton  had  also  been  summoned,  and  the 
whole  population  of  the  Cerf  Agile  was 
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thus  collected  round  the  hed.  The  host 
did  not  at  all  relish  the  ferocious  glances 
of  his  extraordinary  guest's  attendants  ; 
hut  endeavouring  to  conceal  liis  agitation, 
he  approached  the  hed-side  and  cast  an 
anxiouS)  though  half-incredulous  look  on 
the  visage  of  the  invalid. 

"  Monsieur,"  inquired  he  at  length, 
**  are  you  dying  in  good  earnest  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Baron,  in  a 
sepulchral  voice ;  "  and  I  die  hy  your 
hands." 

"  By  his  feet,"  quoth  Pierre. 

"  Nay,  it  matters  little,  my  hoy,"  said 
the  Baron  mildly.  ^'  Feet  and  hands  are  the 
same  thing  inlaw." 

"Very  true.  It's  all  one,"  cried  the 
four  serving  men,  putting  their  handker- 
chiefs to  their  eyes.  **  If  you  are  to  go, 
Master,  we  will  sacrifice  this  calf  on  your 
tomh." 

"  I  hope.  Monsieur  le  Baron,  you  will 
not  die  without  pardoning  me,"  quoth  the 
host  turning  very  pale.  "By  Heavens! 
I  took  you  for  a  robber !" 
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*' You  lie  !"  vociferated  the  Baron  in  a 
voice  that  did  not  seem  at  all  that  of 
one  in  the  last  extremity.  At  the  same 
time  by  a  skilful  twirl  he  extricated  his  right 
leg  from  the  bed-clothes  and  dealt  the  un- 
happy landlord  such  a  kick  in  the  face,  that 
fpr  a  moment  all  shape  of  features  seemed 
to  be  destroyed.  With  a  hideous  yell  he 
spun  back  and  fell  upon  the  floor,  whilst 
a  storm  of  indignation  burst  from  his  wife 
and  domestics. 

'^Ha!  ha!  hat"  laughed  Francois  and 
his  companions.  *^  Shall  we  give  him  some 
more  of  it  ?'* 

"  No,  my  children,'*  replied  the  Baron, 
looking  very  comically  at  all  present ;  **  but 
I  shall  now  die  in  peace." 

'*  Come,*'  said  Joseph,  quite  disgusted 
at  the  barbarity  exhibited  by  the  invalid, 
"  this  is  carrying  the  matter  a  little  too  far. 
I  thought  you  were  really  ill." 

"  Young  man,"  replied  Baron  Brain, 
in  the  voice  of  one  who  considers  he  has 
performed    his  duty,    "  you   mistake   the 
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matter  altogether.  I  never  was  better  in 
my  life.  I  intend  riding  thirty  miles 
this  morning.  If  you  will  retire,  I  will 
get  up  and  dress.*' 

The  room  was  accordingly  cleared, 
and  the  landlord  retreating  to  his  room 
took  to  his  bed,  and  vowed  he  would 
never  again  crawl  out  of  it  until  that 
devil  incarnate  had  taken  his  departure. 
This  result  was  soon  brought  about.  The 
Baron  dressed,  called  for  his  bill,  haggled 
a  little  at  several  items,  payed  the  whole, 
was  generous  to  the  servants,  ordered  the 
horses  to  be  got  ready,  and  emerged  into 
the  street. 

"  Pierre,"  said  he  to  the  little  valet, 
recollecting  that  he  had  not  yet  fully 
satisfied  his  vengeance  for  the  manner  in 
which  his  assumed  name  had  been  mis- 
represented or  forgotten,  "  you  are  in  my 
debt.'' 

"Exactly,"  replied  Pierre  disposing  him- 
self to  receive  the  seven  kicks.  "  But  I 
have  had,  alas,"  he  murmured,  '^  no  time 
for  preparation." 
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"  One — '*  said  the  Baron.  "  Excuse  me  ; 
but  that  was  a  failure.  It  must  not  be 
counted." 

**  It  was  a  good  kick,  a  very  good 
kick,"  cried  Pierre  looking  angrily  over 
his  shoulder. 

"  Fran9ois,"  quoth  the  •Baron,  much 
concerned,  and  appealing  to  the  elder 
valet,   **  what  say  you  ?" 

"  If  you  please.  Monsieur,  *twas  a  real 
kick*  Pierre  quivered  like  a  jelly  beneath 
it." 

Baron  Brain  muttered  his  dissent  and 
paid  the  remainder  of  his  debt  with  a 
vigour  only  to  be  acquired  by  long  practice. 
In  spite,  however,  of  Fran9ais'  decision 
he  was  about  to  bestow  an  eighth  blow  when 
the  umpire  tilted  up  his  leg,  which, 
encountering  that  of  the  Baron,  sent  him 
backward  into  the  arms  of  Joseph,  who 
had  come  out  to  witness  his  departure. 

**  It  would  not  be  fair,"  said  the  valet, 
assisting  Pierre  to  mount  his  horse. 

The  Baron  grimly  acquiesced,  and  clomb 
into  his  saddle,  allowing  it  to  be  evident  in 
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spite  of  himself,  that  he  was  stiff  with 
bruises.  When  fairly  seated,  however, 
he  nodded  to  Joubert,  waved  his  hand 
to  Joseph,  kissed  it  to  the  hostess, 
bowed  gracefully  to  the  servants,  and  moved 
off  at  a  brisk  trot.  His  valets,  after  the 
same  courtesies,  followed,  Pierre  moving 
last,  and  making  at  each  jolt  a  horrible 
grimace.  Several  unowned  curs,  starting 
from  their  slumbers  at  the  doors  of  the 
houses  now  began  to  snarl  at  the  riders, 
who  distributed  to  them  divers  smart  lashes 
with  their  whips,  as  they  proceeded  at  a  rapid 
pace ;  and  very  shortly  Baron  Brain  with 
bis  four  serving  men  disappeared  amidst 
much  clattering,  and  yelping,  and  shouting, 
and  rearing,  and  stumbling,  in  the  wind- 
ings of  the  streets  of  Senlis. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


THE   BIVOUAC. 


We  must  now  retrace  our  steps,  and 
relate  what  had  happened  to  Claude  since 
his  departure  from  Paris.  But  lest  the 
reader  should  not  retain  a  complete  idea  of 
Narcisse  Leroux's  plan  of  operations  to 
counteract  d'Hericourt,  as  it  was  modified 
by  circumstances,  a  brief  recapitulation 
may  not  be  here  unnecessary.  It  was  two 
days  after  Madame  Castelneuve  had  in- 
veigled away  Agnes  that  Claude  re- 
gained his  liberty,  and  on  that  very  day  he 
had  departed  for  Senlis,  in  the  neighbour- 
hood  of  which  was  a  place  where,  accord- 
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ing  to  Narcisse^  he  might  at  least  learn 
something  of  the  fate  of  his  affianced 
bride.  Meanwhile,  the  friends  of  Agnes 
had  succeeded  in  putting  a  restraint  upon 
the  movements  of  d'Hericourt,  under 
which,  however,  he  every  day  became 
more  restive ;  Joseph  and  Joubert  had  de- 
parted in  search  of  Claude,  from  whom 
no  tidings  were  received;  and  Narcisse, 
from  some  unaccountable  reason,  had  to- 
tally retired  from  the  scene.  All  these 
events  had  occurred  within  ten  or  twelve 
days. 

Claude,  as  will  be  remembered,  was 
accompanied  by  Jean,  who  had  taken 
quite  a  liking  to  him,  and  who,  confess- 
ing that  his  life  had  not  been  quite 
correct  up  to  that  time,  exhibited  every 
inclination  to  reform.  His  young  master, 
however,  as  he  now  called  him,  was  too 
much  occupied  with  other  thoughts  to 
pay  much  attention  to  his  professions. 

They  had  taken  the  diligence  to  Chan- 
tiliy,  where  they  arrived  in  the  evening, 
and  immediately  started  to  walk  to  Senlis. 
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After  emerging  from  the  high-walled  gar- 
dens of  the  fdtmer  town,  they  came  upon 
an  open  country,  through  which  the  road 
ran  bordered  by  strong  banks,  without 
passing  a  house,  for  miles.  The  night  was 
rather  dark  though  the  stars  shone  brightly, 
and  our  travellecf}  soon  found  that  instead 
of  keeping  the  highway  they  had  diverged 
into  a  bye-road,  which  soon  began  to  con- 
duct them,  not  towards  a  town,  but  a 
most  ominous  and  desert-looking  tract  of 
country.  Nothing  could  be  distinguished 
but  the  general  form  the  surface  of  the  soil 
assumed.  Though  rough  and  uneven,  it  did 
not  rise  into  hills  or  sink  into  valleys  ;  but 
still,  viewed  by  the  dim  light. of  the  stars 
which  literally  crusted  the  surface  of  the 
Heavens,  it  had  a  wild  and  savage  aspect. 
At  length,  indeed,  Claude,  after  looking 
around  very  anxiously  for  a  short  time, 
came  to  a  stand,  and  said : 

"  Itis  evident  we  have  lost  our  way.  We 
have  been  walking  for  miles,  and  no  sign  of 
habitation  appears.     On  the  contrary,  we 
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seem  to  have  found  our  way  into  a  desert. 
What's  to  be  done  ?" 

"  We  may  choose  one  of  three  things," 
said  the  boy;  ^'go  on,  go  back,  or  stop 
where  we  are." 

*^  The  last,  perhaps,  would  be  the  most 
prudent  course."  ^ 

"  If  we  had  anything  to  eat,"  suggested 
Jean  Jacques. 

"  Ah  !  you  are  hungry  ?  Then  the  best 
we  can  do  is  to  push  on.  It  is  impossible 
we  can  continue  very  long  without 
stumbling  on  some  village  or  farm- 
house." 

So  saying,  they  took  the  direction  of 
the  highest  point  of  -ground  they  could 
behold,  intending  to  use  it  as  a  look-out. 
When  they  had  reached  the  summit,  they 
gazed  around  for  some  time  without 
perceiving  anything  but  the  shadowy  face 
of  the  country  stretching  away  in  every 
direction,  and  the  brightly  gilded  skies 
overhead.  At  length,  however,  seemingly 
at  the  distance  of  only  half- a  mile,  Jean 
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discovered  a  light,  evidently  proceeding 
from  a  fire  burning  in  the  open  air. 

** There/'  said  he,  joyfully,  "is  what 
we  want.  L6t  us  make  haste  in  that  di- 
rection." 

**  Well,  perhaps  we  must ;  but  who  can 
be  encamped  under  the  cope  of  Heaven 
at  this  hour,  if  it  be  not  robbers  ?" 

**  Some  travellers  like  ourselves." 

•*  Possibly.  At  all  events  I  am  armed, 
and  you  also.  We  have  not  much  to  fear. 
En  avant  /" 

And  they  stepped  out  like  men  who 
were  hungry  and  determined  to  be  sa- 
tisfied. Descending,  however,  from  their 
elevated  position,  they  soon  lost  sight  of 
the  beacon  they  expected  to  guide  them, 
and  would  probably  have  agiain  missed 
their  way,  had  not  a  number  of  voices 
trolling  a  merry  catch,  informed  them  what 
course  they  ought  to  steer. 

Presently  they  reached  the  summit  of 
a  little  eminence,  about  twenty  yards  from 
the  fire,  and  paused  to  reconnoitre.  The 
flames    were    bright    and    well-fed,     and 
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enabled  them,  not  only  to  perceive  that  the 
party  was  encamped  on  the  banks  of  a  little 
stream,  but  to  peruse  their  coafttenances, 
A  number  of  horses,  picquetfed  at  no  great 
distance,  also  attracted  their  attention ;  and 
they  were  not  long  in  coming  to  the  con- 
clusion that  they  were  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  banditti. 

That  they  were  justified  by  appearances, 
will  instantly  be-  acknowledged,  when  we 
add,  that  they  were  gazing  on  Baron  Brain 
and  his  retinue. 

After  a  considerable  pause,  however,  it  was 
determined  to  march  up  and  try  their  for- 
tune. Jean  stoutly  advised  at  first  that  they 
should  fire  their  pistols  and  make  a  dash 
forward,  whereupon,  he  pledged  his  honour, 
the  banditti  would  take  to  their  heels,  as 
the  thieves  do  in  the  children's  story,  when 
the  door  falls  down  from  the  tree  like  a 
ripe  apple.  But  Claude  objected  to  this 
precipitate  mode  of  proceeding,  and  ac- 
cordingly advancing,  he  asked  with  a  firm 
voice,  how  far  it  was  to  Senlis. 

'^  Some    leagues,''    replied   the  Baron 
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taking  'a  silver  cup  from  his  mouth,  hut 
without  exhibiting  any  sign  of  emotion. 
"  If  you  find  your  way  there  this  night 
you  are  cleverer  than  I  take  you  for." 

At  this  the  whole  party  raised  a'  loud 
guffaw,  that  sounded  far  across  the  plain, 
and  may  have  been  mistaken  by  the  be- 
nighted peasant  for  the  merriment  of  some 
supernatural  being. 

"There  is  no  alternative.  We  must 
try,"  said  Claude.  "We  have  walked 
all  the  way  from  Chantilly,  and  are 
weary  and  hungry." 

"  Sit  down  with  us,"  cried  the  hospitable 
Baron.  "  We  can  offer  you  a  steak  of 
horseflesh  and  so  forth-,  with  as  good  wine 
as  ever  you  tasted,  I.dare  say." 

"Willingly,"  replied  Claude;  who  was 
perfectly  knocked  up ;  and  advancing,  he 
sat  himself  down  on  a  stone  which  one  of 
the  serving  men  vacated  for  him.  It  must 
not  be  supposed,  however,  that  the  sacred 
distinctions  of  rank  were  forgotten  by 
these  seven  bivouackers.  On  the  contrary, 
of  the   beneficent    glow  of  the  fire,  five- 
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tenths  were  reserved  for  Claude  and  the 
Baron,  whilst  the  remainder  was  aban- 
doned to  the  domestics. 

"You  will  doubtless  be  astonished/' 
quoth  the  nobleman,  picking  his  teeth 
with  the  point  of  a  small  dagger,  "  to 
behold  a  person  of  my  distinction  sitting 
down,  with  nothing  but  air  or  space  for 
some  millions  of  miles  overhead,  on  the 
grass  by  the  side  of  a  fire.  But  what 
would  you  have !  I  was  cheated  of  five 
and  forty  francs  last  week,  besides  suffer- 
ing other  incommodities  that  shall  be 
nameless;  and  accordingly  have  made  a 
vow  never  more  to  enter  a  place  of  pub- 
lic entertainment.  Nay,  I  have  revived 
the  custom  of  my  Germanic  ancestors. 
You  will  doubtless  perceive  I  am  no 
Gaul.  I  and  my  men,  I  say,  have  drunk 
from  the  same  cup  a  draught  of  wine 
mixed  with  blood,  (the  former  genuine 
Tokay,  the  latter  fresh  flowing  from  little 
Pierre's  thumb,  which  I  cut  with  this 
very  poignard,)  and  we  have  made  oath 
never  again   to   pay   for   either  board  or 
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lodging.  Henceforth^  in  my  travels,  I  will 
encamp  in  the  open  air.  When  winter 
comes  on,  I  intend  purchasing  a  tent, 
manufactured,  if  possible,  of  inn-keepers' 
hide.  I  am  surprised  this  delicious  idea 
never  entered  my  head  before.  What 
misfortunes,  what  vexations,  what  blows, 
what  martyrdoms,  should  I  not  have  es- 
caped !  Ah  !"  continued  the  old  man, 
turning  up  his  dark,  twinkling  eyes'  to- 
wards the  stairs,  '^  how  happy  should  I 
be  here  with  Leonora  I" 

As  Claude,  who  had  fallen  into  a  train  of 
reflections  of  his  own,  did  not  reply,  the 
Baron  proceeded ; 

"How  agreeable  it  is,*'  he  exclaimed, 
"to  lie  down  like  gypsies  by  the  side  of  a 
blazing  fire  1  Look  at  those  four  rascals  1 
What  a  contrast  do  their  visages  present  to 
our  high-bom  physiognomies  1  Behold 
what  a  red  and  romantic  glow  is  diffused 
over  our  forms  !  What  effects  for  a  painter  1 
Do  I  not  look  like  Father  Abraham,  re- 
pQsing  in  the  wastes  of  Arabia  ?    You  may 
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stand  for  Sarah.  Those  low  fellows  wotdd 
make  excellent  Arabs*  Then  we  have  only 
to  imagine  that  our  horses  are  camels, 
which  by  a  mental  elongation  of  the  neck, 
poor  things,  is  easily  accomplished,  and 
the  foreground  is  complete.  Cast  your 
eye  now  around.  See  the  trees  dimly 
revealing  themselves  through  the  obscurity. 
Mark  the  golden  ripples  playing,  where  it 
roUl^  within  the  influence  of  the  fire  on 
the  surface  of  the  stream,  which,  as  it 
passes  from  obscurity  through  light  to 
obscurity  is  an  apt  image  of  man's  career. 
Hark  how  it  rustles  amid  the  marsh 
mellows,  and  gurgles  yonder  through  some 
narrow  passage.  Then  raise  your  eye  aloft 
towards  the  vast  domain  of  infinity.  Behold 
the  glowing  stars  scattered  over  the  sombre 
sky.  Moralise  if  you  will  thereon.  Think 
how  few  are  the  happy  moments  of  our 
existence ;  but  that  yet  how  few  soever, 
the  eye  of  memory  lingers  fondly  upon 
them,  forgetting  the  gloom  that  clips 
them  round.    Do  not  the  breezes  that  frolic 
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across  this  plain,  blooming  with  grass  and 
tender  leaves,  blow  sweetly  upon  youiJ 
cheek  V 

**  They  are  growing  cold,"  quoth  Claude, 
shuddering  and  drawing  nearer  the  fire. 

**  Not  at  all,"  said  the  Baron,  imitating 
his  example.  *'  Pierre,  throw  on  some 
more  wood,  though  I  am  in  a  perspiration ^^ 
How  diflPerently  situated  should  we  be  in 
an  inn !  First  and  foremost  on  coming  to 
one  of  these  dens  of  iniquity,  which  ought 
to  be  abolished  by  law  all  over  the  world, 
you  are  oppressed  with  the  consciousness 
that  whatever  you  have  you  must  pay  for. 
Every  bow  the  host  makes,  even  if  it  be  at 
his  owH  face  in  a  glass,  is  set  down  to  your 
account  ;  and  the  lower  the  bows  the 
heavier  they  are  charged.  Then  if  you 
chuck  the  chambermaid  under  the  chin, 
you  must  submit  to  be  taxed  ;  if  you  curse 
the  stable-boy,  he  holds  out  his  hand  and 
expects  three  sous  for  every  oath,  as  if  in 
a  Christian  country  every  one  ought  not  to 
be  free  to  do  as  he  pleased.  However,  it  is 
not  so.     We  must  pay  for  swearing  as  well 


276  THE    BCCENTRIC    LOVER. 

as  for  praying,  which  is  somewhat  hard, 
as  it  leaves  you  no  alternative.  To  suppli- 
cate is  to  require  good  for  yourself;  to 
imprecate  is  to  wish  harm  to  other  people. 
Now  the  latter  is  evidently  perfectly  dis- 
interested ;  and  therefore  to  make  one  pay 
for  it  is  barefaced  imposition.  Again,  if 
you  eat  you  do  so  with  the  certainty  that 
every  morsel  you  put  into  your  mouth 
swells  the  bill ;  if  you  fast  it's  all  one. 
That  is  not  their  fault.  All  this,  however, 
one  might  pardon,  if  one  was  perfectly  sure^ 
that  instead  of  meat  one  was  not  presented 
with  carrion.  To  eat  at  an  inn  or  hotel  is 
to  book  yourself  ^or  indigestion.  To  taste 
their  soup  is  mere  suicide,  especially  when 
a  man  has  a  delicate  stomach  like  myself, 
a  stomach  that  the  least  impurity  revolts, 
and  which  I  make  it  a  point  of  conscience 
never  to  insult  with  anything  that  my  nose 
or  palate  scorns.  At  the  same  time  you 
must  not  imagine  I  am  jfinikin  at  table. 
No.  Meat  I  despatch  in  gobbets ;  soup 
in  a  spoon  as  large  as  a  spade.  But  I  must 
be  sure  that  what  I  devour  is  untampered 
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with.  This  is  never  the  case  in  houses  of 
entertainment.  Your  hair  would  stand  on 
end  were  you  to  hear  the  frightful  disclo- 
sures my  followers  have  made  me  respect- 
ing the  infernal  tricks  of  inn-keepers. 
Good  God,  Sir,  my  very  blood  runs  cold 
when  I  think  of  what  abomination  I  have 
swallowed.  To  horseflesh  I  entertain  no 
objection,  being  a  Fellow  of  the  Horseflesh 
Society.  To  say  nothing,  however,  of  asses, 
dogs,  cats,  rats,  and  mice  I  have  masti- 
cated— ah  1  faugh  !  let  us  turn  from  this 
delicate  meal  and  ascend  to  the  dormitories. 
What  find  you  there?  A  damp  bed,  in 
which  fleas  and  bugs  vie  with  each  other  in 
tormenting  you ;  the  mattress  is  stufied 
with  broom-sticks,  the  bolster  with  cabbage 
stalks,  the  pillow  with  wet  rags.  From 
the  ceiling  depends  a  long  line  of  spiders, 
shaking  at  you  their  hideous  fangs,  and 
ready  to  drop  into  your  mouth  as  soon  as 
you  shall  fall  asleep.  I  always  sleep  with 
my  mouth  wide  open,  for  fear  of  being 
stifled.  Blood-thirsty  flies  and  gnats  in 
gangs  of  thousands  buzz  furiously  about 
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your  nose,    and  as  your  glaring  eye-balls 
stare,  at  the  unnumbered  perils  which  hem 
you  in  on  every  side,  these  winged  demons 
skate  along  their  polished  surface,  as  if  they 
were  made  simply  for  their  amusement. 
Around,  the  mice  and  rats  rush  from  hole 
to  hole,   like  disturbed   spirits ;   the  dog 
howls  without ;  the  wind  whistles  through 
the  broken  pane  or  roars  in  the  chimney ; 
drunken   revellers  brawl    in    the  kitchen 
below  or  stumble  about  overhead,  shaking 
the  plaster,  and  a  fresh  supply  of  bugs  and 
fleas  from  the  ceiling,  together  with  ear- 
wigs, and   spiders,   and    centipedes,   and 
beetles,  and  every  species  of  vermin  that 
can,  by  any  possibility,  obtain  a  livelihood 
within  the  walls.    These  crawl  over  your 
body,  into    your    eyes  and  ears,   or  are 
crushed  as  you  roll  frantically  about,  in  the 
midst  of  which  exercise,  down  comes  the 
bed,  your  head  thumps  upon  the  floor,  a 
huge  bump  as  big  as  your  two  fists  starts 
out,  as  if  by  magic  ;  and  to  crown  all,  after 
having  spent  the  night  rolled  up  like  a  cat 
upon  the  cold  stones,  you  are  compelled 
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next  day  to  carry  away  with  you  a  fresh 
supply  of — but  the  poor  boy  is  asleep." 

Claude  had  indeed  sunk  exhausted  by 
the  side  of  the  fire.  The  four  servants 
were  also  snoring  aloud.  The  Baron,  ac- 
cordingly, condescended  to  take  them  as 
models,  and  stretching  himself  out  as  close 
to  the  fire  as  possible,  wrapped  bis  cloak 
about  his  meagre  limbs,  and  endeavoured 
to  plunge  headlong  into  the  regions  of  slum- 
ber. But  he  was  evidently  little  accustomed 
to  **  rough  it,"  as  he  was  now  doing  ;  and 
many  a  suppressed  grunt  told  of  his  un- 
easiness ;  but  at  length  one  eye  closed,  and 
then  another;  he  snorted  thrice,  .q^d  re- 
lapsed into  a  state  of  seeming  insensibility. 
His  bones,  however,  did  not  become  sud- 
denly accustomed  to  the  hard  couch,  so 
that  had  any  chance  traveller  paused  to 
contemplate  these  worshippers  of  Somnus, 
he  would  have  observed  that  ever  and  anon 
the  B$iron  "  grinned  horribly  a  ghastly 
smile,"  and  emitted  a  sepulchral  groan. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

JL^   ADVBNTT7RB   IN   THE    OLD    HOUSE   NEAR   8BNLIS. 

The  fatigues  he  had  undergone  during 
the  day  made  Claude,  in  spite  of  the  many 
subjects  of  anxious  thought  he  had  to  oc- 
cupy lys  mind,  sleep  as  soundly  as  any  of 
his  companions  until  near  morning,  when 
he  awoke,  rose  to  his  feet,  and  gazed  about 
him,  for  awhile  astonished  at  finding  him- 
self in  so  strange  a  position.  A  wild  and 
desolate  heath  stretched  around,  on  the 
distant  borders  of  which,  however,  a  few 
trees  might  be  seen  dimly  traced  against 
the  grey  sky.;  close  at  hand  were  a  group  of 
horses  evidently  rendered  stiff  by  the  cold 
dew  of  the  night,  and  hanging  their  heads 
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together  in  sullen  resignation ;  at  bis  feet 
smouldered  the  embers  of  a  huge  fire  round 
which  lay  Baron  Brain  and  his  attendants 
with  Jean,  all  snoring  aloud  in  the  happi- 
ness of  profound  repose. 

Claude  did  not  at  first  disturb  them,  but 
walking  aside  gazed  towards  the  east  for 
the  first  appearance  of  the  sun.  A  hand- 
ful of  stars,  thinly  scattered  over  the  Hea- 
vens, shone  with  now  diminished  brilliancy 
over  'head;  and  amongst  them  wais  the 
large  melancholy  morning  star.  There  it 
burned,  the  never-dying  lamp  of  the  dawn, 
hanging  pensively  by  invisible  chains  from 
the  sky,  soliciting  as  at  all  times  the  wonder 
and  the  admiration  of  mankind.  ''  When 
wert  thou  kindled  bright  luminary  ?  What 
hast  thou  to  say  of  ages  past?  What 
H..,  U>ou  seen  i/fty  J„lar'w.Uhi„g,  of 
the  birth  of  day?"  These  Sabean  ques- 
tions Claude  did  not  put.  He  was  an- 
xiously looking  out  for  signs  in  the  east  of 
the  approaching  sun ;  and  presently  a  faint 
blush  tinged  the  sky,  far,  far  behind  the 
few  long  clouds  which  hung  above  the  im- 


282  THE   BCCBNTRIC    LOVER. 

mediate  horizon  and  which  now  looked  like 
bars  across  the  window  of  the  morning. 
No  sooner  had  his  impatient  glance  dis- 
tinguished this  presignification  of  day  than 
he  hastened  to  waken  Jean,  in  whose  com- 
pany he  intended  to  depart  alone. 

But  the  Baron,  who  always  slept  with  one 
eye  open,  as  the  expression  is,  overheard 
his  exhortations  to  the  drowsy  lad;  and 
starting  up,  distributed  a  few  kicks  to  his 
somniferous  domestics  and  cried . 

"  To  horse  !  to  horse  V 

The  whole  party  was  soon  awake  and  on 
their  feet. 

"  You  are  bound  for  Senlis,  Monsieur," 
cried  Baron  Brain.  *^  Now,  I  had  vowed 
never  to  enter  that  accursed  town  during 
my  whole  life;  but  I  think  you  will  be 
weary  ere  you  reach  it ;  and  as  the  Horse- 
flesh Society  does  not  meet  for  a  couple  of 
months,  I  don't  care  which  way  I  travel. 
So,  if  you  will  accept  the  offer  of  a  horse, 
two  of  my  servants  shall  ride  double,  your 
page  shall  get  up  behind  Pierre ;  and  the 
only  price  you  will  have  to  pay,  will  be  to 
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hear  me  blaspheme  the  place  we  are  going 
to,  without  interruption." 

This  polite  offer  was  accepted,  and  the 
whole  party  was  soon  scampering  like  cou* 
riers  or  post-boys  across  the  heath  in  the 
direction  of  Senlis.  As  they  approached, 
Jean  began  to  look  anxiously  about  for  the 
mansion  described  by  Leroux,  and  at  len^h. 
when  they  were  within  a  mile  of  the  town, 
cried,  pointing  to  a  lonely  house  in  the 
midst  of  a  neglected  orchard  : 

''That's  the  place  I" 

"Why,  what  on  earth  can  you  want 
there  ?"  inquired  the  Baron,  ordering  a  halt 
for  a  moment.  ''  I  have  been  told  strange 
stories  about  that  house.  Every  body  says 
there  is  some  mystery  in  it.  I  once  had  a 
notion  of  setting  it  on  fire,  to  see'  what 
would  come  out.  They  say  it  is  haunted, 
and  I  should  like  to  broil  a  ghost :  it  must 
be  delicate  eating." 

The  Baron's  account  of  the  matter  left 
no  doubt  in  the  minds  of  Claude  and  Jean 
that  they  had  reached  their  journey's  end. 
The  former  now  explained  what  was  the 
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reason  of  his  desire  to  penetrate  into  the 
house. 

*^  Can  I  be  of  any  assistance,  my  son  ?'' 
cried  Baron  Brain ,  delighted  at  the  dim 
prospect  of  mischief.  '^  If  so,  this  arm  is 
at  your  service." 

"  If  you  wish  to  aid  me/'  replied  Claude, 
riding  by  the  side  of  the  Baron,  **  you  will 
dispose  your  followers  round  the  house,  so 
as  to  prevent  any  one  from  finding  egress. 
I,  yourself  and  Jean  may  then  go  up  to  the 
door  and  demand  admittance.  If  this  be 
refused,  we  can  force  our  way  in.  It  is 
useless  to  apply  to  the  authorities  at  Senlis 
as  the  delay  may  be  fatal." 

**  All  right,"  answered  the  Baron  ;  "  law 
is  a  humbug  and  was  invented  to  ensure 
impunity  to  criminals.  It  is  a  device 
of  the  knaves,  who  are  in  a  majority,  to  in- 
terpose all  manner  of  barriers  between  them- 
selves and  justice.  I  hate  the  law.  I  lost 
fifty  thousand  francs  by  it  once,  in  a  suit  I 
commenced  for  a  bit  of  land,  three  feet 
square." 

Claude  by  this  time  had  got  a-head  of 
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his  companion,  and  having  reached  the 
gate,  was  now  searching  for  a  bell-handle. 
None  appearing,  he  began  to  call  out  and 
knock  the  gate  with  the  butt  end  of  a  pis- 
tol. The  house,  however,  was  so  far  distant 
that  it  seemed  very  improbable  that  his 
summons  should  be  heard.  The  orchard  was 
thick  and  tangled ;  but  an  avenue  of  walnut- 
trees  that  led  up  a  gentle  slope  to  the  house 
allowed  it  to  be  seen  at  the  distance  of  about 
a  hundred  yards.  It  was  a  huge,  stragghng 
structure 'of  red  brick  and  dated  evidently 
from  ancient  times.  Many  dilapidated  tur- 
rets gave  it  the  appearance  of  being  forti- 
fied ;  and  the  windows  were  small  and  all 
barred. 

"Did  you  ever  see  a  more  villanous 
place?"  inquired  the  Baron,  riding  up, 
after  having  dispersed  his  followers  it)und 
the  walls  of  the  orchard  on  the  look  out. 
"  You  may  bawl  till  you  are  hoarse.  No- 
body will  answer.  I  dare  say  the  place  is 
haunted  after  all.  By  Jove  !  I  saw  a  man 
look  out  from  one  of  the  turrets.  What  an 
ugly   physiognomy   the  house   has !     No 
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doubt  that  rascal  is  on  the  watch  for  us. 
It  looks  like  a  prison.  What  a  deuced  high 
wall !  How  to  get  over  it  I  know  not,  un- 
less we  adopt  the  Roman  method  and  pile 
up  the  common  soldiers  in  a  heap  so  that 
we  can  climb  over  their  prostrate  bodies. 
Shall  we  storm  ?" 

*'  Of  course/'  replied  Claude,  forcing  his 
steed  close  to  the  high  wall  and  standing 
upon  the  saddle.  In  this  way,  he  con- 
trived to  scramble  over  and  drop  down  on 
the  other  side.  Jean,  who  had  alighted 
from  behind  Pierre,  climbed  upon  his  mas* 
ter's  horse  and  succeeded  in  following  his 
example  ;  but  the  Baron  declin'ed  the  esca* 
lade,  probably  because  he  was  still  stiff  from 
the  bruises  he  had  received  at  Senlis.  It 
is  also  possible  that  he  deemed  it  beneath 
his  dignity  to  join  the  forlorn  hope.  How- 
ever this  may  be,  he  now  rode  to  the  sum- 
mit of  a  little  hillock  a  few  yards  off,  from 
whence  he  could  survey  the  whole  sur- 
rounding country,  and  the  progress  of  the 
siege,  through  his  eye  glass.  Fran9ois  had 
been  despatched  to  the  rear ;  Baptiste  and 
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GeojQfrey  respectively  to  the  flanks  of  the 
orchard,  whilst  little  Pierre  was  employed 
as  aide-de-camp  to  carry  intelligence  and 
orders  to  and  from  the  general. 

"  Well/'  cried  Claude  when  he  perceived 
that  the  Baron  hung  hack,  **we  two  are 
sufficient  for  the  purpose,  and  besides  I 
conceive  that  mad  fellow  a  dangerous 
auxiliary.  To  tell  the  truth,  however,'*  he 
continued  looking  up  the  avenue,  *'  on  a 
nearer  examination  this  place  does  not  seem 
to  me  to  tally  at  all  with  Leroux's  descrip<» 
tion.  I  often  think  too,"  in  saying  this  he 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  Jean,  *'  that  your  master 
has  deceived  me  and  that  she  whom  I  seek 
has  never  been  taken  from  Paris." 

"  Upon  my  life  T'  exclaimed  Jean,  "  if 
you  have  been  deceived,  so  have  I ;  but  I 
do  not  think  Leroux  would  dare  to  do  it. 
We  can  see  there  is  something  to  conceal 
in  this  house.  It  seems  perfectly  deserted  ; 
but  it  is  not  so.  The  Baron  says  he  saw  a 
man  look  out  from  a  turret ;  and  here  are 
recent  foot  prints  in  the  moss  that  over- 
grows the  avenue." 
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By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  prin- 
cipal door,  which  was  heavy  and  massive , 
and  seemed  not  to  have  heen  opened  for 
many  a  day,  the  cohwebs  hanging  thick 
upon  it.  The  style  of  the  whole  building 
was  a  sort  of  spurious  gothic  admirably 
adapted  to  its  rambling  character.  The 
windows,  all  with  pointed  summits  were  of 
various  sizes  and  disposed  irregularly  ;  but 
the  door  was  the  most  singular  portion  of  the 
structure.  It  looked  like  that  of  an  ancient 
castle  deprived  of  its  portcullis,  its  draw- 
bridge and  the  loop-holes  used  to  defend 
the  approach.  It  was  of  oak,  thickly 
studded  with  nails  and  clumps  of  iron,  and 
could  have  been  forced  open  by  nothing 
less  than  a  petard, 

'*  There  must  be  some  other  entrance 
besides  this,"  said  Jean,  scrutinizing  the 
iron-barred  windows  and  gazing  with  a  per- 
plexed air  over  the  face  of  the  house. 

"  Let  us  go  round,"  cried  Claude,  lead- 
ing the  way. 

A  huge  growth  of  underwood,  now 
steeped  in  dew,  grew  along  the  foot  of  the 
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walls,  and  in  many  places  the  ivy  and  the 
mountain  ash  clambered  to  the  very  roof 
and  hung  in  festoons  from  turret  to  turret. 
A.  vast  number  of  birds  were  twittering 
beneath  the  projecting  eaves,  and  seemed 
the  only  living  occupants  of  the  place. 
They  appeared  to  have  long  multiplied  un- 
molested, and  came  out  fluttering  along  the 
sunny  walls  in  all  confidence  and  security 
almost  within  reach  of  the  hand..  Some.of 
them  also  flew  in  and  out  of  Various  open  win- 
dows with  the  impudence  acquired  by  long 
custom.  They  evidently  considered  the 
place  as  in  some  sort  their  property.  In  a 
group  of  ash  trees  before  the  great  door 
there  was  a  rookery  established,  from  which 
a  terrific  cawing  proceeded. 

Thrice  did  Claude  and  Jean  make  the 
tour  of  the  mansion  without  discovering 
any  means  of  obtaining  an  entrance.  But 
they  learned  for  certidnty  that  there  were 
human  beings  within ;  for  during  their 
second  examination,  the  lad's  quick  eye 
detected  a  head  rapidly  thrust  out  of  a 
window,  and  as  rapidly  withdrawn. 

VOL.    II,  o 
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Our  herOi  who  had  reposed  until  now 
but  a  faint  belief  in  Leroux's  testimony, 
and  had  scarcely  undertaken  the  expedi- 
tion for  any  other  reason  than  because 
inaction  under  such  circumstances  was 
impossible  to  bear,  began  at  length  to  warm 
in  the  undertaking.  His  suspicions  'were 
aroused  by  the  extraordinary  conduct  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  house,  and  he  be* 
came  convinced  that  they  had  in  reality 
something' of  importance  to  conceal.  The 
probability  that  Agnes  was  detained  a  pri- 
soner there  now  first  realized  itself  to 
Claude's  imagination ;  he  became  agitated, 
his  hand  shook,  his  eye  flashed,  and  Jean 
saw  that  it  would  fare  ill  with  whoever 
might  attempt  to  oppose  him.  He  was 
armed  with  a  pair  of  pistols,  which  he 
handled  in  a  manner  as  if  eager  for  an 
opportunity  of  using  them. 

*^  Jean,"  said  he  in  a  trembling  voice, 
**  we  must  find  or  force  an  entrance.  I 
like  not  the  aspect  of  this  house.  'Tis  a 
strange  place  to  carry  a  young  lady  to." 
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^^  It  is  a  house  to  commit  murders  in," 
replied  Jean. 

Claude  shuddered,  and  stepped  back 
once  more  to  survey  the  appearance  of  the 
mansion.  At  this  moment  the  sound  as 
of  the  slamming!  of  a  door  within  startled 
him.  It  came  evidently  from  a  distant 
part  of  the  house,  and  showed  that  the 
inmates  were  on  the  move.  He  now  once 
more  proceeded  with'  still  greater  care  to 
search  for  an  entrance  more  easy  to  force 
than  that  which  they  had  already  disco* 
vered,  and  which  seemed  to  present  almost 
insurmountable  obstacles.  This  time,  at 
the  back  of  the  house,  by  diligently  scru- 
tinizing the  appearance  of  the  mass  of 
brambles  and  other  bushes  which,  as  we 
have  said,  grew  along  the  foot  of  the  wall, 
they  discovered  a  little  door.  Down  to 
this  led  a  flight  of  broken  steps,  which 
had  been  purposely  covered  over  by  the 
underwood.  Thrusting  this  aside,  Claude, 
now  worked  up  to  an  excessive  pitch  of 
excitement,  placed  his  shoulder  against  the 
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door,  and  by  a  desperate  effort,  succeeded 
in  bursting  it  in.  The  crash  it  made  in 
falling  on  the  stone  floor  within,  resounded 
through  the  house,  and  seemed  to  be 
echoed  by  other  and  different  noises. 
Without  paying  much  attention  to  these, 
Claude  and  his  companion  plunged  into 
a  long,  straight,  narrow,  vaulted  and  dark 
passage,  each  with  pistols  ready  cocked 
for  action,  should  any  resistance  be  op- 
posed. But  none  apparently  was  threat- 
ened, and  as  they  hurried  on,  the  sound 
of  their  own  footsteps  seemed  the  only 
evidence  of  life  in  the  place. 

The  passage  in  which  they  had  entered 
passied  through  several  cellars,  lighted  by 
grated  windows  near  the  roof,  until  at 
length  it  led  to  the  foot  of  a  narrow  stair- 
case. As  Claude  was  placing  his  foot 
upon  the  flrst  step,  he  thought  he  heard 
a  sound  above.  Pausing  a  moment  to 
listen,  he  clearly  distinguished  the  tread 
of  some  person  cautiously  retiring  upwards. 
Eagerly  springing  forward,  he  reached  a 
spacious  gloomy  hall,  just  in  time  to  per- 
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ceive  a  human  figure  ascending  twith  some 
precipitation  a  great  stone  flight  of  steps. 

A  glance  around  sufficed  to  inform  that 
he  had  passed  completely  under  the  house 
to  the  principal  entrance.  There  was 
no  mistaking  that  huge  ponderous  door, 
seeming  to  groan  beneath  the  weight  of 
locks,  bars,  and  bolts,  with  which  it  was 
profusely  furnished.  The  hall  was  arched, 
lofty,  and  as  we  have  said,  spacious.  Many 
closed  doors  surrounded  it.  At  the  extre- 
mity the  flight  of  steps  before  mentioned 
ascended,  dividing  where  it  turned,  and  lead- 
ing to  the  landing  over  the  hall.  Up  this 
Claude  continued  the  pursuit  of  the  flying 
man,  led  on  by  the  sound  of  his  footsteps. 

Various  dark  corridors  branched  off  from 
the  first  landing  ;  and  Claude  moreover 
caught  a  glimpse  in  passing  of  several  long 
deserted  suites  of  apartments,  stretching 
away  indefinitely  into  the  body  of  the  house ; 
the  sun  falling  through  their  long  narrow 
windows  curiously  checquered  the  floors; 
but  all  this  only  flashed  before  the  eyes 
of  Claude  as  he  passed  and  ascended  in 
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pursuit.  Up,  up  he  darted,  following  with 
desperate  energy  the  fugitive,  who,  evi- 
dently  alarmed  at  the  energy  with  which 
he  was  pursued,  stumbled  at  almost  every 
step,  and  seemed  uncertain  which  way  to 
turn.  Upwards,  however,  he  still  went, 
Claude  gaining  on  him  all  the  while,  until 
at  length  he  came  once  more  in  sight.  His 
quick  breathing  could  now  be  distinctly 
heard,  and  the  young  man  had  actually 
stretched  out  his  hand  to  seize  him,  when 
they  both  suddenly  found  themselves  in 
almost  complete  darkness. 

The  staircase  terminated  beneath  a  cu- 
pola,  with  several  sombre  corridors 
branching  off,  down  which  the  eye  could 
not  penetrate.  Claude  naturally  paused, 
startled  for  a  moment  at  finding  him* 
self  deserted  by  the  day,  and  soon  had 
the  mortification  to  hear  the  steps  of  him 
he  pursued  resounding  afar  off,  at  the  hot* 
tom  of  a  gallery.  Without  waiting  a  single 
moment  to  reflect,  our  hero  dashed  away 
in  this  direction  to  endeavour  to  retrieve 
the  ground  he  had  lost.      light  and  active, 
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and  impelled  by  powerful  motives,  he  would 
Booa  have  been  the  victor  in  this  race  had 
not  his  ignorance  of  the  windings  and  turn^ 
ings  of  the  place  soon  caused  him  to  lose 
his  way  and  become  entangled  in  a  seem- 
ingly inextricable  labyrinth. 

After  ascending  and  descending  several 
narrow  flights  of  steps,  straight  or  winding, 
and  crossing  innumerable  small  apartments, 
be  at  length  found  himself  alone  in  a  spa- 
cious and  lofty  saloon,. with  a  painted  roof 
and  tapestried  walls.  The '  furniture  was 
scanty  and  antique,  and  everything  here  as 
elsewhere  in  this  strange  house,  exhibited 
signs  of  desertion  and  decay.  Huge  cob- 
webs, nearly  as  large  as  cloaks,  hung  in 
the  corners  of  the  room,  the  tapestry  was 
torn  and  mouldy,  great  cracks  traversed 
the  roof  in  every  direction.  The  boards 
had  once  been  waxed,  but  were  now  inno- 
cent of  all  slipperiness  ;  the  rats  had  been 
carrying  out  in  them  some  strange  theory 
of  ventilation,  so  that  it  was  in  parts 
rather  difficult  to  walk  across  the  floor 
without  sticking  fast.      The  furniture,  as 
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we  have  said,  was  scanty;  it  was,  more- 
over, worm-eaten  to  the  last  degree,  A 
huge  buffet,  surcharged  with  dust  at  every 
projection,  as  the  branches  of  trees  are 
laden  in  winter  with  snow,  threatened  at 
every  instant  to  come  down  in  hideous 
ruin.  The  chairs  were  covered  with  dirty 
yellow  satin,  and  exhibited  some  remains 
of  curious  and  valuable  fringe.  The  tables 
were  all  thrust  together  in  a  corner,  and 
had  evidently  not  been  used  for  an  age. 

"  What  a  dismal  place !"  ejaculated 
Claude  as  he  cast  his  eye  round  the  room. 
He  then  repaired  to  one  of  the  windows, 
dirty  and  shattered,  down  the  sides  of 
which  hung  great  sweeping  curtains,  ruined 
in  their  whole  extent  by  moth  and  mould. 
Looking  forth,  he  could  descry  in  a  neigh- 
bouring field  two  of  the  Baron's  doughty 
followers  drawn  together  by  their  innate 
loquaciousness,  and  evidently  engaged  in 
deep  and  earnest  conversation  concerning 
the  old  house. 

Claude  now  noticed  for  the  first  time 
that  Jean  was  not  with  him,  and  prepared 
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to  retrace  his  footsteps  ;  but  be  was  not 
exactly  sure  by  which  door  he  had  entered, 
and  thought  it  best  to  make,  if  possible, 
straight  for  the  principal  staircase,*  by 
studying  the  configuration  of  the  house. 

This  undertaking  he  soon  found  was  no 
easy  one.  The  mansion  seemed  to  have 
been  purposely  built  to  render  a  guide  ne- 
cessary to  a  stranger.  Many  of  the  rooms 
exactly  resembled  each  other,  so  that  it 
was  impossible  to  tell  whether  the  same 
was  or  was  not  often  traversed.  There 
were  passages  winding  and  straight,  some 
seeming  to  end  in  nothing;  there  were 
flights  of  stairs,  short  and  long,  crossing 
each  other,  or  conmiunicating  by  little 
doors. 

Occasionally  the  shutters  were  closed,  so 
that  Claude  had  to  grope  his  way  slowly 
through  rooms  plunged  in  perfedt  dark- 
ness. In  these  places  he  at  times  expe- 
rienced that  unpleasant  sensation  of  being 
almost  in  contact  with  human  beings,  and 
yet  not  certain  of  their  presence.  He  felt 
that  he   was  followed   and  watched^  and 
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thought  that  some  person  was  endeavour-* 
ing  to  approach  him  from  behind  ;  but  he 
could  hear  no  footsteps  distinguish  no 
breathing,  and  yet  he  often  stretched  out 
his  hands  in  the  confident  belief  that  he 
should  grasp  somebody.  It  will  easily  be 
imagined  that  he  was  glad  enough  to  es- 
cape from  these  dismal  places.  Wherever 
he  went,  however,  he  found  that  the  mys- 
tery which  shrouded  the  place  began  to 
have  an  effect  upon  his  imagination,  and  a 
strange  undefined  feeling  of  dread  crept 
over  him  as  he  plunged  deeper  and  deeper 
into  the  labyrinth.  Whether  he  pushed 
forward  or  attempted  to  retreat,  it  seemed 
impossible  to  extricate,  himself.  Room 
succeeded  room,  gallery  gallery,  in  endless 
succession  and  strange  confusion,  and  he 
began  at  length-  almost  to  despair  of  ever 
finding  his  way  out  or  meeting  with  his 
companion. 

Those  who  have  been  thrown  into  wild 
and  lonely  places,  surrounded  by  unknown 
dangers,  can  conceive  the  state  of  mind  in 
which  he  now  was.    It  was  not  precisely 
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fear  for  himself  that  possessed  him,  for 
as  he  grasped  his  pistols,  there  was  nothing 
he  so  much  desired  as  to  encounter  an  ene- 
my. But  it  was  the  uncertainty,  the  mys- 
tery by  which  he  was  encircled  that  per- 
plexed and  troubled  him.  Could  it  be 
possible  that  Agnes  was  imprisoned  in 
some  remote  corner  of  this  house  ?  What 
could  have  been  the  fearful  object,  to  ac- 
complish which  she  had  been  brought 
thither?  He  knew  there  was  a  mystery 
attached  to  the  history  of  her  family,  which 
once  her  father  to  him  **  in  dreadful  secrecy 
did  impart/*  Was  it  possible  that  her  dis- 
appearance had  any  connexion  with  this  ? 
Or  was  the  story  of  Narcisse  true  that  this 
dilapidated  mansion  belonged  to  d'Heri- 
court?  This  thought,  whenever  it  recur- 
red, filled  him  with  rage,  and  he  glanced 
furiously  around,  seeking  for  some  one  on 
whom  he  might  wreak  his  thirst  for  ven- 
geance. As  he  became  morie  and  more  ex- 
cited in  the  search,  he  began  to  call  out 
now  the  name  of  Agnes,  now  that  of  Jean ; 
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but  the  only  answers  he  received  were 
the  sullen  echoes  that  went  rebounding  from 
room  to  room  and  from-  gallery  to  gallery, 
until  they  died  away  in  indistinct  murmurs 
in  the  distance. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THB    SEQUEL    OF   THE    ABVENTU&E   IN   THE    OLD    HOUSE. 

Let  us  now  return  to  Jean.  When  his 
master,  or  rather  commander,  started  oflf 
in  pursuit  of  the  person  who  had  led  him 
such  a  fruitless  chace,  he  did  not  under- 
stand the  reason  of  his  rapid  advance ; 
but  understanding  immediately  afterwards 
what  had  occurred,  he  endeavoured  to  re- 
gain the  ground  he  had  lost.  Up  the  stair- 
case he  ran  like  a  cat,  and  hearing  the 
sound  of  footsteps  still  ascending,  followed 
until  he  gained  the  summit.  Here,  how- 
ever, being  considerably  behind-hand,  he 
took  tlie  wrong  turning,  and  plunged  into 
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a  labyrinth  of  passages,  and  galleries,  and 
corridors,  which  soon  deprived  him  of  all 
hope  of  finding  his  way  back,  except  by 
chance. 

Fearlessly,  however,  did  he  proceed, 
holding  his  pistols  ready,  and  glancing 
on  every  side  to  discover  an  enemy. 
More  cautious  than  Claude,  he  took  care 
not  to  enter  a  chamber  of  any  extent  with- 
out previous  examination.  Accordingly, 
when  he  arrived  at  the  half  open  door  of 
a  large  hall,  he  looked  in  before  he  enter- 
ed and  perceived  two  men  advancing  across 
it.  One  was  clothed  like  a  peasant,  in  a 
blouse,  but  the  other  had  something  the 
appearance  of  a  military  man  in  undress. 
He  was  stout  and  strongly  built;  his 
features  were  swarthy ;  and  there  was  an 
air  of  savage  ferocity  in  his  countenance 
that  struck  fear  for  a  moment  into  the 
heart  of  Jean.  He  was  armed  with  a 
short  heavy  sword  and  a  pistol.  His 
companion,  also  of  ruffianly  appearance, 
carried  a  gun. 

These  two  worthies  walked  slowly  across 
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the  room  towards  the  door,  hehind  which 
Jean  stood  uncertain  for  a  moment  what  to 
do.  They  were  luckily  engaged  in  earnest 
conversation,  so  that  he  was  afforded  time  to 
reflect.  Accordingly,  just  as  they  were  about 
to  come  upon  him  he  retreated  on  tiptoe, 
and  succeeded  in  crouching  down  behind  a 
huge  oak  arm  chair  that  stood  in  an  ante- 
room, before  the  two  men  entered.  The 
solid  back  of  this  piece  of  furniture 
nearly  covered  up  a  dark  recess  which 
formed  an  admirable  place  of  conceal- 
ment. 

Jean  expected  that  the  men  would  pass 
on  ;  but  instead  of  doing  so,  they  paused, 
and  the  better  dressed  of  the  two,  sat  him- 
self down  in  the  old  oak  chair. 

**  I  have  secured  every  entrance,"  quoth 
he,  '^  and  Gebhard  stands  sentinel  at 
the  postern  by  which  they  got  in.  I  heard 
something  of  this  last  night,  but  did  not 
conceive  they  were  in  such  force.  There 
are  five  without,  mounted  and  armed.'' 

'^But   they   have   only  sent  in  a  man 
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and  a  boy/*  said  the  other.     "  What  can 
they  think  of  us  ?'' 

"  They  rely  on  the  majesty  of  the  law," 
replied  the  first  speaker,  with  a  scornful 
laugh.  "  They  think  we  shall  be  afraid 
to  resist.  That  is  to  be  seen.  At  any 
rate  I  have  taken  care  that  they  shall  not 
find — "  (here  the  speaker  lowered  his 
voice,  so  that  Jean  lost  a  few  words.) 
"  They  cannot,*'  continued  the  man, 
'*  suspect  the  door  behind  the  tapestry." 

"  And  if  they  did — ^but  it's  no  use  talk- 
ing. Let  us  continue  our  rounds.  I  can- 
not think  where  the  fellows  can  have  got 
to." 

*'  If  I  find  them  where  I  can  pick  them 
oiF  and  nobody  be  any  the  wiser  for  it, 
they  shall  not  escape." 

'*We  had  better  avoid  them  altogether 
if  we  can ;  if  not,  what  must  be  shall  be," 
said  the  man  with  the  gun. 

And  they  left  the  room. 

It  was  some  time  before  Jean  mustered 
up  courage  to  emerge  from  his  hiding  place. 
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He  now  understood  that  they  had  got  into 
the  midst  of  a  desperate  gang,  and  that 
it  would  be  difficult  to  escape  from  their 
clutches.  What  was  the  object  of  d'Heri- 
court  in  consigning  Agnes  to  the  keeping  of 
such  ruffians  he  could  not  iconceive ;  but 
it  was  now  evident  to  him  that  she 
was  really  concealed  in  the  house. 

"I  will  search  for  this  secret  door 
behind  the  tapestry,"  said  he ;  "  and  if 
once  I  can  meet  Monsieur  Artaud,  and 
we  can  find  the  lady,  all  these  rascals  put 
together  shall  not  prevent  our  escape/* 

So  saying,  he  with  great  circumspection 
entered  the  hall,  from  which  the  two  men 
had  emerged.  A  long  suite  of  apartments, 
each  apparently  deserted,  at  length  con- 
ducted him  to  the  tapestried  chamber  whi- 
ther Claude  had  also,  in  the  first  instance, 
found  his  way.  The  appearance  of  this 
Jean  attentively  scrutinized,  and  succeeded 
at  length  in  discovering  that  a  small  square 
piece  of  the  tapestry  was  made  to  raise  like 
a  curtain.  Behind  this  he  perceived  a 
door  evidently  fast  secured.      After  some 
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examination  he  convinced  himself  of  the 
impossibility  of  opening  it  without  instru- 
ments, and  was  about  to  continue  the  search 
for  Claude,  in  order  to  codsult  with  him 
what  to  do,  when  he  heard  footstepsr 
advancing  rapidly  up  the  suite  of  apartments 
he  had  just  traversed.  There  was  no  time 
to  lose.  He  who  was  approaching  might 
be  a  friend,  but  he  might  also  be  an  enemy. 
Dropping  the  piece  of  tapestry,  therefore, 
Jean  stood  between  it  and  the  door  he  had 
discovered,  which  stood  at  the  bottom  of 
a  deep  recess  in  the  wall.  A  small  hole 
made  on  purpose,  it  appeared,  in  the  tapestry 
allowed  him  to  look  forth  upon  the  room. 
Presently  he  saw  a  man  enter.  To  his 
dismay  he  had  a  key  in  his  hand  and  was 
evidently  making  for  the  door  in  front  of 
which  Jean  stood.  The  boy,  however, 
soon  recovered  his  presence  of  mind  and, 
cocking  his  pistols,  waited  until  the  fellow 
was  within  a  few  paces.  Then  pushing 
aside  the  tapestry  he  ^'  presented  arms.'' 
The  astonishment  his  unexpected  appear- 
ance created  may  be  divined. 
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**  Come,  came,"  cried  he,  "  drop  that 
key,  my  good  fellow.  You  are  caught  in 
your  own  trap." 

"  Monsieur,''  replied  the  other  when  he 
could  muster  sufficient  strength  to  speak, 
"what  do  you  mean?  We  are  peaceable 
people,  put  here  to  guard  this  house.  Do 
you  come  for  the  purpose  of  robbery  ?'* 

'*  Drop  that  key,"  repeated  the  boy  tak- 
ing a  deliberate  aim. 

"  Mordieu !  you  may  have  the  key,"  ex- 
claimed the  man.  "  But  what  shall  I  say 
to  my  master  ?" 

**  For  the  third  time,"  quoth  Jean,  look- 
ing as  fierce  as  he  could  '^  I  repeat: — drop 
that  key." 

The  man  hesitated  for  a  moment  longer, 
seemed  to  listen  anxiously  for  the  sound  of 
approaching  footsteps,  glanced  around^  and 
then  threw  the  key  upon  the  floor.  Jean 
was  thus  for  a  moment  put  off*  his  guard, 
and  his  enemy  did  not  fail  to  take  advan- 
tage of  this  circumstance.  Rushing  upon 
him  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning  he 
struck  up  one  of  his  pistols  just  as  he  was 
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in  the  act  of  discharging  it,  and  wrenching 
the  other  from  his  hand  struck  him  to  the 
earth.  The  boy,  however,  soon  regained 
his  feet,  and  grappled  with  his  powerful 
antagonist,  who  easily  threw  him  again. 

*'  Be  quiet,  my  young  gentleman,"  said 
he,  shaking  him  on  the  ground,  '^  be  quiet, 
or  I  will  crush  the  Ufe  out  of  your  body." 

At  this  moment  a  firm  hand  was  placed 
on  his  shoulder,  and  turning  round  he 
beheld  Claude  in  the  act  of  pointing  a 
pistol  at  his  head. 

"  PlaitMf  Monsieur,"  quoth  he,  getting 
up  and  allowing  Jean  to  do  likewise. 

*' You  villain,"  said  Claude,  still  point- 
ing his  weapon  at  him.  **Whereisthe 
lady  whom  you  keep  concealed  in  this 
house  ?" 

*'  Lady  1"  cried  the  man  with  an  air  of 
surprise.  "There  is  no  lady  here.  I  and 
my  brothers  are  put  in  charge  of  this  estate. 
We  are  gardeners.  Sir,  and  wish  to  harm 
nobody.  You  may  examine  the  whole 
house.     There  is  no  lady  here." 

Claude  was  for  a  moment  staggered  by 
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the  well -feigned  simplicity  of  the  man ;  but 
Jean  now  put  in  his  word  : 

"  Twas  but  a  moment  ago  that  I  heard 
this  fellow's  companion  talking  of  what  is 
concealed  behind  the  door.  They  are  now 
out  of  the  way.  Let  us  examine  the 
place." 

'*  No,  no,"  cried  the  man,  turning  as 
pale  as  a  sheet,  and  snatching  up  the  key, 
"  you  shall  not,  you  must  not." 

"  We  will,"  shouted  Claude,  seizing  him 
by  the  throat  and  shaking  him  like  a  child. 
*'  Villain,  give  up  the  key,  or  I  will  strangle 
you." 

The  man,  however,  still  struggled  vio- 
lently ;  and  it  was  not  until  he  was  thrown 
down  that  Jean,  whilst  Claude  held  him, 
could  force  the  key  from  his  grasp.  But 
he  still  kicked  and  resisted,  so  that  they 
were  compelled  to  bind  him  hand  and  foot 
before  they  could  keep  him  quiet. 

"  Now,"  cried  Claude,  '*  let  us  enter  this 
place." 

Burning  with   impatience,   he   snatched 
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the  key  from  Jean,  and  ran  to  open  the 
door. 

''  Help,  help  !"  shrieked  the  man,  gnash- 
ing his  teeth  with  rage.     **  Pierre,  Louis !"' 

*'  Silence,  you  rascal,"  exclaimed  Jean, 
presenting  his  pistol  at  him.  A  noise 
behind  him  now  attracted  his  attention,  and 
turning  round,  he  perceived  that  the  door 
through  which  Claude  had  entered,  had 
closed  with  a  spring. 

'*  Monsieur,  Monsieur,"  he  cried  at  the 
top  of  his  voice,  fearing  at  once  that  they 
were  to  be  again  separated. 

"  He  will  not  hear  you,"  said  the  man 
triumphantly.  "  That  key  besides  will  not 
enable  him  to  open  the  door  on  the  other 
side.  I  warned  him  not  to  enter.  You 
heard  me.  It  is  not  my  fault  if  anything 
happens  to  him." 

Jean  now  perceived  three  or  four  men  in 
the  distance,  armed  with  guns  and  swords, 
running  towards  him.  He  immediately  un- 
derstood that  imminent  danger  impended 
over  him.  It  was  evidently  impossible  to  fol- 
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low  Claude.  Turning  to  the  nearest  door, 
therefore,  he  hastily  retreated,  though  a 
shot  which  was  sent  after  him  nearly 
brought  him  to  the  ground.  It  just  grazed 
his  shoulder. 

He  now  once  more  found  himself  in 
a  labyrinth  of  rooms  and  passages.  Speed- 
ing, however,  headlong  through  these,  he 
at  length  reached  the  great  staircase  by 
which  he  had  at  first  ascended.  What 
was  his  dismay  at  beholding  a  group  of 
men  in  the  hall  at  the  foot.  He  started 
back  and  was  about  once  more  to  retrace 
his  footsteps,  when  a  well-known  voice 
smote  bis  ear. 

*'  Thunder  and  fire !"  cried  Baron  Brain, 
for  it  was  he.  "  What  is  all  this  about  ? 
Where  is  your  master?  We  have  heard 
volleys  of  artillery  from  time  to  time,  and 
have  come  to  take  part  in  the  fray.'* 

"  This  way  then,"  exclaimed  Jean  i 
"  you  may  yet  be  in  time.     Follow  me !" 

So  saying,  he  began  hastily  to  endeavour 
to  find  the  way  by  which  he  had  come 
from   the  tapestried  chamber,   whilst  the 
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Baron  and  his  attendants,  brandishing  their 
swords  and  flourishing  their  pistols  strained 
every  nerve  to  keep  up  with  him.  This 
well-armed  and  desperate  band  advancing, 
guided  by  chance,  soon  came  to  a  little 
gallery  that  overlooked  what  had  formerly 
been  a  banquetting  hall.  The  staircase 
leading  from  below  was  at  their  right  hand. 
They  had  evidently  reached  the  place  where, 
in  ancient  times,  the  musicians  stationed 
themselves,  whilst  the  company  sat  at 
dinner.  The  apartment  was  lofty  and 
sombre.  Some  of  the  windows  were  closed 
with  boards  ;  the  rest  were  dusty  and 
admitted  little  light.  A  few  rays  of  the 
sun  found  it  difficult  to  penetrate  here  and 
there,  to  gild  and  decorate  a  patch  or  two 
of  this  antique  and  deserted  chamber. 

"Ha!''  exclaimed  the  Baron,  pausing  for 
want  of  breath.  **  This  is  a  strange  place, 
and  after  a  strange  fashion  are  we  going 
through  it  too.  Do  you  know,  boy,  whither 
you  are  leading  us  ?" 

"  For  God's  sake,  come  on,"  cried  Jean. 
•'  My  master  is  attacked,  I  have  no  doubt> 
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by  villains.     We  must  now  be   near  the 
place  where  I  left  him." 

Baron  Brain  was  about  to  reply,  when 
heavy  footsteps  as  of  a  crowd  approach- 
ing in  the  distance,  attracted  his  attention* 
Presently  a  young  man  covered  with  blood 
entered  by  a  distant  doorway,  and  rapidly 
traversed  the  apartment  below,  making  for 
the  little  staircase  which  led  up  into  the 
gallery.  He  was  closely  followed  by  seven 
or  eight  ruffians,  upon  whom  he  turned, 
after  he  had  ascended  four  or  five  steps. 
One  of  the  foremost  sprang  up  after  him, 
but  was  instantly  sent  spinning  back  by  a 
blow  from  the  butt  end  of  a  pistol  w^hich 
the  young  man  wielded. 

''Hurra!"  shouted  Jean  and  his  com- 
panions, recognizing  Claude,  and  rushing 
down.  They  were  just  in  time,  for  a  blow 
from  a  sort  of  halberd,  at  this  moment 
brought  the  young  man  to  the  ground.  The 
Baron,  with  a  terrific  war-shriek,  leaped  over 
his  prostrate  body,  right  into  the  midst  of 
the  assailants,  as  a  tiger  would  from  a  tree 
amongst  a  rout  of  wolves.  Right,  left,  up 
and  down  went  his  blows.     Nor  were  his 


14  THB    BCCBNTRIC    LOVER. 

attendants  backward.  Fran9oi8  proved 
himself  a  Goliah  ;  Pierre,  a  David  ;  Geof- 
frey and  Baptiste  acted  severally  like 
heroes.  The  combat,  however,  did  not 
last  more  than  a  minute ;  for  the  enemy 
taken  quite  by  surprize,  retreated  as  rapidly 
as  they  had  come,  covered  with  wounds, 
as  the  blood  spots  upon  the  floor  did  amply 
testify. 

The  Baron  and  his  attendants  refraining 
from  pursuit,  now  hurried  to  Claude, 
whose  head  Jean  was  supporting  on  the 
ground.  He  was  losing  much  blood,  and 
seemed  about  to  swoon.  Perceiving,  how- 
ever, that  all  seemed  to  expect  some  expla- 
nation, he  murmured : 

*'  We  have  made  a  mistake :  this  is  not 
the  place  we  were  in  search  of ;  we  have 
fallen  instead  upon  a  gang  of  coiners.  I 
found  them  at  their  work,  and  was  instantly 
attacked.  How  I  escaped  their  hands, 
God  knows.  I  think  I  have  wounded  one 
mortally.  I  did  not  wish  to  do  it ;  but  it 
was  in  self-defence.  He  fell  without  speak- 
ing a  word." 

*'  There  is  no  harm  in  that/'  quoth  the 
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grim  Baron.  "I  hope  I  have  done  the 
business  of  several.  These  murderous 
thieves  should  be  exterminated.  However, 
we  will  leave  that  for  another  time.  Liet 
us  now  see  you  to  a  place  of  safety." 

*^  Let  us,  at  any  rate,  get  him  out  of  this 
horrible  place,'*  said  Jean,  who  every 
moment  feared  another  attack. 

Accordingly,  they  led  Claude,  who  pro- 
fessed to  feel  but  slightly  faint,  as  fast  as 
they  could  out  of  the  house.  In  this  they 
met  with  no  opposition,  and  reached  the 
place  where  their  horses  were  picl^etted 
without  being  in  any  wise  molested.  The 
young  man  was  by  this  time  perfectly  ex- 
hausted, and  fainted  away. 

"  What's  to  be  done  ?"  cried  the  Baron. 

''We  must  take  him  to  the  nearest 
town,"  said  Jean,  "  and  procure  medical 
aid." 

c 

*'  Medical  aid,"  exclaimed  the  four  serv- 
ing men  scornfully,  "Take  him  to  Go- 
quenheim  Castle." 

"  To  Goquenheim  Castle  shall  he  go," 
quoth  Baron  Brain.      "To  horse,  gentle- 
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men,  to  horse;  and  ride  for  your  lives. 
Pierre,  you  take  Jean  Jacques  behind 
you ;  and  you,  Fran9ois,  take  the  sick 
young  man  before  you,  and  hold  him  gently, 
as  you  love  me." 

This  arrangement  was  soon  completed, 
and  the  Baron  gave  the  word  '^  march." 

The  whole  party  instantly  set  off  at  a 
furious  gallop  towards  the  east,  clearing 
every  obstacle  to  their  progress,  and 
shouting  like  mad  things.  Their  destina- 
tion was  evidently  a  small  black  speck 
which  rose  above  the  horizon.  Towards 
this  they  rushed,  as  though  they  had  been 
engaged  in  a  steeple-chase,  now  closing  in 
a  body,  now  spreading  wide  asunder,  kick- 
ing up  clouds  of  dust  as  they  proceeded, 
until  at  length  they  disappeared  in  the 
distance. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

•   AOXBS  IS  REMOVED  TO  A  NEW  SPHERE. 

But  we  have  too  long,  perhaps,  suffered 
the  reader  to  remain  in  ignorance  of  the 
fate  of  Agnes,  whose  disappearance,  ^  in 
company  with  Madame  Castelneuve,  had 
caused  so  much  unhappiness,  and  in  search 
of  whom  Claude,  as  well  as  Joseph  and 
Joubert,  had  left  Paris.  We  must  put  an 
end  to  this  suspense,  leaving  Claude  cer- 
tainly in  very  unskilful  though  kind  hands, 
for  the  crotchetty  or  mad  Earon  had  really 
conceived  a  friendship  for  him. 

Agnes,  then,  on  recovering  from  the 
swoon   into  which  she  had  fallen,    when 
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Madame  Castelneuve  disclosed  her  real  in- 
tentions, found  herself  in  a  brilliantly 
lighted  apartment.  She  was  reclining  upon 
a  sofa.  By  her  side  sat  a  young  woman, 
dressed  in  a  country  garb,  and  with  harsh, 
though  not  ugly,  features.  Whilst  yet 
only  half  conscious,  she  thought  she  recog- 
nised the  voice  of  Madame  Castelneuve; 
but,  on  looking  round,  her  eyes  lighted 
instead  upon  a  stout,  red- faced  matron, 
who  stood,  with  folded  arms,  looking  at 
her.  Four  tapers  burned  upon  a  table  in 
the  midst  of  the  room,  which  was  spacious 
and  elegantly  furnished. 

^'  Justine/'  said  the  last- mentioned  indi- 
vidual, **  you  see  she  is  opening  her  eyes. 
I  knew  she  would  when  she  found  she 
couldn't  help  herself.  It's  always  the  way. 
If  young  people  could  see  how  hideous  it 
makes  them  to  go  off  like  this,  they  would 
scream  instead  of  fainting.  I  always  find 
it  much  the  best  plan.  It  brings  a  colour 
into  one's  cheeks." 

"  Ah,  mother !"  replied  the  younger 
woman,  ''  it's  all  very  well  for  you  to  talk; 
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but  i^vhen  we  young  people  find  ourselves 
in  interesting  situations,  we  must  fall  into 
hysterics,  or  we  shouldn't  know  how  to 
behave.  I  dare  say  Mamzelle  always  feels 
better  after  it/' 

*'  Where  am  I  ?"  inquired  Agnes,  gazing 
around,  and  endeavouring  to  collect  her 
thoughts. 

**  You  are  with  good  people,"  replied  her 
^der  companion,  '^so  be  quite  easy  on 
that  score.  Pluck  up  your  spirits,  and 
you'll  make  your  own  terms." 

A  deep  flush  of  crimson  came  over  the 
face  of  Agnes,  succeeding  the  deadly  pallor 
which  had  before  pervaded  her  cheeks ;  but 
she  did  not  reply. 

"  You  don't  know  how  to  console  any- 
body, mother,"  cried  Justine.  "  Do  let  me 
manage  the  young  lady.  I  shall  be  able  to 
do  it  much  better  than  you  can." 

"  As  you  please,"  said  her  parent,  mov- 
ing off,  evidently  glad  to  get  rid  of  her 
part  of  the  business. 

"Why  am  I  brought  here?"  again  in- 
quired Agnes,  rising  with  an  effort.     "  Am 
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T  a  prisoner?     Who,  and  what  are  you, 
young  woman  ?*' 

"  I  am  a  young  woman,"  replied  Justine, 
piqued  at  the  appellation.  '^  Thank  Hea- 
ven, I  am  still  young,  and  what  is  more, 
I  am  thought  very  passable.  But  you 
might  have  called  me  Mamzelle,  or  some- 
thing of  that  sort." 

"  Well,  Mademoiselle,'*  said  Agnes, 
humbly,  "  will  you  tell  me  what  I  have 
done  to  be  brought  here  against  my  will  ?'' 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  You  ought  to 
know  best.  I  suppose  you  have  been  flirt- 
ing with  some  young  gentleman,  and  have 
driven  him  to  despair." 

^'Some  gentleman!  Is  not  Monsieur 
d'Hericourt  the  owner  of  this  place  ?" 

''To  be  sure.  I  see  you  know  all  about 
it.  Why  ask  me?  I  dare  say  you  will 
soon  make  up  your  mind  to  be  very  fond 
of  him.  Besides,  we  are  honest  people, 
and  should  not  like  to  be  engaged  in  any- 
thing improper.  The  lady  you  came  with, 
told  us  that  Monsieur  d'Hericourt  wants  to 
marry  you,  that  he  will  bring  a  priest  with 
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him  when  he  comes,  and  that  he  will  not 
ask  an  interview  with  you  until  you  are  his 
wife.'' 

"  Good  God  !"  exclaimed  Agnes,  "  is  this 
the  way  in  which  I  am  to  be  treated  ?  Is 
it  possible  that  in  this  country  a  young  girl 
can  be  forced  into  a  marriage  with  a  person 
she  has  never  seen  ?" 

"  Never  seen !  You  don't  mean  to  say 
that,  do  you?"  cried  Justine,  with  un- 
affected astonishment. 

*'  Never.  I  beseech  you,  my  dear  Jus- 
tine, do  not  aid  in  such  an  act  of  tyranny," 
said  Agnes,  imploringly,  believing  that  the 
iniquity  of  the  proceeding  had  staggered 
her  attendant.     But  it  was  no  such  thing. 

*'Now  I  see,"  she  observed,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  *'why  you  are  so  fright- 
ened. You  think  he  is  some  very  dis- 
agreeable person,  an  old  man,  perhaps. 
But  he  is  quite  young  and  so  handsome  * 
with  such  piercing  eyes  and  such  pretty 
mustachios!  You  will  be  sure  to  fall  in 
love  with  him  the  moment  you  look  at  him. 
You  can't  help  it.     Everybody  does." 
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"  But  what  right  has  he  to  treat  me  in 
this  manner  ?  Why  does  he  not  speak  to 
my  father,  or  my  mother,  or — " 

"  Yourself ! — If  he  had  only  you  to  ask  of 
course  he  wouldn't  have  done  as  he  has.  He 
was  afraid  of  a  refusal.  He  is  a  very  original 
young  man,  and  wears  such  long  glossy  hair, 
nearly  as  long  as  yours,  and  so  sweetly 
curled.  Your  father  and  mother,  I  suppose, 
have  not  got  the  disposal  of  yotu*  fortune. 
It  must  be  settled  on  you.*' 

"  Fortune  !  I  have  no  fortune.  I  am  the 
daughter  of  a  Captain  who  has  nothing  but 
his  pay." 

'*  Nonsense,  I  never  can  believe  that. 
Have  you  not  immense  estates  and — " 

"  Upon  my  soul,  I  have  nothing ;  and 
Justine,'*  she  added  with  emotion,  "  I  am 
aflSanced  to  a  young  man  of  humble  fortune, 
who  loves  me,  as  this  person  never  can." 

*'  Ah !  there's  the  whole  secret.  Now 
can  you  be  surprised  at  bis  taking  you  by 
force?  You  were  promised  to  somebody 
else,  and  if  you  had  ever  so  much  mind  to 
change,  couldn't  help   yourself.     At  any 
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rate  M.  d'Hericourt  has  saved  you  the  awk- 
wardness of  sending  the  other  person  about 
his  business — " 

"  Cease  this  talking/'  said  Agnes,  im- 
patiently, **  I  perceive  you  cannot  under- 
stand me  ;  but  when  the  priest  is  brought 
hither  I  will  appeal  to  him.  I  will  lay  my 
whole  case  before  him.  He  must  protect 
me.'' 

'*Do  you  imagine,  then,"  interrupted 
Justine,  **  that  he  will  not  be  well-selected, 
that  he  will  not  have  promised  to  act  as  my 
master  requires  him  ?" 

**  Possibly;  but  he  will  fear  the  inevita- 
ble exposure  which  will  ensue." 

"  Not  at  all.  He  will  be  quite  confident 
that  when  all  is  over  you  will  be  content 
to  hush  up  the  matter.  What  will  be 
gained  by  making  a  noise  about  it  ?  You 
will  be  the  legal  wife  of  M.  d'Hericourt ; 
and  then  the  least  said  the  soonest  mended, 
you  know." 

Agnes  shuddered. 

"  He  is  such  a  nice-looking  young  man," 
continued  Justine,  totally   unconscious  of 
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any  delicacy  of  sentiment  and  imagining 
she  was  saying  the  most  soothing  things 
possible.  *^  With  a  nose  like  a  king's  and  a 
little  beard,  just  such  a  one  as  one  dreams 
about ;  and  he  is  tall  and  graceftil,  and 
dances  like  an  angel.  You  should  have 
seen  how  he  joined  us  once  on  the  village* 
green  and  insisted  on  kissing  us  all  round 
and  shaking  hands  with  our  partners.  He 
will  treat  you  with  every  consideration,  and 
spend  your  dowry  like  a  gentleman." 

"  This  is  terrible/'  cried  Agnes.  "  I 
must  be  mistaken  for  some  other  person. 
Now  I  recollect  that  a  man  who  once  at- 
tempted to  act  in  a  similar  manner,  alluded 
to  my  prospects  of  wealth.  Is  it  possible  that 
all  the  misfortunes  of  my  life,  all  the  ma- 
.chinations  by  which  I  and  my  friends  have 
been  surrounded,  owe  their  origin  to  an  error 
so  strange  ?  Am  I  so  like  another  person  in 
features  as  to  be  mistaken  for  her  and  made 
to  endure  all  the  persecutions  intended  for 
her !  I  assure  you  again,  Justine,  that  I 
am  a  poor,  humble  girl,  with  no  prospects 
calculated  to  arouse   the  cupidity  of  any 
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man;  this  at  least  gives  me  some  hope. 
Your  mercenary  master  may  be  convinced 
of  his  mistake,  and  consent  to  release  me. 
It  is  dreadful  thus  undeservedly  to  bear  the 
brunt  of  another's  misfortunes.  Let  the 
rich  pay  the  penalty  of  their  riches;  the 
poor  have  only  their  liberty,  and  if  that  is 
taken  from  them,  what  remains  ?" 

"If  all  you  say  is  true,  Mamzelle,  you  have 
nothing  to  fear.  M.  d'Hericourt  is  too.  much 
accustomed  to  see  handsome  ladies  running 
after  him  to  care  only  for  your  beauty ; 
though  you  are  very  beautiful ;  nobody  can 
gainsay  that.  It  will  be  found,  however,  that 
you  are  not  rich,  if  you  really  have  no  money; 
and  I  dare  say  he  will  ask  your  pardon  and 
let  you  go,  on  your  promise  to  hush  up  the 
matter  and  say  no  more  about  it.  So 
make  yourself  quite  easy.  Will  you  take 
any  thing  for  supper?" 

"  Nothing." 

*'  I  will  light  you  to  your  room,  then." 

Justine  took  up  one  of  the  lights  accord- 
ingly, without  waiting  for  an  answer,  and 
Agnes,  seeing  that  it  was  useless  to  make 
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any  objections,  or  offer  any  resistance,  fol- 
lowed through  divers  long  corridors  and 
spacious  halls  until  they  reached  an  apart- 
ment evidently  one  of  the  finest  in  the 
place. 

"  This  is  your  bed-room  !"  said  Justine. 
*'  It  is  quite  comfortable,  and  you  can  lock 
yourself  in  if  you  like ;  but  you  will  have 
nothing  to  fear.  My  father  is  an  old  soldier, 
and  piques  himself*^  on  his  honour.  He 
would  never  consent  to  anything  wrong.'* 

"  What  is  your  father's  name  ?"  inquired 
Agnes,  in  order  not  to  appear  wholly  inat- 
tentive. 

*^  Our  name  is  Mengin.  My  father  has 
only  one  leg,  though  I  have  two.  This 
thing  does  not  run  in  the  family.  I  will 
tell  you  how  he  got  his  leg  shot  off — " 

^'  Not  now,"  said  Agnes,  who  had  just 
beheld  a  cross  placed  in  a  niche,  and  who 
felt  an  irresistible  inclination  to  apply  to  a 
Protector  infinitely  more  powerful  than  any 
she  possessed  on  earth.  Before  this  me- 
mento of  the  sufferings  of  One,  who  endured 
every  thing,  that  she  might  now  apply  to 
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Him  with  confidence  for  succour,  she  now 
cast  herself  on  her  knees,  and  clasping  her 
hands  was  soon  lost  in  silent  prayer,  whilst 
Justine  standing  over  her  with  the  light, 
gazed  at  her  in  astonishment.  The  sweep- 
ing draperies  of  the  vfist  apartment ;  the 
statues,  the  pictures,  the  candelabras  that 
appeared  on  all  sides  tastefully  disposed, 
would  have  attracted  the  attention  of  any 
spectator,  had  not  the  touching  group  we 
have  described  been  there  to  fix  all  regards. 
Agnes,  in  simple  and  modest  costume, 
which  spread  over  the  floor  around  her, 
with  hair  disordered,  and  streaming  over 
her  dazzlingly  fair  neck,  her  hands  clasped, 
and  her  large  blue  eyes  upturned^  whilst 
tears  followed  each  other  in  rapid  succes- 
sion down  her  cheeks,  formed  a  contrast 
with  the  gaudily  dressed  Justine,  who  stood, 
taper  in  hand,  gazing  stupidly  at  this  act  of 
devotion,  only  surprising  to  her,  because 
performed  in  a  needful  hour.  A  painter 
might  have  taken  them  as  the  models  of  an 
allegorical    representation   of  self-satisfied 
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ignorance   looking    down    with    contempt 
upon  virtue  in  the  posture  of  humility. 

Having  spent  some  minutes  in  silent  but 
passionate  supplication,  which  recalled  her 
scattered  faculties  and  directed  them  in  one 
stream  heavenward^  the  beautiful  Agnes  rose 
with  an  air  so  proud  and  commanding  that 
her  untutored  companion  shrank  slightly 
backwards  as  if  unwilling  to  come  in  con- 
tact with  one,  upon  whom  for  a  moment 
she  looked  with  a  feeling  of  respect  akin  to 
awe.  This,  however,  was  soon  dissipated 
with  its  cause ;  for  it  was  not  long  before 
Agnes  relapsed  from  the  exalted  confidence 
resulting  from  the  exercise  of  her  religious 
duties.  Justine  was  for  the  time,  more- 
over,  invested  with  a  kind  of  authority  over 
this  meek  and  inoffending  creature,  and  her 
self-possession  accordingly  soon  returned. 

**  Mamzelle,*'  said  she,  **  can  I  do  any 
thing  for  you  ?" 

**  Nothing,"  replied  Agnes,  "  unless  you 
restore  me  my  liberty." 

*'  Ah  !  that  I  cannot  do.     Mother  would 
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kill  me.  BesideSi  nobody  means  you  any 
harm.'' 

Seeing  that  it  was  vain  to  attempt  con- 
vincing her,  and  not  yet  possessed  of  suffi- 
cient policy  to  conceal*  her  feelings,  Agnes 
indignantly,  perhaps  peevishly,  interrupted 
Justine,  saying  that  dthough  a  prisoner, 
she  supposed  that  she  might  have  the  pri- 
vilege of  being  alone. 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  girl  tartly  ;  and 
setting  down  the  light  on  a  small  elegant 
table,  in  another  moment  left  Agnes  to 
herself. 

Her  first  care  was  to  examine  the  door, 
the  bolts  of  which  she  drew  with  a  trem- 
bling hand,  and  then  turned  to  inspect  her 
dungeon.  It  was  fitted  up  with  magnifi- 
cence, but  this  she  regarded  not ;  all  her 
effi)rts  were  confined  to  discover  whether 
there  was  more  than  a  single  entrance.  Be- 
ing able  to  perceive  no  other  besides  the  one 
she  had  secured,  her  breathing  became  freer, 
and  seating  herself  in  a  chair,  shis  passed 
in  review  before  her  mind  all  the  extraor- 
dinary occurrences  of  the  preceding  day. 
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As  she  dwelt  on  these,  she  would  at  times 
fall  into  paroxysms  of  despair,  when  an  ap- 
peal to  Heaven  on  her  knees  invariably  suc- 
ce^ed  in  calming  the  waves  of  anguish 
that  disturbed  the  whole  surface  of  her 
soul. 

Hope  now  again  threw  its  dazzling  co- 
lours into  the  placid  mirror :  for  the  undis- 
turbed fancy  of  a  young  and  innocent 
woman  is  like  the  pure  azure  of  the  Heavens 
upon  which  beaming  and  golden  thoughts 
are  ever  forming  new  combinations,  shed 
down  ere  they  are  renewed  into  the  fathom- 
less depths  of  the  soul.  But  when  along 
the  inferior  regions  of  the  skies  roll  tem- 
pests, springing  from  whatever  cause,  the 
infinite  nursery  of  sweet  thoughts  above 
and  the  boundless  realm  of  memory  below 
fade  into  oblivion,  and  blind  and  dark  pas- 
sions struggle  in  the  narrow  arena  between 
the  billows  and  the  clouds ;  but  only  for  a 
moment.  The  mists  and  the  storms  once 
more  disperse,  and  serenely  again  are 
cherished  thoughts  more  congenial,  feelings 
more  calm,  hopes  more  keen  and  active. 
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Visited  by  alternate  fits  of  despoiidency 
and  confidence,  Agnes  passed  the  night* 
Yet  all  the  while  there  was  stirring  in  her 
veins,  a  ferment  which  fixed  the  feverish 
flush  in  her  cheek ;  for  her  powers  of  bodily 
endurance  were  but  slight,  and  they  now 
seemed  about  to  succumb  beneath  the  un- 
remitting  anxiety  by  which  her  mind  was 
disturbed.  Her  hurried  and  irregular  pulse 
showed  that  the  vital  funqtions  were  pro- 
ceeding with  unnatural  rapidity,  and  her 
throbbing  brain  appeared  at  times  almost 
submerged  by  the  flood  that  poured  in 
upon  it« 

Brief  as  was  the  remainder  of  the  night 
it  seemed  to  her  an  age ;  for  however  she 
might  dread  the  presence  of  one  person,^ 
that  of  Justine  would  have  been  a  relief  to 
her,  assailed  as  she  was  by  mysterious  ter- 
rors  in  the  depth  of  her  nocturnal  watch. 
The  lofty  smd  sttent  apartment  around  was 
filled  with  an  uncertain  light,  and  the  half 
victorious  gloom  at  the  farther  extremity 
seemed  to  her  dimmed  eyes  ready  at  ^ach 
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instant  to  give  birth  to  some  terrific  shape. 
There  were  times  when  amid  the  shadows, 
she  thought  she  observed  a  slight  eddy  as 
if  some  spirit  were  endeavouring  to  put  on 
a  visible  form  ;  and  as  these  superstitious 
fears  reiiaained  unrealised,  she  would  glance 
furtively  at  the  drapery  of  the  bed,  half 
expecting  to  behold  a  phantom  glide  from 
among  its  folds.  Her  education  in  the  simple 
faith  of  the  country  had  suffered  her  to 
remain  in  undisturbed  reliance  on  the  doc- 
trine of  apparitions ;  and  now,  transported 
into  a  strange  place,  situated  she  knew  not 
where,  of  vast  dimension,  and  belonging  to 
one  whom  she  detested,  it  was  natural  that 
she  should  recur  to  the  belief  of  her  child- 
hood and  people  the  solitude  that  encircled 
her  with  supernatural  existences.  The 
merry  and  prolonged  alarum  of  the  cock;, 
ringing  through  the  morning  air  without, 
startled  her  from  these  disagreeable  thoughts; 
and  ere  her  own  light  sunk  into  the  socket, 
it  was  succeeded  by  the  pale  glimmer  of  the 
morn. 
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With  a  heart  lightened  of  a  considerable 
load,  Agnes  now  rose,  and  approaching  one 
of  the  tali  windows  drew  aside  the  curtains^ 
and  looking  forth  gazed  upon  the  still  dim 
landscape.  The  air,  however,  was  rapidly 
fiUingwith  Ught,  and  presently  amidst  a 
wildly  irregular  heap  of  blood-stained  va- 
pour, the  sun  lifted  up  his  huge  form  of 
fire  beaming  and  glowing  in  the  immea- 
surable  Heavens.  On  all  sides  gloom  was 
stripped' from  the  face  of  the  country,  and 
the  leafy  woods  and  high-backed  hills  rose 
through  the  lucid  atmosphere  still  dripping 
with  the  night-shed  dew.  From  the  foot 
of  the  chateau,  the  country  swept  down 
into  a  vast  hollow  valley,  rising  beyond 
rapidly  into  woody  hills,  through  which 
nature  had  opened  broad  and  winding  ra- 
vines leading  the  eye  for  miles  and  miles 
away  into  the  heart  of  J;He  mountains. 
Here  and  there  the  white  face  of  a  preci- 
pice fringed  at  top'  with  thickets,  and  sinking 
into  a  heavy  growtTi  of  underwood  stretched 
along  ^  whilst  at  wide  intervals  standing  on 

c  3 
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some  elevated  positioa,  or  rising  from  a 
thick  green  wood,  a  simple  village  spire 
might  he  seen  watching   like  a  guardian 

ft 

angel  ov.er  the  cottages  below, 

Th^e  natural  features,  Agnes  with  a 
hurried  glance  perused ;  but  it  was  on  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  her  prison 
that  her  attention  was  chiefly  bestowed.  All 
that  she  could  see,  however,  were  gardens, 
trees,  and  lawns  intersected  by  gravel  walks. 
No  trace  of  any  neighbouring  habitation 
appeared,  and  she  was  compelled  to  give 
up  a  hope  she  had  before  entertained  that 
a  signal  from  her  window  might  bring  some 
one  to  her  assistance. 

The  morning  was  far  advanced  before 
Justine  knocked  at  the  door,  and  called  her 
by  her  name.     She  hastened  to  admit  her. 

**  Mon  Dieu^  dressed  already  !"  cried  the 
girl.  **  Why  I  have  been  listening  every 
quarter  of  aix  hour  since  seven  o'clock  and 
could  hear  no  stir.  Bless  me,"  she  added, 
looking  round  her,  '*  yon  have  not  been  in 
bed.'' 
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^'  Do  you  expect  me  to  sleep,  Justine,  in 
this  situation  ?^'  inquired  Agnes  in  a  plain^ 
tive  tone.  The  girl  looked  at  her .  and  saw 
by  her  haggard  look,  that  she  had  indeed 
passed  a  miserable  night.  , 

"Poor  thing,"  she  cried,  touched  with 
pity,  "don't  be  always  thinking  of  that. 
Do  as  I  do ;  mdke  yourself  happy  where- 
ever  you  are,  and  whatever  comes  to  you# 
You  fret  because  a  handsome  gentleman 
has  taken  a  fancy  to  you  ;  I  only  wish  he 
had  looked  on  me  instead  of  you,  I  should 
not  have  let  him  di6.  How  pleasant  it 
must  be  to  be  courted  by  a  man  in  such 
fine  clothes  and  with  such  splendid  horses 
and  carriages  1  The  very  idea  makes  my 
heart  throb  as  if  it  would  leap  through  my 
ribs.  There  is  poor  Plutatch,  the  school- 
master  of  our  village,  I  let  him  come  here 
to  court  me ;  but  if  a  gentleman  was  to 
stand  up  in  his  place,  only  see  which  I'd 
choose.  I  have  a  great  wish  to  be  a  lady, 
even  if  it  were  but  for  a  day.  It  must  be 
so  comfortable  to  be    always    dressed   in 
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Bilks  aad  satins.  Look  at  these  fine 
clothes  spread  here  for  your  use,  (open- 
ing a  magnificent  armoire).  How  I  should 
like  to  walk  through  the  village  with 
them !". 
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CHAPTER  m. 


A   GLBAX   OF   HOPS. 


It  will  not  be  necessary  minutely  to  de- 
scribe the  feelings  of  Agnes  during  the 
few  days  immediately  succeeding;  they 
were  passed  principally  in  the  park,  where 
she  was  always  accompanied  by  Justine. 
Towards  evening  she  invariably  retired, 
and  secured  herself  in  her  chamber.  Even 
the  second  night  she  did  not  sleep  imtil 
near  morning,  when  overcome  by  weari- 
ness she  sank  into  a  profound  slumber, 
which  prolonged  itself  far  into  the  day. 
But  never  on  any  occasion  would  she  un- 
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dress  or  occupy  the  luxurious  bed  prepared 
for  her,  so  that  Justine,  who  could  not 
understand  her  scruples,  began  to  enter- 
tain strong  doubts  of  her  sanity.  The 
meekness  of  Agnes's  disposition,  however, 
insensibly  won  upon  the  heart  of  her  at- 
tendant; who,  though  she  never  once 
dreamed  of  conniving  at  her  escape,  yet 
treated  her  with  much  kindness  and  respect. 
Justine,  indeed,  though  vulgar  in  manners 
and  little  punctilious  in  point  of  morals, 
possessed  at  bottom  a  good  disposition. 
Her  faults  were  fostered  by  the  most  gross 
ignorance,  and  she  knew  no  other  guide 
for  her  conduct  but  what  her  father  or  her 
mother,  or  any  person  invested  with  au? 
thority  ordered.  Agnes's  feelings  she 
looked  upon  as  things  perfectly  unnatural, 
and  often  hugged  herself  with  the  thought 
that  though  inferior  in  beauty,  she  herself 
knew  far  better  how .  to  dispose  of  what 
she  had.  For  all  this,  her  heart  had  been 
ensnared  by  a  man  of  very  ordinary  per* 
son,  and  still  more  ordinary  fortune.    This 
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was  the  vciry  schoolmaster  whom  she  de- 
signated "  poor  Plutarch ;''  and  poor  enough 
he  was,  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

One  morning,  when  Justine  had  brought 
in  the  breakfast,  after  some  hesitation,  she 
said :  * 

**  Mamzelle,  can  you  read  writing?" 

**  Yes,"  replied  Agnes,  "if  it  be  le- 
gible." 

**  Well,  Mamzelle,  here  is  a  letter  that 
Plutarch  has  just  sent  me  by  his  dog, 
Carlo  ;  will  you  spell  it  out  for  me  ?  He 
has  taught  me  to  read  in  a  book,  which 
I  can  do  pretty  well,  if  the  letters  are 
large  and  the  words  not  very  long.  But 
I  can't  make  out  waiting." 

"  I  will  tpy  what  I  can  do,"  said  Agnes, 
taking  the  letter.  **  But  will  he  not  be 
angry  with  you  for  showing  it  ?" 

"  Oh  no,  for  I  suppose  you'll  never  tell 
him ;  and  father  and  mother  don't  know  a 
word  about  it.  But  come,  Mamzelle,  do 
let  me  hear  what  he  says.  I  don't  care 
a  pin  for  him ;  but  still,  I  never  had  a  letter 
sent  me  before.     I  wonder  does  he  talk 
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about  love,  and  the  moon,  and  all  that. 
Read  just  a  bit  of  it,  Mamzelle ;  it  won't 
be  much  trouble,  for  the  letters  are  nearly 
as  big  as* peas.'' 

Not  to  keep  her  any  longer  in  suspense, 
Agnes  commenced  reading  with  a  grave 
face  the  following  delectable  epistle. 

"  *  Most ,  amiable  Justine  : — ^Were  the 
world  any  longer  the  theatre  of  metamor- 
phoses, as  it  was  in  O  vidian  times,  or 
rather,  the  times  of  which  Ovid  treats, 
very  certainly  your  loving  Plutarch  would 
by  this  time  have  been  transformed,  horru 
bile  dictu  I ' 

"  What's  that  ?"  cried  Justine. 

"  Really,"  replied  Agnes  hesitating,  **  I 
suppose  it  is  Latin,  but  I  don't'  know  what 
it  means." 

**  Indeed  I  I  thought  you  town  ladies 
knew  everything." 

**  Not  Latin.  Besides,  I  am  only  a 
country  girl,  like  yourself,"  said  Agnes. 

*^  Let  us  hear  what  Plutarch  says  be- 
sides," cried  Justine. 

** '  Into  a  willow/  "  continued  Agnes, 
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taking  up  the  thread  exactly  where  she 
left  off. 

**  What  a  funny  idea !  Why  not  into  a 
grammar  ?    But  read  the  whole." 

**  *  I  am  well  aware/  continued  the 
lover,  *  that  the  prolonged  ahsence  of 
which  I  tomplain  is  occasioned  by  the  dis- 
agreeable duties  to  which,  sic  fata  volunt^ 
you  are  from  time  to  time  condemned. 
Rumour,  indeed,  in  the  village  says  (I 
mean  Madame  Claque,  who  sells  snuff), 
that  a  new  sultana  has  been  brought  to 
the  chateau;  and  M.  Gr^goire,  who  is 
somewhat  stiff  in  these  matters,  has  been 
making  long  speeches  against — ' 

"  What  !*'  inquired  Justine  as  Agnes 
eame  to  a  full  stop. 

V  «<  Never  mind,"  was  the  reply;  **  His  a 
Latin  word.  The  letter  proceeds :  *  For 
my  own  part,  I  am  not  so  strict,  since, 
as  you  know,  I  am  a  great  admirer  of  As- 
pasia.  To  let  that  pass,  however,  the  ob- 
ject of  this  epistolary  communication,  which 
I  forward  by  a  canine  footman,  is  to  re- 
quest that  you  will  vouchsafe  in  some  de- 
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gree  to  relent  from  yoar  barbaric  rigour, 
and  favour  your  impassioned  admirer  with 
at  least  one  glimpse  of  your  profile.  Mean- 
while, I  remain  yours,  mque  ad  aras, 

Theodore  Plutarch  Auguste  Delahache/  *' 

''  Ha  1  ha !  ha  1"  laughed  Justine.  ''  How 
very  ridiculous !  I  don't  believe  a  word 
he  says ;  but  he  is  so  insinuating,  that  I 
sometimes  forget  I  am  only  laughing  at 
him.  I  suppose  all  that  means  he  is  very 
fond  of  me/' 

*'  He  wishes  you  to  consent  to  a  rendez- 
vous with  him,"  said  Agnes. 

''  I  did  not  hear  that." 

Agnes  slowly  re-read  the  last  words  of  the 
letter,  whereupon  Justine  made  some  indig- 
nant exclamations.  At  length,  however, 
she  said : 

''  I  was  thinking  that  if  you  would  have 
no  objection,  I  would  let  him  come  round 
to-night  and  spend  the  evening  with  us. 
Whatever  he  has  got  to  say,  he  can  say 
before  you,  and  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
see  him  at  any  other  time,  for  father  and 
mother  can't  bear  the  man." 
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A^es  caught  at  this  proposal  with  aa 
eagerness  which  threw  certain  suspicions 
into  Justine's  mind. 

"  You  will  promise  not  to  say  you  are 
kept  here  against  your  will?"  inquired 
she. 

'^  I  will  promise  nothing/'  replied  Agnes, 
much  mortified  at  her  own  imprudence. 
Her  attendant  remained  silent  for  some 
minutes  9  and  then  said : 

^*  It  is  no  matter ;  I  will  make  him,  be* 
fore  he  enters,  take  a  dreadful  oath  not  to 
interfere  with  what  is  going  on  in  this 
place.  If  he  does,  I  will  poison  him  some 
day.'' 

So  saying,  Justine  fetched  ink  and  paper, 
and  dictated  a  short  reply,,  which  Agnes 
set  down,  and  contrived  to  add,  unperceived, 
these  words^ 

'  '*  I  am  a  prisoner.    Acquaint  the  autho- 
rities.    For  God's  sake  rescue  me. 

Agnes  de  Chassereau." 
"This  answer,"  said  Justine,  "will  be 
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carried  back  by  the  same  messenger  that 
brought  the  other.  Carlo  is  a  very  clever 
dog,  and  used  to  bring  me  ribbons  in  his 
mouth,  on  fair  days.  He  is  now  gnawing  a 
bone  I  have  thrown  to  him." 

So  saying,  she  tripped  out  of  the  room, 
leaving  Agnes  delighted  with  the  success 
of  her  stratagem.  She  now  felt  convinced 
that  she  should  be  rescued,  and  was  already 
enjoying  her  liberty  by  anticipation  when 
Justine  returned. 

**  Mamzelle,"  said  she,  **  I  have  changed 
my  mind  ;  I  don't  like  this  note.  I  think 
there  are  more  words  in  it  than  I  told  you 
to  set  down." 

"  I  have  altered  your  words,  Justine," 
replied  Agnes>  colouring  to  the  eyes; 
"  but—" 

"  No,  no,"  cried  the  girl ;  •*  you  would 
not  look  so  red  if  you  were  not  telling 
stories.  You  must  not  think  me  a  fool, 
though  I  cannot  make  out  your  writing, 
which  looks  like  straight  strokes.  I  could 
read  Plutarch's,  only  it  makes  my  eyes 
ache.    I  will  try  myself  what  I  can  do." 
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So  saying,  she  sat  down  and  penned  the 
following  billet-doux,  in  letters  half  an  inch 
long. 

**  Plutark,  kum  to  nite  and  i  will  meat 
u  att  the  cide  dor. 

Justine." 

Perfectly  satisfied  with  her  own  success 
in  composition,  she  folded  up  the  sheet 
on  which  she  had  scrawled,  and  departed, 
leaving  Agnes  overwhelmed  with  confusion. 
She,*  however,  soon  recovered  herself,  and 
determined  on  writing  a  letter  to  slip  into 
the  schoolmaster's  hand,  should  he  come. 
This  she  did  hastily,  before  Justine's  re- 
turn, and  then  passed  the  day  in  endeavour- 
ing to  lull  suspicion  in  the  mind  of  her 
guardian  by  joking  with  her  on  her  aflFec- 
tion  for  a  humble  schoolmaster.  Though 
she  did  not  do  this  with  a  good  grace,  Jus- 
tine was  too  much  occupied  with  her  own 
thoughts  to  notice  her. 

In  the  evening,  and  just  after  the  dinner 
had  been  brought  in  with  the  assistance  of 
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old  Mengin  himself,  whose  good  lady  was 
afficted  with  the  lumbago,  Justine  slipped 
down  into  the  park,  and  hastened  to  open 
the  little  postern  gate  of  the  park,  where 
the  schoolmaster  had  been  waiting  for 
hours.  Unluckily,  they  had  just  reached 
the  glass  door  which  led  into  Agnes's  suite 
of  apartments,  when  the  one-legged  war* 
den  of  the  chateau  passed  on  his  way  to 
the  dinner-room,  to  inquire  if  all  was  right. 
Hearing  footsteps  outside,  he  cried : 

"  Who's  there  ?  SaprUtie  !  I  say,  who's 
there  ?" 

At  the  same  time,  the  ^lass  door  before 
mentioned  was  opened  with  some  noise. 

"  Who  but  me  ?"  answered  Justine, 
sharply.  **  Do  you  mean  to  make  a  pri- 
soner of  me  too  ?" 

Without  deigning  to  reply,  Mengin  limped 
back  to  the  kitchen,  and  had  soon  forgotten 
everything  but  his  pipe  and  his  bottle, 
which  seemed  to  form  the  only  source  of 
his  enjoyment.  His  wife,  also,  though 
now  an  invalid,  loved  to  spend  a  social 
evening  with  her  partner,  who,  whilst  he 
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poyred  out  the  wine  or  knocked  the  ashes 
out  of  his  pipe,  would  stir  the  fire  with  his 
wooden  leg,  and  strike  up  a  jovial  lyric. 

Meanwhile,  after  waiting  until  the  kitchen 
door  was  closed,-  Justine  gave  her  com- 
panion permission  to  enter,  which  he  did 
not  seem  over  anxious  to  do;  nor  could 
he  until  he  had  listened  with  the  greatest 
attention  be  prevailed  upon  to  trust  him- 
self within  the  chateau. 

**  Darkness,'*  he  whispered,  after  draw- 
ing a  long  breath,  "  the  shadows  of  night, 
I  should  say,  tenebra  dicta  quod — ^in  one 
word,  you  know — " 

*'  Have  done,  Plutarch,'*  cried  Justine. 
"  You  haven't  come  here  to  talk  Latin.'* 

**  Good  heavens  !"  quoth  he ;  "  Virgun- 
cula,  moderate  the  tone  of  thy  voice.  So- 
lomon saith :  '  the  fool  talketh,  but  the 
wise  man  holdeth  his  peace,'  " 

"  No  such  fool  either,"  exclaimed  Jus- 
tine ;  *^  and  there  are  more  fools  than  one, 
I  trow." 

"  Very  true.     Ask  my  dog — " 

•*  If  your  dog  could  speak — " 
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*'  Doubt  not  bat  that  is  possible ;  eyen 
asses  spake  in  ancient  times/' 

''  They  have  not  left  off  the  habit,  it 


seems." 


'*  Justine/'  said  Plutarch,  who  probably 
did  not  hear  this  last  observation,  as  he 
made  no  reply,  **  had  we  not  better  repair 
to  a  room  where  there  is  a  candle  ?" 

"  What !"  cried  Justine,  who  seemed  to 
be  in  no  hurry,  '*  are  you  afraid  to  be  in 
the  dark  with  me  ?" 

"  Nay, /ormowwma — " 

"  Ah  pah !  I  hate  your  forms  and  cere- 
monies.   La  1  now,  what  are  you  at  ?" 

Here  followed  a  little  struggle,  and  an 
attempt  to  kiss ;  but  it  would  seem  an  inef- 
fectual one,  for  the  very  next  minute  the 
sonorous  sound  of  a  hearty  box  on  the  ear 
resounded  through  the  chateau. 

The  fact  was,  that  fear  of  Mengin  had  so 
bewildered  the  poor  schoolmaster's  facul- 
ties, that  instead  of  kissing  her,  he  gave  her 
a  smart  bite  on  the  chin.  He  did  not, 
however,  acquiesce  in  the  justice  of  the  in- 
fliction this  awkward  mistake  brought  down 
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upon  him,  and  endeavoured  to  beat  a  re- 
treat with  his  face  to  the  foe.  He  had  not 
taken  two  steps  before  his  spine  came  in 
contact  with  the  edge  of  a  table  covered  with 
flower- vases  and  handsome  china.  A  tremen- 
dous crash  followed,  and  the  unhappy  school- 
master rolled  amidst  a  thousand  fragments 
of  porcelain,  sputtering  out  oaths  in  all  the 
languages  h*e  knew. 

"  The  devil's  in  the  house  to-night,'' 
cried  Mengin,  starting  up  and  seizing  a 
candle.  In  another  second,  Justine  heard 
her  father  making  his  way  along  in  his 
brisk  though  not  very  graceful  manner,  and 
sending  his  harshly  modulated  voice  in 
choice  execrations  before  him  as  he  moved. 

"  Get  up,  you  great  fool,"  whispered 
she  ;  '*  get  up,  or  you  are  undone." 

^*  But  I  am  worse  than  undone,"  whim- 
pered the  schoolmaster.  ^^  I  am  broken  in 
two,     Delenda  est  Carthago." 

"  I'll  lend  you  a  hand  if  you  will,"  re- 
plied Justine  seizing  his  arm.  ^'  Get  up, 
and  crawl  under  that  sofa,  or  father  will 
brain  you  with  his  wooden  toe." 

VOL.    III.  D 
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Plutarch  raised  himself  slowly,  as  if  fear-' 
ing  to  fall  in  pieces,  whilst  Mengin  was 
hopping  up  the  great  staircase  with  sur- 
prising vigour.  Unluckily  for  him,  how- 
ever, he  set  down  his  wooden  leg  with 
such  vivacity  on  the  stone  passage,  that 
after  sliding  along  some  twenty  feet,  he 
came  to  the  ground. 

Had  a  painter  heen  present,  he  would  in 
this  manoeuvre  have  heheld  a  subject  wor- 
thy of  his  pencil.  "With  perpendicular  red 
hair,  broad  yellow  face,  closed  eyes,  com- 
pressed lips  ;  with  a  square,  powerful  body, 
clothed  in  a  short  grey  coat ;  with  one  thick 
leg  drawn  close  under  him,  a  stick  in  his 
right  hand  and  a  candle  in  his  left,  old 
Mengin  performed  the  traject  we  have  al- 
luded to,  poised  on  his  oaken  leg  in  a  man- 
ner at  once  elegant  and  sublime.  He 
finished  his  rapid  career  with  equal  praise- 
worthiness,  falling  on  his  back  like  a  hero, 
and  retaining  possession  of  his  weapons 
with  a  constancy  truly  admirable.  Had  he 
been  a  Spartan,  he  would  never  have  thrown 
away  his  shield. 


L 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  5l 

The  dutiful  Justine,  hearing  her  parent 
founder,  clapped  her  bands  with  delight, 
and  turning  to  Plutarch,  beheld  him  once 
more  sitting  upon  the  floor. 

'*  You  booby  !"  exclaimed  she,  applying 
her  foot  not  very  gently  to  his  side,  *^  if 
he  sees  you,  he  will  kill  us  both.  He  will 
bring  his  gun — '* 

"  I  hope  not,**  replied  Plutarch  ;  *  -  I  am 
not  prepared  to  die.  I  will  appeal  to  his 
compassion — to  his  bowels—" 

"  What  the  devil  is  all  this  about  ?" 
shouted  Mengin  entering  with  his  light, 
which  had  not  been  extinguished. 

**  Oh,  I  have  upset  a  table,  that's  all," 
replied  Justine,  running  against*  him  and 
adroitly  putting  out  his  candle,  whilst  she 
nearly  sent  him  a  second  time  rolling  on 
the  floor. 

**  Sacr^ r  swove  he;  "  is  the  girl  mad 
to-night  ?  Come,  come  ;  1  think  you  have 
been  down  to  the  cellar  once  too  often  to- 
day. Go  to  bed.  Your  mother  is  better 
now.     She  will  take  your  place." 

D  2 
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"  Nonsense,  father." 

"  Go  to  bed,  I  say.     Hollo  I  la  mere  r 

"  You  have  been  drinking  yourself, 
father ;  and  I  dare  say  mother  has  not 
been  idle.  FU  take  more  care  for  the 
future.  Oh,  the  Virgin!"  she  continued, 
to  herself,  *'  here  comes  Mamzelle  to  spoil 
all." 

Agnes,  indeed,  now  entered  with  a  taper, 
pale  and  trembling. 

*'Afon  Dieu!  Justine,"  exclaimed  she, 
*'  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

Without  replying,  the  girl  thinking  all 
was  over,  threw  herself  into  a  chair ;  but  as 
the  light  filled  the  room,  she  perceived  that 
Plutarch  had  vanished. 

"  Ah  1"  cried  she,  "  I  see  there  is  not 
so  much  harm  done  as  I  thought." 

"  No,"  said  her  father,  "  a  little  china 
smashed,  that's  all ;  you  can  look  to  that 
in  the  morning.  Attend  Mamzelle  to  her 
room,  and  no  more  gadding  about  in  the 
dark,  mind  me." 

So  saying,  he  again  returned  towards  the 
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kitchen,  and  Plutarch,  after  a  considerable 
interval,  projected  his  head  from  beneath 
the  sofa,  and  looked  wildly  around.  Agnes, 
who  greatly  desired  to  behold  him  on  whom 
so  much  depended,  had  now  time  to  observe 
his  features  as  they  one  by  one  made  their 
appearance.  His  hair  was  straight  and  sandy, 
and  stood  erect,  from  the  action  of  fear, 
like  the  bristles  of  a  porcupine  ;  long  as  it 
was,  however,  it  could  not  overshadow  the 
exuberance  of  his  ears.  His  forehead  was 
low  and  retreating,  his  squinting  eyes  were 
large  as  eggs,  and  projected  nearly  as  far  as 
his  small  pug  nose,  as  if  endeavouring  each 
to  obtain  a  sight  of  itself,  '^  drawn  in  the 
flattering  tablet ''  of  the  opposite  orb ;  his 
mouth  stretched  athwart  the  lower  part  of 
his  face  like  a  sabre  gash.  It  should  be 
observed,  however,  that  in  order  to  increase 
the  sagacity  of  his  expression,  the  school- 
master had  contracted  a  habit  of  elevating 
the  right  hand  and  lowering  the  opposite 
corners  of  the  feature  in  question,  on 
which  account  his  thin  lips  looked  like  a 
see-saw,  on  the  depressed  end  of  which 
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sat,  as  was  fittings  the  genius  of  gravity, 
whilst  a  little  cluster  of  aerial  smiles  sporti^ 
ed  on  the  more  ambitious  extremity.  Im- 
mediately below  retreated  a  chin,  on  whose 
surface,  although  he  had  already  attained 
the  age  of  thirty,  the  manly  down  had  not 
yet  appeared.  Add  to  all  this  a  small 
awkward  figure  encased  in  tightly  fitting 
garments,  and  terminating  in  large  bony 
hands  and  long  ungainly  feet,  and  you 
will  have  a  perfect  outline  of  Plutarch  Dela- 
hache. 

**  Arma  mrumque  cano^  or  rather  canebo^'* 
exclaimed  he,  wiping  his  forehead  with  his 
handkerchief;  '' I  will  commemorate  the 
adventures  of  this  night  in  song.  What  a 
fierce  face  your  father  has,  Justine !  Fa^ 
num  habet  in  cornUy  as  Horace  says ;  I  felt  a 
certain  delinquium  ccnimi^  a  kind  of  faint- 
ness  come  over  me  at  his  terrific  aspect. 
But,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  that's  the — ,  in 
fact,  the  young  lady  who  was  expected.  I 
am  most  happy,  most  delighted  to  make 
her  acquaintance.'^ 

**  I  am  glad  to  see  you.  Monsieur;''  fal-* 
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tered  AgDes,  who  felt  that  she  ought  to  say 
somethiDg. 

"  Vos  aninus  me^,  which  is,  dear  hearts, 
shall  we  not  retire  farther,  out  of  reach  of 
this  one-legged  monster,  this  Cyclops,  which 
is  a  generic  term  ;  this — " 

"  Come  along,  Plutarch,"  replied  Jus- 
tine ;  "  I  dare  say  you  are  craving  after 
the  victuals." 

'^  Oh  fie !"  said  the  schoolmaster,  look* 
ing  coquettish,  and  following  Agnes,  who 
had  lilready  commenced  returning  to  her 
own  apartment.  As  she  moved  along,  sh^ 
rejoiced  at  having  come  to  the  determina<» 
tion  not  to  appeal  to  him  personally,  as 
his  manners  did  not  seem  to  promise  much. 
She  calculated,  however,  as  he  was  evi* 
dently  a  garrulous  personage,  that  if  she 
should  succeed  in  giving  him  what  she  had 
written,  he  would  soon  spread  the  news  of 
her  imprisonment  ahout  the  village. 

The  dinner  was  by  this  time  nearly  cold, 
but  Hutarch  and  Justine  partook  of  it  with 
immense  gusto,  whilst  Agnes  sat  plotting 
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how  to  deliver  her  letter.  Several  times 
she  was  on  the  point  of  thrusting  it  into 
the  schoolmaster's  hand,  but  her  courage 
failed  her,  and  at  length  Justine  placed  the 
wine  and  dessert  upon  the  table.  Plutarch 
now  began  to  be  very  gay,  and  was  loud  in 
the  praises  of  Agnes's  beauty,  swearing 
that  she  was  "  Venus  Rediviva/'  and  that 
he  would  sacrifice  a  couple  of  doves  to  her 
the  following  morning.  Of  this  piece  of 
gallantry  Agnes  took  advantage,  and  by  a 
very  few  glances,  contrived  to  persuade  the 
poor  fellow  that  he  might  with  reasons- 
able  prospect  of  success,  transfer  his  ad* 
miration  to  her.  When,  accordingly, 
after  retiring  from  the  room  a  moment, 
she  showed  him  a  letter,  whilst  Justine 
was  taking  a  bottle  of  wine  from  the 
sideboard,  he  pressed  his  finger  to  hiB 
lips  in  token  of  secresy,  and  soon  con* 
trived  to  receive  it  unperceived.  His 
merriment  now  knew  no  bounds.  He 
laughed,  sang,  and  even  offered  to  dance. 
At  length,  however,  Justine,  who  began 
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to  grow  jealous,  very  uaceremoniously 
took  him  by  the  arm,  and  after  he  had 
made  a  flowery  farewell  speech,  led  him 
forth,  and  undertook  to  be  his  guide  across 
the  park. 


d3 
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CHAPTER  iV. 

PBCCAYi;    OB,   THB   CONFB88IOK8    OF  NABGZ88B   LBR0T7X. 

It  has  no  doubt  been  a  matter  of  sur- 
prise that  d'Hericourt  should  have  been  so 
easily  persuaded  to  relinquish  prosecuting 
his  designs,  and  have  remained  quiet  at  the 
house  of  Monsieur  Bertholet  after  his  plans 
had  been  so  far  successful.  Yet,  though 
he  frequently  expressed  impatience  at  the 
restraint  he  had  submitted  to,  he  never  of- 
fered to  quit  Paris,  and  seemed  to  be  wait- 
ing quietly  for  the  accomplishment  of  some 
event,  which  he  daily  expected  to  take  place. 
We  shall  now  put  the  reader  in  possession 
of  the  secret  history  of  the  whole  transac- 
tion. 
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Narcisse  Leroux,  when  d'Hericourt 
evinced  a  disposition  to  set  up  for  himself, 
in  the  first  moment  of  vexation,  took  the 
steps  we  have  related,  and  succeeded  for  a 
time  in  thwarting  his  friends'  views. 
But  he  felt  uncomfortahle  on  the  righteous 
side  of  the  question.  He  was  out  of  his 
element.  Ce  rCitaitpas  sa  mission.  He  ceased 
to  desire  that  the  place  to  which  Agnes 
had  been  conveyed  should  be  immediately 
discovered.  He  himself  soon  received 
intelligence  where  she  was ;  and  had  direct^ 
ed  Claude  and  Jean  Jacques  to  hasten  to  a 
town  within  five  or  six  miles  of  the  Cha- 
teau in  order  that  should  he  be  unsuccessful 
in  the  negotiations  he  intended  to  open 
with  d'Hericourt,  he  might  then  play  the 
part  of  an  honest  man,  and  assist  in  her 
deliverance.  When  he  heard  that  Joseph 
and  Joubert  had  left  Paris  without  com- 
municating with  him,  he  felt  alarmed,  fear- 
ing that  some  important  disclosure  had 
been  made  to  them.  He  therefore  lost  no 
time  in  paying  his  respects  to  d'Heri- 
court. 
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When  he  entered  the  room  in  which 
the  young  gentleman  sat  at  breakfast,  he 
was  greeted  with  a  stare  which  evinced 
that  his  appearance  was  by  no  means  wel- 
come. However,  he  did  not  discompose 
himself  in  the  least. 

"There  is  nothing  faulty  in  my  pro- 
positions/' observed  he.  **  Ten  paces  is 
my  altitude — the  first  face  or  the  thirteenth 
of  the  whole  height  begins  at  the  roots 
of  the  hair  and  finishes  where  the  second 
commences." 

''  Hal"  cried  d'Hericourt,  "  I  thought  I 
bad  done  with  you." 

''  Not  quite,  my  son  ;  I  have  most  im^* 
portant  communications  to  make  known,  to 
which  if  you  are  wise  you  will  lend  an  at- 
tentive ear.  Let  us  forget  past  grievances. 
The  present  emergency  is  too  great  to 
allow  of  their  being  remembered." 

**  Well,  sit  down,  if  you  please,  and  ex- 
plain yourself." 

Narcisse  first  examined  his  figure  in  a 
mirror,  and  then  selecting  a  capacious  and 
luxurious  arm  chair,  drew  it  to  the  side  of 
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the  breakfast  table,  and  having  placed 
himself  comfortably  therein,  opened  his 
mellifluous  lips  and  delivered  the  follow* 
ing  oration : — 

*^  Most  glad  am  I  that  the  impression 
which  my  bodily  configurations  made 
formerly  on  your  organs  of  sense,  and 
through  them  upon  your  brain  —  using  the 
word  brain  as  synonymous  with  that  which 
is  sentient  or  reminiscent  within  us,  not  at 
all  as  implying  the  existence  of  intellectual 
powers — " 

V*  Speak  plain,  will  you,"  interrupted 
d'Hericourt. 

"  I  mean,"  replied  Narcisse,  quickly, 
"  that  you  have  not  forgotten  me.  But 
to  come  to  the  point,"  he  continued, 
returning  to  his  former  deliberate  tone, 
*'  since  we  last  parted,  strange  things  have 
happened  unto  me :  I  have  not  become  a 
great  traveller.  I  have  not  emulated  the 
Condamines,  the  Chardins,  the  Le  Vaillants, 
the  Taverniers ;  I  have  not  circled  the  earth, 
nor  visited  the  moon,  nor  have  I  made 
astronomical  observations  upon  her  in  the 
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Cordilleras  of  the  Andes.  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, you  do  not  feel  at  all  interested  in 
what  I  have  not  done/' 

''  I  wish  you  would  come  to  the  point/' 
said  d'Hericourt  peevishly. 

''  I  shall  do  so  in  time.  I  am  come  to 
make  you  an  offer.  To  keep  you  no  longer 
in  suspense,  I  will  explain  myself.  It  is  an 
offer  of  my  services — of  the  services  of 
Narcisse  Leroux." 

*•  And  what  could  you  do  for  me,  my 
good  man  ?"  inquired  d'Hericourt.  •*  I  am 
in  want  of  no  new  servants.  My  home 
has  its  full  complement  of  rogues  and 
cheats." 

**  No  doubt,"  replied  Narcisse.  **  But 
it  is  not  to  menial  services  that  I  would 
stoop.  I  who  have  ridden  in  my  carriage, 
worn  fashionable  raiment,  and  drank 
champagne  every  day." 

"And  what  else  can  you  do?"  de- 
manded d'Hericourt  with  some  degree  of 
respect. 

"Do! — I  was  about  to  answer  like 
Themistocles :  I  know  how  to  make  a  small 
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village  a  great  city ;  but  so  can  any  builder. 
I  am  capable  of  something  better,  that  is  to 
say,  I  can  now  really  make  you  master  of  a 
fortune." 

**  The  devil  you  can  1"  cried  d'Hericourt, 
returning  to  his  old  familiar  manner,  and 
forgetting  their  differences,  **  how  do  you 
make  that  out  ?  Do  tell  the  truth.  I  am 
desperately  in  debt.  My  uncle  always  keeps 
me  at  the  low  ebb,  and  grants  a  new  supply 
only  when  I  am  quite  drained  off.  Ah  ! 
I  believe  it  was  you  who  taught  me  to 
spend  money." 

"  You  do,  my  boy,  do  you?  And  you 
feel  grateful  ?  Human  nature  is  not  then 
quite  depraved.  Let  me  press  you  in  my 
arms.  Do  you  remember  how  we  used  to 
make  old  papa  come  down  ?" 

**  And  how  you  used  to  thrash  the 
duns  ?" 

'^  And  the  glorious  suppers  we  used  to 
give  ?" 

^^  And  the  piquante  adventures  in  which 
we  were  engaged?" 
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''And  the  beauties  we  used  to  carry 
oflF." 

^' And  the  hearts  thatM.  Leroux  used  to 
steal  from  his  friend  ?" 

''  Aye,  aye,  some  damsels  are  discerning, 
others  not ; — ^but  to  business." 

''  As  soon  as  you  please.  I  do  not  yet 
see  how  my  fortune  is  to  grow/' 

*'  Mademoiselle  de  Chassereau — " 

' '  The  old  story !  I  thought  by  your  com* 
ing  here  that  you  had  made  up  your  mind 
to  let  me  hare  my  own  way  with  that 
girl/' 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  prevent  you.  All  I 
say  is,  that  I  am  in  full  possession  of  in- 
formation which  will  render  the  benefit 
of  a  marriage  with  her  immediate  and 
great." 

"  rU  marry  her,  by  Heavens  1" 

''Stay,  rash  youth  ;  on  my  will  depends 
all." 

"  What !"  exclaimed  d'Hericourt  taking 
up  a  gold  eye  glass  which  lay  near  him, 
and  eyeing  Leroux  through  the  transparent 
medium — "  are  you  the  papa?" 
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*'  No,  no ;  but  nevertheless  I  may  have  a 
voice  in  the  matter." 

**  Well,  then,  solve  yonr  riddle/' 
"  Youmust  know,"  commenced  Narcisse, 
that  I  once  had  some  pretentions  to  the 
young  lady  myself — " 

"  Ho  !  ho  I  you  had,  had  you  ?" 
^*  The  fact  is  as  I  state  ;  and  if  you  will 
take  the  trouble  once  more  to  scrutinize 
my  person,  you  will  perceive  that  it  was 
not  without  reason.  Few  men  boast  so 
fine  a  head  of  hair.  Is  not  my  forehead 
lofty  and  open  ?  Look  at  these  eyes.  Mark 
their  bland  expression.  This  Grecian  nose, 
what  an  antique  air  does  it  not  impart  to 
my  countenance!  The  chiselling  of  my 
lips  is  perfect,  the  moustachios  by  which 
they  are  shaded  could  not  be  more  elegant 
in  their  curl;  my  whiskers  are  unique. 
Besides,  there  are  latent  beauties  in  my 
physiognomy  which  better  diet  would  reveal. 
Formerly  no  Cupid's  cheek  was  dimpled 
more  prettily  than  mine;  and  the  rose 
and  the  lily  intermingling  formed  a  com- 
plexion unsurpassed  even  by  that  of  the 


66  THB    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

coquettish  Venus.  Then  behold  my  figare 
— ^these  gigantic  shoulders,  this  chest  as 
broad  as  a  bull's,  these  Herculean  limbs, 
clothed  as  they  are,  alas!  in  unworthy 
garments  ;  but  look  at  these  I  say,  and  then 
tell  me  whether  as  to  personal  qualifications, 
I  am  not  calculated  to  make  an  impression 
on  a  heart  even  less  susceptible  than  that  of 
Agnes  de  Chassereau !" 

A  loud  burst  of  laughter  interrupted 
the  speaker,  who  had  arisen,  and  was 
parading  the  room  to  display  his  gigantic 
proportions  to  the  utmost  advantage. 

**You  are  really  a  very  fine  animal," 
cried  d'Hericourt,  who  had  indulged  his 
merriment  to  a  somewhat  dangerous  excess, 
**  you  would  make  a  most  excellent  gre- 
nadier." 

"  Grenadier !  animal  !'*  vociferated  Nar- 
oisse,  turning  from  a  mirror  in  which  he 
had  been  contemplating  his  person,  and 
speaking  in  a  tone  which  almost  caused 
d'Hericourt  to  start  up  to  the  ceiling. 
Then  moderating  his  voice  he  added  with 
the  simpering  smile  of  a  courtier.     *^  But 
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you  are  unacquainted  with  toy  intellect 
tual  accomplishmeats.  That  you  may 
better  comprehend  them,  I  will  give  you 
the  history  of  my  life/' 

"Spare  me,  I  pray  thee/'  quoth  d'Heri- 
court,  "and  explain  the  hints  you  have 
thrown  out  respecting  Mademoiselle  de 
Chassereau." 

"Allow  me  not  to  spare  you,"  replied 
Narcisse.  "  For  what  I  am  about  to  relate 
18  most  intimately  connected  with  that 
young  lady." 

"Be  brief  then,"  said  d'Hericourt, 
arranging  himself  comfortably  in  his 
chair. 

"  I  was  born,"  began  Narcisse — "  but, 
dHericourt,  I  am  most  uncommonly 
dry." 

"  True,  I  forgot,"  said  the  young  man 
colouring,  "  you  must  take  breakfast  with 
me.  I  will  ring  for  another  cup — or 
perhaps,  you  would  rather  some  brandy." 

"  Allow  me  to  consult  my  own  prefer- 
ence," cried  Leroux.  "  Coffee  is-  a  beve- 
rage in  which  I  do  delight.    It  is  the  only 
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fluid  worthy  to  be  imbibed   by    men  of 
genius." 

D'Hericourt  accordingly  ordered  in  some 
fresh  cojBTee  ;  and  Leroux  stretching  out 
his  huge  limbs  and  lolling  luxuriously  in 
the  arm-chair  resumed  his  narrative. 

*^  I  was  born,"  he  said,  *'^  in  Rouen,  a 
city  which  is  also  the  native  place  of  many 
other  great  men.  To  let  that  pass,  how- 
ever, my  father  followed  the  very  ignoble 
profession  of  a  baker ;  now  tell  me,  d'Heri* 
court,  do  I  look  like  a  baker's  son  ?" 

^*  Exactly,"  said  the  young  man  looking 
at  the  ceiling. 

Narcisse  eyed  him  askance,  and  pro- 
ceeded : — 

^*  I  never  took  to  the  manufacture  of  rolls 
and  loaves,  though  I  was  always  observed 
to  be  a  most  remarkable  proficient  in  eat- 
ing them,  ecce  signum  I  My  father  ac- 
cordingly  wished  to  call  me  Leviathan ; 
but  happening  once,  when  very  young  and 
small  to  be  examining  my  intelligent 
countenance  with  evident  satisfaction  in 
a  tear  that  was  rolling  for  some  cause  or 
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Other  down  my  mother's  cheek,  I  attracted 
the  attention  of  an  old  uncle,  who  know- 
ing something  of  mythology,  bless  his  old 
eyes !  suggested  my  present  expressive  and 
musical  cognomen,  Narcisse  —  Narcisse 
Leroux*  I  am  not  without,  hopes  of  seeing 
myself  some  day  the  hero  of  an  epic 
poem  at  least." 

**  Like  Cartouche." 

"Well,  well,  Charles,"  proceeded  Nar- 
cisse purposely  becoming  more  familiar — 
**use  as  many  vile  comparisons  as  you 
please,  you  cannot  make  me  worse  than  I 
am.  As  I  grew  up,  to  continue  my  auto- 
biography, I  became  distinguished  for  a 
most  remarkable  penchant  for  the  ladies, 
and  T  may  say  the  ladies  evinced  a  most 
remarkable  penchant  for  me." 

''  Some  ladies  are  easily  satisfied,"  re- 
marked his  hearer. 

**  That  is  neither  here  nor  there,"  re- 
plied Narcisse.  "To  be  brief,  at  the  age 
of  eighteen  I  got  kicked  out  of  a  second- 
floor  window  into  a  pond,  with  the  threat, 
that  if  I  ever    made  my    appearance  in 
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the    town  I  should    have    my    ears    cut 
off." 

"You   have  plenty  to  spare.'* 

"  Well,  and  what  did  I  do  V"  continued 
Narcisse,  "  I  arose,  returned  home,  and 
remembering  that  my  father  had  desired 
me  to  arrange  his  bureau,  I  did  so  that 
very  night.  Taking  out  some  pieces  of  paper 
that  I  thought  would  be  of  no  use  to  him, 
and  putting  them  in  my  pocket,  I  then 
seized  a  cudgel  and  marched  out  of 
Rouen,  shaking  the  dust  off  my  feet  as 
I  passed  the  barriers,  and  swearing  I 
would  never  more  return." 

"  A  pretty  beginning  you  made  in 
life,"  observed  his  attentive  listener. 

**  Very  pretty,  something  like  your 
own,  when  some  few  years  ago  in  my 
company  you  lightened  that  rascally 
German  Count  in  the  Bois  de  Ro* 
mainville  of  the  money  he  had  won  from 
you  at  play.  Ah!  was  not  that  well 
done?  The  pity  was,  he  must  needs 
leave  his  mark  upon  you  before  we 
could  tie  him  to  a  tree.'' 
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^  "  Go  on,"  said  d'Hericourt,  **  it  is 
getting  late-" 

*'Not  at  all — ^not  at  all;  as  I  was 
saying,  that  was  rare  sport.  But  if  I 
remember  rightly  the  effects  of  th^t  night's 
vivacity  were  rather  serious.  For  the  restj 
ask  Joubert." 

"  Come,  come,  proceed  with  your  life, 
it  is  getting  very  interesting,"  muttered 
the  young  man.  **What  did  you  do 
when  you  came  to  Paris  ?" 

**  I  lived — that  is  until  I  had  spent 
the  money  I  had  with  me.  I  then  began 
to  think  of  getting  more.  I  was  almost 
at  my  wits'  end,  when  I  fell  in  with 
a  society  of  transcendental  philosophers." 

"  What  the  devil  did  they  do  for 
you  ?" 

"Do  for  me?  Why  they  opened  the 
road  to  riches,  by  proving  to  my  satisfac-* 
tion  that  wealth  may  be  obtained  by  any 
means;  they  very  clearly  demonstrated, 
and  I  would  demonstrate  it  to  you  if  you 
needed  it,  that  moral  rules  are  merely 
arbitrary  ;  that  they  are    established    by 
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maiii  and  may  by  man  be  abolisbed.  They 
were  created,  they  said,  for  the  conve^ 
nience  of  man — very  good  ;  therefore  let  all 
those  "who  find  them  convenient  obey 
them;  but  those  who,  on  the* contrary, 
are  impoverished  thereby,  should  break 
through  them,  and  create  moral  rules  for 
themselves." 

"  It  is  as  clear  as  noon-day,"  said  d'Heri- 
court,  "  that  all  poor  men  may  be  scamps, 
and  that  rich  men  have  no  need  to  be 
so." 

"  Stay,"  quoth  Narcisse.  "  They  cured 
another  of  my  errors,  which  was  that  of 
making  use  of  the  conventional  terms  by 
which  men  are  classified  in  general  society, 
such  as  scamps,  scoundrels,  villains,  and 
so  forth.  .  There  are  but  two  sections  in 
the  world  :  fools  and  philosophers,  and  to  be 
one  of  the  latter  division,  all  that  is  re- 
quired is  abandonment  of  prejudices.  Now 
what  are  prejudices?  Why,  all  such 
opinions  as  are  entertained  by  the  mass  of 
mankind,  especially  when  they  are  embod- 
ied in  what  are  called  laws.      From  this  it 
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appears  that  those  who  obey  laws  are 
fools ;  other  men  are  philosophers.  Adam 
and  Eve  were  the  first  philosophers ,  and 
the  race  has  been  propagated  through  their 
eldest  son.  In  some  countries,  indeed, 
Caiu's  principles  are  still  symbolically  ac- 
knowledged, the  first-born  being  held  in 
highest  estimation,  &c.  My  theory  is 
somewhat  complicated,  and  is  connected 
with  my  actions  by  a  mysterious  link.  To 
describe  the  whole  system  figuratively,  I 
will  compare  it  to  a  beautiful  woman, 
whose  soul  is  virtue  itself — ^as  it  is  under- 
stood by  the  world — ^but  whose  actions  are 
such  as  are  commonly  supposed  to  flow 
from  a  different  source.  Let  any  one 
gaze  upon  her,  however,  and  her  expression 
will  instantly  impress  upon  him  the  idea  of 
infinite  purity.  For  what  is  expression? 
It  is  the  habitual  play  of  the  features  de^ 
termined  by  the  constant  character  of  the 
emotions  that  vibrate  outward  from  the 
soul,  and  appear  on  the  countenance  like 
ripples  on  the  ocean's  surface,  when  some 
sea  monster  rolls  along  below-—" 

VOL.   III.  B 
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"  You  arc  a  great  philosopher,"  said 
d'Hericourt,  mercilessly  interrupting  the 
lucid  exposition  of  a  system  that  will 
prohahly  some  day  exert  a  powerful  in- 
fluence over  society ;  "  but  proceed  with 
your  history.  What  manner  of  religion 
did  your  new  friends  profess  ?" 

**  They  were  the  most  pious  of  men ; 
for  each  loved  himself  most  heartily,  and 
believed  at  the  same  time  that  he  was  a 
splinter  of  the  divinity.  But  they  hated 
all  priests,  except  the  Jesuits,  who  enter- 
tain opinions  somewhat  in  accordance  with 
their  own.  I  may  say,"  added  Narcisse, 
a  glow  of  honest  pride  suffusing  his  fea- 
tures, ^*  our  own,  for  I  was  admitted  as  one 
of  their  members  on  the  payment  of  three 
francs." 

"They  were  doubtless  glad  enough  to 
receive  so  hopeful  a  member." 

"Yes,  when  they  had  ascertained  my 
qualifications.  Some  scruples  were  at  first 
raised ;  but  when  I  related  my  last  exploit, 
they  received  me  with  open  arms." 

"  Were  you  not  afraid  to  put  yourself 
in  their  power?" 
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"  Not  at  all  ;  for  every  member  was 
bound  by  oath  never  to  reveal  any  family 
secrets.  However,  one  fellow  after  a  dis- 
cussion upon  the  nullity  of  covenants  took 
it  into  his  head  to  imagine  that  we  meant 
our  theory  to  be  applied  in  our  intercourse 
one  with  the  other,  as  well  as  our  dealings 
with  the  world.  He  wrote  accordingly  to 
Rouen  in  expectation  of  a  reward  ;  but  my 
father  divining  or  being  informed,  that  I  had 
released  the  little  golden- winged  angels, 
and  sent  them  flying  about  the  world,  paid 
no  attention  whatever  to  the  communica- 
tion ;  and  I,  learning  the  particulars  fro;n 
another  source,  took  the  liberty  of  putting 
my  fellow-transcendentalist  into  a  predica- 
ment in  which  it  was  very  difficult  for  him 
to  write  letters  to — " 

"  You  killed  him  !  Good  God  !  It  was 
an  accident,  I  hope." 

"  Yes ;  what  happened  was  an  accident," 
said  Leroux,  solemnly.  **  All  occurrences 
in  this  world  are  accidents ; — there  is  no 
premeditation ; — ^we  are  hurried  on  by  our 
passions — ^by  events.     How  many  thousand 
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resolves  do  we  fonn»  that  are  never  fol- 
lowed by  action !  How  many  actions — 
crimes  if  you  will — do  we  commit,  the 
motives  of  which  had  not  germinated  in 
our  minds  a  moment  before  I  I  tell  you, 
d'Hericourt,  'tis  fate,  absolute,  irresistible, 
irrevocable  destiny,  that  governs  the  ac« 
tions  of  men  in  this  planet.  As  we  know 
not  what  is  to  come  to  pass  an  hour  hence, 
how  can  we  control  the  future  ?  Certain 
as  death,  events  take  their  course.  They 
follow  as  link  follows  link  in  a  chain. 
We  perform,  but  we  are  urged  on  from 
behind,  or  rather  we  are  evermore  retreat- 
ing backwards  from  our  birth.  We  see 
what  has  passed,  but  we  are  ignorant 
whether  or  not  there  is  a  precipice  at  our 
heels.  Thus,  when  I  encountered  that 
wretch,  T  intended  only  to  cudgel  him; 
as  it  was — I  broke  his  arm.*' 

*'  I  breathe  again,"  murmured  d'Heri- 
court,  in  reality  relieved. 

''Melancholy  is  a  stream  in  which  a 
man  must  soon  sink,"  observed  Leroux. 
''I  would  as  lief  swim  in  mud.     Let  us 
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be  gay  then  as  I  was  for  years,  during 
which  I  basked  in  the  sunshine  of  pros- 
perity, and  drove  a  prosperous  trade  in 
philosophy  and  philanthropy.  But  the 
speculation  at  length  failed,  and  I  was 
compelled  to  take  a  journey  into  the  pro- 
vinces. During  that  excursion,  I  fell  in 
with  toy  estate  in  Normandy." 

"  I  have  often  heard  of  that  estate," 
quoth  d'Hericourt ;  **  but  I  always  ima- 
gined it  was  in  the  clouds." 

*'  Those  same  clouds  then,  rained  a  most 
excellent  shower  of  silver.  They  were 
worth  about  two  thousand  francs  a-year 
to  me." 

*'  Then  it  was  no  romance  ;  no  fiction  of 
the  imagination  ?" 

**  Not  a  bit ;  for  what  is  the  difference 
whether  it  was  situated  in  Normandy,  or 
in  the  pockets  of  an  old  fellow,  worth  two 
hundred  thousand  francs  a-year  ?" 

•*  And  pray — for  I  feel  curious  to  know 
— what  claim  had  you  on  him  ?" 

'^The  claim  every  wise  man  has  on 
every  simpleton,"  replied  Narcisse.     **  But 
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to  be  brief — and  not  too  explicit — that 
person  is  the  present  holder  of  the  wealth 
which  is  one  day  to  become  that  of  Made- 
moiselle de  Chassereau." 

**  Who  is  he  ?  What  is  his  name  ?  Where 
is  he  to  be  found  ?"  eagerly  inquired  d'He- 
ricourt. 

Narcisse  cleared  his  throat,  and  plunging 
to  the  very  lowest  abysses  of  metaphysics, 
contrived  in  about  half  an  hour  to  make 
d'Hericourt  comprehend,  that  if  all  these 
particulars  were  disclosed  at  once,  the 
present  depository  of  the  secret  would  be 
deprived  of  the  advantage  he  expected  to 
accrue  to  him. 

"  I  perceive,"  at  length  exclaimed  d'He- 
ricourt; ''and  I  guess  your  expectations 
are  none  of  the  most  moderate.  However, 
I  suppose  1  must  accede.  The  case  then 
stands  thus — ^Mademoiselle  de  Cbassereau 
is  in  my  power  :  no  one,  but  myself,  knows 
whither  she  has  been  carried — " 

Narcisse  burst  out  into  a  loud  guffaw. 
This  was  reaUy  too  comical.  It  tickled  his 
fancy,  and  he  laughed  from  the  very  bot- 
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torn  of  his  soul.  After  having  shaken  his 
sides  for  a  few  minutes,  he  exclaimed  in 
a  voice  still  quivering  with  a  chuckle  : 

•*  Eccentric  youth  1  Monstrous  simpli- 
city !  Inexplicable  ingenuousness !  Why, 
had  I  been  as  ignorant  as  you  suppose, 
should  I  have  come  here  to  make  offers? 
Am  I  an  ass?  Tell  me  that: — am  I  an 
ass  ?  Am  I  a  fool  ?  Am  I  a  ninny  ?  Is  my 
brain  steeped  in  fog?  Are  my  senses 
leaden?  Say,  am  I  an  ass?  That's  the 
point.     Hal  ha!  hal" 

"  By  all  this,'*  cried  the  mortified  d'He- 
ricourt,  *^  I  suppose  I  am  to  understand 
that  my  secret  is  discovered !" 

*  *  Your  acuteness  is  astounding  !  I  ex- 
pect to  smoke  a  pipe  with  old  Mengin  ere 
long,  and  to  shake  his  wooden  leg,  if  his 
hands  be  too  full.  But  to  be  serious :  I 
have  come  to  put  you  on  your  guard. 
Messieurs  Artaud,  Girouard,  and  Joubert, 
have  left  Paris  with  the  intention  of  seek- 
ing for  Mademoiselle  de  Chassereau.  I 
have  heard  that  they  have  received  correct 
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information.    What  is  to  be  done  if  they 
reach  the  chateau,  and  claim  your  prize  ?** 

**  Mengin/'  said  d'Hericourt,  musingly, 
•*  would  not  be  able  to  resist." 

^*  Nor  ought  he,  for  they  would  soon 
procure  the  assistance  of  the  law.  The 
only  course  to  pursue  would  be,  to  remove 
Agnes  instantly  to  some  other  place  whilst 
her  friends  were  held  in  parley." 

**To  do  this  would  require  assistance. 
Mengin  is  alone." 

**  I  will  go  and  take  up  my  residence 
with  him.  Being  a  stranger,  my  disap- 
pearance will  create  no  visible  vacuum. 
Mengin  may  then  allow  the  castle  to  be 
searched,  and  suspicion  will  be  entirely 
averted  from  you." 

^*  The  plan  is  good.  I  consent.  There 
is  in  fact,  no  other  course.  But  then  ? — 
What  then  ?" 

**  You  can  marry  the  girl,  who  will  be  glad 
enough  to  have  you ;  and  afterwards  go  and 
throw  yourself  at  the  feet  of  the  rich  old  fool 
to  whom  I  shall  introduce  you.     He  is  her 
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grand-uncle^  and  will  make  you  a  million* 
naire,  or  something  very  near  it." 
-  Capital,"  cried  d'Hericourt  ;  "  you  must 
start  instantly — this  very  day.  I  have 
promised  my  uncle  to  remain  here  a  little 
longer ;  when  my  time  is  up,  I  shall  follow ; 
and  then — " 

"Ah I"  interrupted  Narcisse,  "would 
there  were  no  scruples  to  overcome  ;  hut  to 
tell  the  truth,  it  has  just  occurred  to  me 
that  our  course  of  conduct  towards  this 
poor  girl  has  not  heen  exactly  that  of  hon- 
ourable men." 

"Are  you  mad?"  inquired  d'Hericourt 
in  an  agitated  tone  of  voice. 

**  I  am  in  the  perfect  enjoyment  of  all 
my  faculties,  mental  and  bodily ;  yet,  in 
spite  of  the  vast  range  of  my  intellectual 
powers,  I  am  not  able  at  the  present  mo^ 
ment  to  devise  an  excusQ  for  our  proceed- 
ings." 

"  You  are  very  unreasonable,  Narcisse." 

"  Do  not  calumniate  me ;  my  under- 
standing is  unfortunately  of  too  great 
penetration.     Still,  it  is  not,  on  the  spur  of 
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the  moment,  able  to  resolve  the  following 
objection  which  has  presented  itself,  viz. 
That  according  to  the  law  of  nature  no  man 
has  a  right  to  compel  any  woman  to  be* 
come  the  partner  of  Jiis  existence  against 
her  will." 

"  Nonsense,"  cried  the  young  man, 
^^  you  cannot  really  be  so  blind  as  not  to 
see  through  all  that.  Your  actions  at 
least—" 

**  Reproach  me  not  with  the  follies  of 
my  past  life.  Henceforth  I  am  determined 
to  repent,  in  sackcloth  and  ashes,  all  that  I 
have  committed  at  your  instigation.  Oh ! 
d'Hericourt  you  have  much  to  answer  for  I 
Ere  I  knew  you — " 

"  Pish,"  quoth  d'Hericourt,  too  anxious 
to  notice  the  impudent  insinuations  of  Nar* 
cisse,  *^  each  man  is  justified  in  extracting 
from  another  whatever  can  contribute  to  his 
pleasure  or  advantage.  No  living  creature 
has  any  right  to  anything  but  what  he  can  ob- 
tain by  force  or  cunning  ;  would  you  have 
the  wise  man  divide  spoils  with  the  fool  and 
the  witling  ?     Would  you  have  the  law- 


TH£   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  83 

yer  refuse  to  exact  the  highest  fee  he  caa 
wring  from  his  client  i  Would  you  have  a 
government  abstain  from  taxing  a  peaceful 
people  to  the  utmost  ?  Would  you — '* 

"  Have  done — ^have  done — ^you  have 
taken  a  load  off  my  breast.  Oh !  d'Heri- 
court,  with  such  arguments  did  you  corrupt 
my  unsuspecting  youth  1  Well,  I  suppose 
you  are  right.  Come  then,  let  us  settle  the 
price,  and  the  goods  shall  be  forthcoming." 

**  I  know  you  were  driving  at  that,"  cried 
d'Hericourt. 

"  By  my  ingenious  heart,  no." 

"  What  do  you  want  ?" 

**  Twenty  thousand  francs." 

"  Ha !  you  ask  much." 

*^Pish,  each  man  is  justified  in  ex* 
tracting." 

*'  The  devil  take  you  I  But  I  suppose  I 
must  submit;  really,  however,  you  are 
pretty  exorbitant.  I  achieve  an  adventure, 
obtain  possession  of  a  charming  young 
lady,  you  step  in — " 

"  But  the  fortune,  my  good  friend." 

^^  I  have  half  a  mind  to  give  up  all  hope 


84  THB   BCCBNTRIC    LOVER, 

of  it/'  said  d'Hericourt  in  the  vain  expec- 
tation of  throwing  Leroux  off  his  guard ; 
**  the  lady  is  handsome  and  so  forth — " 

"  Even  her,  however,  you  cannot  obtain 
now  without  my  consent." 

'*  The  devil ! — ^but  you  are  right,  I  must 
submit." 

''C!ome,  come,  d'Hericourt,  you  are  a 
little  unfair  in  this ;  believe  me,  you  ought 
to  feel  grateful  to  me  for  yielding  up  posses- 
sion at  so  cheap  a  rate  of  an  object  upon 
which  I  dote  as  the  mother  dotes  upon  her 
child.  What  compensation  will  your  paltry 
silver  make  for  all  my  blighted  hopes  ?  I  do 
consent  to  receive  a  small  sum  of  money, 
but  not  as  an  equivalent.  My  intention  is 
to  realise  a  darling  project  which  has 
haunted  my  pillow  for  years.  Aye  even 
from  my  very  earliest  infancy  has  my  soul 
dwelt  with  rapture  on  the  reports  which 
have  reached  it  of  the  exquisite  perfection 
of  the  women  of  Andalusia.  I  have 
dreamed  of  their  amorous  eyes,  their  hair 
of  flowing  jet,  their  lips  of  Uving  rubies, 
their  forms  like  those  of  so  many  mortal 
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Venuses.  Over  the  Pyrenees  shall  I  fly,  and 
endeavour  to  forget  the  very  existence  of 
Agnes,  and  the  happiness  of  my  rival. 
Imagine  the  sensation  I  shall  create  in  the 
breasts  of  all  my  beautiful  goddesses,  ima- 
gine the  showers  of  perfumed  billets  doux^ 
imagine  the  glances,  the  sighs,  the  ten- 
der vows — oh !  d'Hericourt,  do  you  not 
envy  me  ?" 

"  Not  a  whit." 

'^  I  understand :  the  divine,  the  exquisite 
Agnes !" 

"And  now,'*  said  d'Hericourt  after  a 
brief  pause,  ''you  must  hasten  to  the 
<)hateau;  take  a  post-chaise,  and  start 
unmediately;  you  cannot  be  there  too 
soon. " 

^' Adieu!"    cried  Narcisse  pressing  his 
hand  fervenUy. 
,      He  was  soon  on  his  way. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


▲ONES   AND   JUSTINE* 


Let  us  once  more  change  the  scene, 
and  return  to  Agnes,  whom  we  left  anx* 
iously  awaiting  the  result  of  the  letter 
she  had  consigned  to  Plutarch  Delahache's 
very  unsafe  custody.  It  would  be  difficult 
minutely  to  describe  the  various  changes 
which  her  feelings  underwent,  until,  after 
two  or  three  days'  suspense,  she  at  length 
became  convinced  that  no  hope  of  assist- 
ance from  that  quarter  could  be  reasonably 
entertained.  Instead  of  sinking  into  des- 
pair,   however,    she    now   began  to  cast 
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about  for  some  means  of  extricating  herself 
by  her  own  exertions  from  the  dangerous 
position  in  which  she  was  placed.  Her 
character  seemed  to  rise  in  proportion  as 
she  was  thrown  more  and  more  upon  her 
own  resources ;  her  latent  energies  had 
never  been  called  into  action  until  within 
a  few  weeks ;  they  now  developed  them- 
selves rapidly.  She  perfectly  compre- 
hended her  position ;  there  was  no  possi- 
bility of  mistaking  it.  Surrounded  by 
dangers  of  no  ordinary  kind,  she  seemed 
to  be  gifted  with  an  instinctive  perception 
of  how  it  became  her  to  act.  She  was 
governed  by  many  powerful  feelings ;  but 
the  most  powerful  of  these, '  even  sub- 
ordinate to  her  love  of  Claude,  though 
nourished  and  strengthened  by  it,  was  the 
resolution  to  preserve  her  honour  at  the 
peril  of  her  life. 

One  day,  Justine  came  and  invited  her 
to  take  a  stroll  in  the  park.  The  sky 
was  lovely ;  everything  seemed  to  be  joy- 
ous and  merry;  and  Justine  herself  was 
particularly  gay,  and  could  not  prevail  on 
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herself  to  remain  in  the  chateau.  Agnes 
gladly  accepted  her  offer,  and  they  went 
out.  The  park  was  of  considerable  extent, 
and  surrounded  by  a  high  wall ;  here  and 
there  groves  of  trees  intercepted  the  view 
of  the  chateau,  or  allowed  it  to  be  seen 
only  through  long  green  vistas.  Bosquets 
and  lawns  were  tastefully  interspersed,  and 
at  intervals  a  fish-pond  spread  its  spark- 
ling surface  to  the  sun.  Agnes  and  her 
companion,  after  walking  to  and  fro  for 
some  time,  at  length  reached  a  little  wood 
covering  the  sides  and  summit  of  a  hillock 
that  rose  by  the  side  of  the  great  wall. 

From  this  place  they  could  enjoy  an 
extensive  view.  To  the  north,  beyond 
a  sea  of  verdure  rose,  on  a  sort  of  emi- 
nence, the  ch&teau  embosomed  in  trees. 
It  was  built  of  stone,  and  possessed  a 
large  antique  tower  at  one  corner,  evi* 
dently  the  relic  of  a  much  older  building. 
It  was  in  the  loftiest  room  of  this  tower 
that  Agnes  slept  and  passed  most  of  her 
time,  and  she  turned  from  it  with  loathing 
to  gaze  forth  upon  the  open  country  like 
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a  prisoner  from  a  cell ;  everything  in  the 
park  seemed  odious  to  her»  everything  be* 
yondy  beautiful.  The  corn-fields,  the  woods, 
the  hills,  the  distant  village  spires ;  all 
awakened  in  her  an  impaiSsioned  yearning 
for  liberty,  reminding  her  of  her  absent 
friends,  of  her  father,  of  her  mother, 
of  F^licit^ — and  of  Claude.  And  she 
thought  it  strange  that  they  had  not  yet 
discovered  her  prison,  that  they  had  not 
ere  now  flown  to  rescue  her.  They  could 
not  have  forgotten — could  they  suspect  her? 
The  thought  for  the  first  time  suggested 
itself  to  her  mind  to  increase  her  unhap- 
piness  ;  and  she  wept  bitter,  scalding  tears ; 
nor  could  all  the  endeavours  of  Justine 
calm  her  imtil  exhausted  by  sobbing  she 
sat  down  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

"  Mamzelle,''  quoth  her  companion,  '*  1 
cannot  understand  why  you  take  on  so; 
it  is  very  foolish  of  you,  to  be  sure ;  you 
ought  to  show  more  spirit.  I  own  it 
is  very  ungallant  of  him    to    keep    you 
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waiting  so  long ;  but,  depend  upon  it,  he 
will  come  at  last." 

Agnes  gave  her  an  indignant  and  scorn-*^ 
ful  glance,  but  did  not  reply. 

''Well,  I  cannot  help  it,"  continued 
Justine  in  a  spiteful  tone,  *'I  try  to  say 
what  will  console  you,  and  if  I  don't  do  it, 
'tis  not  my  fault ;  I  see  it's  no  use  trying 
any  more.  You  are  too  proud  for  me, 
M amzelle.  You  look  upon  me  as  nothing 
at  all ;  but  I  am  an  honest  man's  daugh- 
ter, and  never  conducted  myself  so  as 
to  encourage  the  men.  Nobody  ever  ven* 
tured  to  carry  me  off,  poor  as  I  am; 
they  know  better.  See  what  it  is  to  be 
virtuous,  and  to  know  how  to  behave 
oneself.  I  dare  say  you  are  very  sorry 
for  all  your  flaunting  about,  and  flirting, 
and  nonsense  with  the  young  people  of 
Paris ;  but  you  ought  to  have  known 
what  it  would  come  to.  K  girls  will  be 
tantalising  the  young  men,  and  drawing 
them  on,  it's  quite  natural  they  should 
be  a  little  forward;   'tis  too  late  to  cry 
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about  it  when  yoa  have  driven  them  out 
of  their  senses  with  your  shalls  and  your 
shants^  your  wills  and  your  wonts.  They 
haven't  time  to  waste  all  their  lives  in 
that  sort  of  nonsense.  Youth  is  soon 
over — old  age  comes  on  before  you  are 
aware ;  you  dashing  ladies  who  care  for 
nothing  but  dress,  and  finery,  and  danc- 
ing, think  that  you  and  they  shall  live  for 
ever  ;  and  that  it  is  never  too  late  to 
say  yes  ;  'tis  a  great  mistake.  The  young 
men  won't  be  put  off  so  ;  you  should  not 
have  given  him  any  encouragement," 

Agnes  rose  and  walked  away. 

"  This  is  always  how  it  is,"  said  Jus- 
tine to  herself,  "  people  do  wrong,  and 
then  don't  like  to  be  told  of  it.  I  know 
she  is  vexed  ;  but  I  shouldn't  have  said 
anything  spiteful  if  she  hadn't  looked  so 
disdainful,  as  if  I  was  no  better  than  a 
piece  of  dirt.  I  wonder  what  she  thinks 
she  is  made  of;  gold  or  silver,  I  dare 
say ;  and  it  isn't  strange  after  all  when 
my  master  takes  so  much  trouble  to  get 
her.     I  can't  think  why  he  doesn't  come ; 
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very  likely  he's  afraid  of  her.  I  wish  he 
would  take  her  off  our  hands  ;  for  though 
she  is  mostly  gentle  as  a  lamh,  she  does 
sometimes  look  so  wicked  and  fierce,  that 
she  quite  frightens  me.  Ah  !  M amzelle — 
where  are  you  going?  Stop!  not  that 
way." 

.  Justine  had  been  streaming  on  solilo* 
quising,  whilst  Agnes  had  walked  away 
as  fast  as  she  could  to  avoid  her  offensive 
conversation.  Without  noticing  much 
whither  she  was  going,  she  suddenly  came 
to  a  place  where  there  was  a  pile  of 
earth  and  rubbish  reaching  to  the  top  of 
the  wall.  She  had  instantly  begun  to 
climb  this  rather  for  the  purpose  of  seeing 
what  was  beyond  than  with  any  idea  of 
escape.  She  had  just  reached  the  top 
when  Justine  arrived  beneath,  all  breath^ 
less,  and  calling  to  her  to  come  down. 

^'  I  shall  not,''  replied  she  exaniining  the 
height  of  the  wall,  and  debating  within  her- 
self whether  she  could  leap  it ;  it  seemed  to 
her  at  present  that  certain  death  must 
ensue,  were  she  to  make  the  attempt. 
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"  Come  down,  Mamzelle,"  cried  Jus- 
tine, understanding  her  thoughts  and  be- 
ginning to  follow  her,  "  come  down  or  I 
will  make  you." 

"  Don't  come  near  me,"  said  Agnes  in  a 
firm  tone  of  voice. 

"What  if  I  do?"  inquired  the  girl, 
insolently,  seeing  that  her  prisoner  was 
.afraid  to  leap. 

"  If  you  do,"  replied  Agnes,  stooping 
and  picking  up  a  large  piece  of  stone,  that 
had  been  loosened  from  the '  coping  of  the 
wall,  "  it  will  be  at  your  peril." 

So  saying,  she  made,  as  if  she  would 
throw  the  missile  at  her  guardian,  who 
again  retreated  to  the  bottom  of  the  heap  of 
rubbish,  astonished  at  this  display  of  spirit. 

"  You  would  not  hurt  me,  Mademoi- 
selle, would  you  ?"  cried  she  in  a  coaxing 
tone,  "do  come  down,  dear;  you  cannot 
get  away ;  you  will  break  your  legs  if  you 
try  to  leap  ;  and  I  shall  be  killed." 

"  Perhaps  I  cannot  get  away,  Justine ; 
perhaps  I  shall  not  try ;  but  if  you  stir  a 
step  towards  me,  I  must  throw  this  stone 
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at  you  in  my  own  defence.  Don't  make  me 
do  it ;  I  should  not  like  to  hann  you,  but 
you  have  no  right  to  keep  me  a  prisoner, 
indeed  you  have  not,    and  you  know  it." 

She  once  more  looked  down  from  the 
lofty  wall  into  the  field  below.  Whether 
it  was  that  her  head  began  to  grow 
dizzy,  or  that  she  was  unaccustomed  to  cal- 
culate, the  depth  seemed  to  be  immense. 
The  grass  was  rank  and  tall,  and  she  was  un- 
able to  discern  whether  or  not  the  soil  was 
stony.  Her  heart  failed  her  for  a  mo- 
ment. 

''  Justine,''  said  she,  **  shall  I  come 
down  ?" 

^'Do,  dear  Mamzelle,  do,"  cried  the 
giri. 

Agnes  raised  her  eyes  and  caught  a 
glance  from  between  the  trees  of  the 
distant  chateau.  The  horrors  of  capti- 
vity flashed  once  more  across  her  mind; 
all  the  dangers  she  feared  were  suddenly 
realized  to  her  excited  imagination ;  and  the 
terror  of  evils  which  may  be  called  moral, 
overcoming  for  a  moment  her  apprehen- 
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sion  of  mere  physical  suffering,   she  ex- 
claimed : — 

**  Never,"  and  turned  to  plunge  down 
from  the  giddy  height  on  which  she 
stood.  But  the  instinctive  repugnance 
implanted  in  the  heart  of  every  human 
being  unless  impelled  by  some  immediate 
powerful  motives  to  peril  life  and  limb, 
by  an  untried  leap,  again  withheld  her. 
At  this  moment  Justine,  who  had  been 
watching  her  opportunity,  made  a  spring 
upwards,  and  stretching  out  her  hand 
seized  the  hem  of  her  garment.  Agnes 
started,  gave  a  cry,  instinctively  flung  the 
stone  on  her  enemy  and  leaped,  urged 
by  her  fright,  into  the  field  below. 

*'  Oh  you  devil  1"  exclaimed  Justine 
in  a  furious  tone  from  the  other  side.  She 
had  been  struck  on  the  arm  only,  but 
had  rolled  from  top  to  bottom. 

Agnes  when  she  had  recovered  from  the 
stunning  shock  of  her  fall,  paused  a  mo- 
ment to  listen  whether  Justine  had  been 
much  hurt ;  but  hearing  her  voice  retiring 
shrieking  in  the  direction  of  the  chateau, 
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she  was  relieved  on  that  score  and  began 
to  look  around  her  to  discover  which 
way  she  ought  to  take.  In  front  and  on 
either  hand  at  the  foot  of  the  wall,  which 
stretched,  supported  by  buttresses  to  a 
great  distance,  east  and  west  lay  a  number 
of  meadows.  Beyond  these  seemed  to 
rise  a  sort  of  amphitheatre  of  hills  covered 
with  little  woods  interspersed  with  fields, 
and  ascending  gradually  towards  a  great 
round  hillock  on  which  appeared  to  be  a 
village,  for  the  spire  of  some  church 
pierced  through  a  mass  of  foliage  and 
tapered  towards  Heaven.  Towards  this, 
as  towards  a  sanctuary,  Agnes  determined 
to  hasten.  Though  the  altar  has  ceased 
to  be  a .  place  of  refuge  for  criminals,  the 
house  of  God  continues  to  be  a  symbol  of 
security  for  the  intruder.  For  wherever 
it  rises,  society  almost  invariably  has 
taken  care  to  establish  by  its  side  some 
of  the  evidences  of  its  powers,  so  that 
the  steeples  and  church-towers  that  shoot 
up  over  the  face  of  a  Christian  country  are 
so  many  beacons  to  direct  the  defenceless 
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and  the  unfortunate  into  a  secure  place  of 
refuge.  And  let  it  be  added,  that  few  places 
of  worship  indeed  there  are,  within  whose 
shadow  some  good  and  holy  people  do  not 
dwell,  ready  at  all  times  to  open  their  arms 
when  the  wretched,  the  oppressed,  the 
persecuted,  or  the  poor,  come  flying  from 
the  less  sanctified  regions  of  the  world. 

The  delight  which  Agnes  experienced  at 
once  more  inhaling  the  breath  of  liberty, 
can    be    better    imagined   than   described. 
The  atmosphere  seemed  a  thousand  times 
more  pure  than  that  of  the  park;  and  as 
she  rapidly  crossed  field   after  field,    and 
heard  no  sound  of  pursuit  behind  her,  she 
began  to  experience  a  delight  of  unexampled 
intensity.     Visions  of  happiness,  disturbed 
at  first,  and  fragmentary,  and  mingled  with 
terror,  filled  at  length  her  whole  mind,  and 
she  ceased  to  look  round  over  her  shoulder, 
forgetful  entirely  of  the  past,  and  wrapped 
up  solely  in  the  future.     But  she  did  not 
slacken   her  pace  ;    field    after   field  was 
passed  ;    and  she   was  just  beginning  to 
imagine  that  her  chance  of    escape  was 
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undoubted,  when  she  came  to  a  broad  ditch 
full  of  water,  with,  a  long  line  of  stakes 
driven  into  the  centre.  She  now  perceived 
that  she  was  still  in  the  grounds  of  the 
chateau,  and  had  merely  traversed  a  few 
meadows  outside  the  walls  of  the  park. 
This  discovery  filled  her,  for  a  moment, 
with  despair ;  but  recollecting  herself,  she 
began  to  hurry  along  the  banks  of  the  ditch 
to  endeavour  to  discover  some  means  of 
crossing  it.  But  she  soon  found  that, 
whatever  direction  she  took,  brought  her 
nearer  the  chateau,  which  indeed  the  ditch 
almost  encircled,  and  which  could  be  seen 
afar  off  from  every  point  of  the  surrounding 
country. 

So  unexpected  an  obstruction  exceedingly 
decreased  her  hopes  of  ultimate  escape ; 
but  she  continued  to  walk  backwards  and 
forwards,  seeking  a  break  in  the  line  of 
stakes.  Her  face  was  pale  with  fear,  her 
lips  were  compressed,  her  eyes  flashed ;  she 
had  lost  her  bonnet ;  and  her  hair,  once  so 
tastefully  arranged,  hung  in  confusion  about 
her  cheeks.     Whatever  may  be  said  in 
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favour  of  beauty  in  disorder,  it  was  not 
applicable  in  this  case ;  and  it  must  be  con*- 
fessed,  that  those  who  had  beheld  Agnes  in 
all  the  exuberance  of  youth,  engaged  in 
the  dance  or  in  lively  conversation,  would 
have  shrunk  from  the  wild-looking  creature 
that  now,  Uke  a  caged  tigress,  paced  up  and 
down  that  lonely  field,  gazing  on  every  side 
in  search  of  an  enemy,  or  an  opening  for 
escape.  Several  times  she  fearlessly  en- 
tered the  water,  which  was  almost  breast 
high,  but  found  it  impossible  to  cross, 
and  emerged,  accordingly,  dripping  with 
wet,  to  search  for  some  more  promising 
place  of  escape.  In  the  first  instance  she  had 
inclined  to  an  easterly  direction.  She  now 
resolved  to  persevere  in  the  westerly  one ; 
and  advanced  nearly  half  a  mile  under  the 
shelter  of  a  bank  and  a  row  of  willows. 
Turning  round,  she  now  beheld  in  the 
distance  Mengin  and  his  daughter  crossing 
the  fields  in  her  track. 

Redoubling  her  speed,  though  the  sun 
poured  hotly  upon  her,  she  still  continued 
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approaching  nearer  and  nearer  the  chateau, 
now  with  less  repugnance,   as   she  knew 
that   her    most    dangerous   enemies  were 
without.     At  lengthy   to  her   infinite  joy, 
she   came   to   a  bridge   across  the   ditch, 
closed  only  by  a  gate.     This   she   easily 
climbed,  and  commenced  once  more  hasten- 
ing across  the  country,  in  the  direction  of 
the  church-spire   before-mentioned.      Her 
course,  for  some  time,  lay  near  the  ditch 
she  had  found  so  much  difficulty  in  travers- 
ing,  so  that  at  length  she  beheld  Mengin 
and  his  daughter  pursuing,  as  fast  as  they 
could,  an  opposite  direction.    On  beholding 
her  at  large,  the  old  man  burst  out  into  a 
storm   of  curses,  clasped  his   hands,   en- 
treating   her    to    come  back,   then   swore 
again,   tearing   his   hair,    and  beating   his 
breast  like  a  madman.     In  his  eagerness 
he   approached   incautiously  near   the  wet 
bank  of  the  ditch,  on  which  he  planted  his 
wooden  leg,  and  continued  his  prayers  and 
invocations.     Whilst  so  doing,  he  did  not 
perceive  that  he  was  gradually  sinking,  and 
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he  suddenly  discovered  himself  planted, 
Uke  a  cabbage,  in  the  earth,  his  live  leg 
being  doubled  up  under  him. 

*'  Confound  you,  Justine  !"  he  exclaimed, 
"  why  did  you  not  tell  me  I  was  sinking  ?" 

"  A  man  of  your  age  should  know  how 
to  take  care  of  himself,"  replied  she,  paying 
little  attention  to  him ;  *'  she's  gone,  that's 
certain.'* 

"  And  I'm  gone  too,"  said  he;  **for  how 
I  am  to  get  out,  I  don't  know.  I  shall 
certainly  grow  here  to  something  handsome. 
D — n  that  girl !  how  she  does  run  !  Well ! 
remember,  Justine,  'twas  not  my  fault. 
What  an  eternal  fool  you  must  have  been 
to  let  her  go !  Your  mother  would  do 
well  to  give  you  a  sound  whipping.  A 
strapping  wench  like  you  not  to  be  able  to 
take  care  of  a  pretty  thing  that  had  scarcely 
strength  to  hold  up  her  head!  But  'tis 
no  matter.  What  do  I  care  ?  If  he 
grumbles  unreasonably  I'll  'peach — that  I 
will.  Devil  take  you,  girl,  do  you  mean  to 
leave  me  here  till  I  sprout  ?" 

**  I  can't  help  you,"  answered  Justine ; 
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^'my  arm  I  think  is  broken;  and  you 
are  too  fat  and  heavy  for  me  to  manage. 
That  comes  of  eating  too  much.  I'll  fetch 
mother." 

"  Don't  leave  me  here,  my  darling  !" 
implored  old  Mengin,  seeing  her  walk 
slowly « away.  '^I  shall  grow  mad  in  ten 
minutes  more,  and  then  you  may  have  to 
bring  all  the  dogs  in  the  parish  to  bait  your 
poor  old  father  into  submission.  A  maniac 
in  my  position,  would  be  a  ticklish  subject 
to  handle.  I  feel  as  if  I  could  bite  some- 
body now.  Do,  my  darling,  come  back. 
Fire  and  furies,  girl !  If  you  don't  come, 
I'll  hang  you  some  of  these  days  !  Let 
me  be  called  idiot,  if  I  don't.  Come  back, 
I  say." 

The  angry  tone  in  which  these  injunc- 
tions were  roared  out,  frightened  Justine, 
and  she  began  to  retrace  her  footsteps. 

"  Don't  get  in  a  passion,  papa,"  said 
she  ;  "  111  do  what  I  can.  I  only  thought 
to  fetch  mother  to  help  me.  Can't  you 
help  yourself  a  little  with  your  other 
leg?" 
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"  Catch  hold  of  my  collar,  Justine.  Do 
now.  I  shan't  scold  you  any  more.  Who 
cares  ?  We  know  enough  secrets  to 
frighten  him  with.  He'll  be  afraid  to  say 
much.  A  good  riddance  of  the  minx. 
I'm  glad  she's  off.  I  dare  say  you  are. 
Come  now,  there's  a  dear,  pull  a  little 
harder,  and  I'll  try  my  best." 

"  I  can't  move  you,  I  declare,"  cried 
Justine.  "  I  had  better  go  and  fetch 
mother." 

**  Your  mother  has  the  lumbago  again. 
No,  no,  I've  got  you  now,  my  girl,  and 
unless  you  choose  to  put  out  your  strength, 
I'll  hold  you  here  till  you're  tired.  I'm 
an  old  soldier,  Justine." 

Meanwhile,  Agnes  was  hastening  for- 
ward towards  the  village  spire  which 
formed  her  long  wished-for  goal.  It  was 
the  same  she  had  so  often  beheld  from 
the  window  of  the  chateau,  and  which 
she  had  always  looked  upon  as  a  sign 
that  there  was  hope  for  her  in  this  world, 
that  there  existed  not  far  oft'  those  who 
had  the  power  and  the  will  to  save  her, 
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could  they  be  made  acquainted  with 
her  desolate  position.  The  sight  of  her 
enemies  had  imparted  double  swiftness 
to  her  feet ;  and  she  sped  across  the 
country  like  an  arrow.  At  length  she 
came  to  a  lane,  ascending  by  a  gradual 
slope  towards  the  village,  where  she  ex- 
pected to  meet  with  refuge  and  protec- 
tion. Trees  that  grew  thick  on  either 
side  so  as  to  form  almost  a  wood,  hung 
over  and  shaded  it,  rendering  eVery  object 
within  indistinctly  seen  as  by  twilight. 
A  shallow  stream  of  wafer  ran  by  the 
side  of  the  path,  crossing  it  several 
times.  A  thick  carpet  of  moss  and  grass 
stretched  on  either  hand  beneath  the  trees, 
on  the  branches  of  which,  many  little  birds 
were  chirping  and  twittering.  The  re- 
freshing coolness  of  the  place  seemed 
to  revive  the  almost  exhausted  strength 
of  Agnes,  who  proceeded  rapidly  on.  She 
had  already  reached  above  midway  up  the 
ascent,  when  a  man  emerged  from  a  bye- 
path,  and  advanced  towards  her.  Imagining 
it  to  be  some  peasant,  she  did  not  turn 
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aside,  but,  on  the  contrary,  redoubled  her 
speed »  and  rushed  towards  him.  What 
was  her  horror  and  dismay  at  beholding 
Narcisse  Leroux  hold  out  his  arms  to 
receive  her  1 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

FURTHER   BCCBNTRICITIES    OF   NARCISSB    LBROUX. 

**  Whither,  oh  !  whither  art  thou  wend 
ing,  vision  of  ecstatic  beauty  ?"  exclaimed 
Narcisse,  as  soon  as  he  recognised  who  it 
was  that  now  stood  like  a  stone  statue 
before  him,  her  head  drooping,  her  arms 
folded  meekly  over  her  breast  in  the  mute 
attitude  of  absolute  despair.  The  long  au- 
burn tresses  that  half  concealed  her  face  were 
tangled  and  disordered;  her  clothes  were 
torn,  and  still  dripping  with  wet ;  and  so 
much  had  she  changed,  that  even  her  own 
mother  would  not  immediately  have  recog- 
nized her.  Narcisse  Leroux  even  was  for  a 
moment  or  two  in  doubt ;  and  it  was  at  least 
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a  minute  before  he  could  construct  a  proem 
for  his  speech. 

**  Whither,  oh  whither,  I  ask,  art  thou 
wending,  vision  of  ecstatic  beauty?"  he 
cried.  "  Art  thou  the  lost  Pleiad  shot  from 
her  heavenly  sphere,  but  gleaming  in  all 
her  pristine  glory  on  this  dull  earth's  sur- 
face ?  What  a  rapturous  moment  is  this  ! 
Oh  long-wished-for  tAe-a-t^te  with  inimi- 
table loveliness !  Oh,  crowning  moment  of 
my  life  1  Oh,  joy !  Oh,  delight !  What 
exquisite  emotions  agitate  our  bosoms  ! 
What  a  tender  blush  suffuses  our  cheeks  !" 

These  exclamations  burst  from  our  ec- 
centric friend,  rather  from  a  habit  he  had 
acquired  of  prefacing  his  artful  speeches 
by  unmeaning  words,  in  order  to  give 
himself  time  to  reflect,  than  from  a  design 
of  mocking  the  forlorn  Agnes ;  and  he 
hastened  to  add : 

**  Good  Heavens,  Mademoiselle  de  Chas- 
sereau,  what  brings  you  here  ?" 

There  was  a  tone  of  compassion,  perhaps 
involuntary,  in  his  voice. 

^  Oh     Monsieur  !"     exclaimed    Agnes, 
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clasping  her  hands  and  sinking  down  npon 
her  knees  before  him.  "  Save  me — save 
me  ;  do  not  deliver  me  again  to  that 
monster." 

"  I  have  never  delivered  you  to  any  one, 
monster  or  otherwise/'  replied  Narcisse. 
''  Can  you  suspect  me  of  such  an  act  ?  Oh, 
Mademoiselle,  if  you  knew  my  sentiments ; 
but  this  is  not  the  time  or  place  for  de- 
claring them.  Let  us  return  to  the  cha- 
teau." 

''  To  the  chateau  !"  shrieked  Agnes. 
*  *  Oh  no,  not  there ! — anywhere  else.  Do 
not,  do  not  take  me  to  that  place  again. 
No,  no ;  I  will  not  go  back.  I  will  never — 
Oh,  if  you  are  a  man — Great  God  !  assist 
me  !  help — ^help  !" 

Narcisse  had  attempted  to  take  her 
hand  and  lead  her  back ;  but  she  sprang 
from  him,  calling  for  succour.  She  thought 
she  perceived  some  person  at  the  other  end 
of  the  lane,  and  endeavoured  to  escape  in 
that  direction  ;  but  Narcisse,  snatching 
her  up  in  his  arms,  bore  her  towards  the 
chateau.      Overcome  by   grief  and  terror 
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she  swooned  in  his  arms,  whilst  he  strode 
like  a  giant  over  the  ground  she  had  before 
traversed  in  her  flight.  He  soon  arrived  at 
the  place  where  Mengin  was  still  stuck 
fast,  in  spite  of  the  efforts  of  his  daughter. 
Setting  down  his  burden  on  the  bank, 
Narcisse  seized  him  by  the  collar,  and 
released  him,  with  one  jerk,  from  his 
uncomfortable  position.  Then,  taking  up 
the  insensible  girl  once  more,  he  proceeded 
on  his  way ;  whilst  Mengin  hobbled,  and 
Justine  limped,  for  she  had  sprained  her 
ancle  in  the  fall,  by  his  side.  A  shower 
of  complaints  burst  from  each  of  them, 
to  which  M.  Leroux  paid  very  little 
attention.  He  was  plunged  in  profound 
thought. 

When  they  reached  the  chateau,  the 
Eccentric  Lover  handed  over  his  burden 
to  Madame  Mengin  and  her  daughter, 
and  giving  himself  a  shake,  declared  that 
a  good  bottle  of  wine  would  do  him  no 
barm. 

"  This  is  the  second  time,"  quoth  he, 
''  that  it  has  been  my  enviable  lot  to  bear 
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that  divine  creature  in  these  arms.  Traos- 
cendentally  speaking,  I  felt  more  buoyant 
when  I  supported  her,  than  now ;  but, 
conceding  something  to  terrestrial  feelings, 
sublunary  ideas,  I  must  confess  that  my 
outward  exponent  is  in  an  infinitesimal 
degree  exhausted  by  my  exertions.*' 

Mengin  also  vowed  that  a  glass  or  two 
would  do  him  no  harm :  so  he  stumped 
down  to  the  cellar,  and  soon  returned  with 
an  ample  supply,  to  which  they  soon  com- 
menced doing  justice. 

Agnes,  meanwhile,  had  been  conveyed 
to  her  room,  where  she  gradually  recovered 
her  senses  ;  no  thanks,  however,  to  her 
rough  attendants,  who  almost  threw  her 
upon  a  sofa,  and  scarcely  afterwards  deigned 
to  notice  her.  But  they  lit  a  fire,  the 
warmth  of  which  had  some  share  in 
restoring  her  to  animation.  When  her  eyes 
were  opened,  but  before  she  could  collect 
her  scattered  thoughts,  the  anger  of 
Madame  Mengin  and  Justine  burst  forth. 
That  of  the  former  was  only  indirectly 
levelled  at  the  unhappy  girL 
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"  Some  people,"  said  she,,  *'  think  honest 
folks  are  made  for  nothing  but  to  run  after 
them.  This  comes  of  treating  such  crea- 
tures like  Princesses.  Some  people  must 
have  strange  tastes.  Some  people  are 
fools." 

But  Justine  was  more  direct  in  the  ex- 
pression of  her  indignation. 

"  Look  at  my  arm,  you  spiteful  thing  !" 
exclaimed  she.  '*  Look  at  that  bruise  on 
it.  I  shall  never  be  able  to  use  it  again  as 
I  used  to  do.  The  idea  of  a  fine  delicate 
young  lady  like  you  throwing  a  rock  at  me 
in  that  way  !  You  must  be  very  low-bred. 
I  always  thought  so.  But  you  have  suffered 
for  it,  that  we  can  see ;  and  the  comfort 
is,  you  have  no  one  to  blame  but  yourself. 
What  a  pretty  plight  to  be  in,  to  be  sure  ! 
What  dirt  can  you  have  been  dangling 
through  ?  Mother,  did  you  ever  see  such 
stockings  ?  Well,  it's  lucky  that  M. 
d'Hericourt  didn't  see  you  crawling  like  a 
frog  or  a  water-rat  through  the  ditch  ! 
Would'nt  he  have  turned  up  his  nose  at 
you !    Look  at  my  arm,  I  say ;  and  at  my 
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foot.  I  think  I  shall  be  a  cripple  for  life. 
Perhaps  I  must  lose  my  legs,  like  father. 
And  then  how  shall  I  dance?  Oh  dear, 
oh  dear ;  you  wicked  amazon,  you ;  I  could 
tear  your  eyes  out." 

So  saying,  Justine  threw  herself  into  a 
chair,  and  began  to  rock  herself  to  and  fro, 
to  expend  her  rage,  whilst  her  mother,  with 
indignant  glances,  left  the  room. 

"  I  am  sorry  if  I  have  hurt  you,'*  said 
Agnes,  who  had  now  quite  recovered  ;  "  but 
I  warned  you  to  keep  back.*' 

"  Ay,  so  you  did  ;  but  who  would  have 
thought  of  such  a  one  as  you  doing  such 
a  thing  ?  I  shall  never  recover,  as  long  as 
I  live  !  Look  what  a  great  ugly  bruise  on 
my  white  arm !" 

"You  are  more  frightened  than  hurt," 
said  Agnes,  smiling,  in  spite  of  herself,  at 
the  piteous  air  with  which  Justine  contem- 
plated the  disfigurement  she  complained  of 

"  Frightened  enough,  I  warrant  you, 
Mamzelle,"  cried  Justine  ;  "  but  |you  can't 
say  you've  not  hurt  me.  T  never  shall  get 
over  it.'* 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  113 

But  seeing  that  Agnes  paid  no  more 
attention  to  her  complaints,  Justine  sud- 
denly started  up  and  left  the  room,  lock- 
ing the  door  behind  her.  Our  heroine 
immediately  drew  the  bolts,  and  then 
threw  herself  on  the  sofa  perfectly  ex- 
hausted. The  fire  which  blazed  on  the 
hearth,  lighted  up  the  room  ;  for  night  had 
now  come  on ;  and  shone  brightly  on  the 
splendid  furniture,  by  which  it  was  sur- 
rounded. The  chamber  was  dark,  but 
when  a  flame  arose,  it  drove  away  the 
shadows  from  almost  everv  corner.  As  it 
sank,  however,  like  the  retiring  of  a  wave, 
gloom  again  seemed  to  re-assert  its  empire. 
This  alternation  of  light  and  comparative 
darkness  continued  for  some  hours,  during 
which  Agnes  lay  revolving  in  her  mind 
the  strange  events  of  the  day,  or  engaged  in 
prayer  to  her  God  for  assistance.  At  length, 
the  fire  merely  mouldered,  and  cast  only  a 
dim  and  treacherous  light  upon  the  hearth, 
leaving  all  beyond  wrapped  in  a  sort  of 
uncertain  gloom. 

Agnes  would  probably  have  at  length 
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slept  from  sheer  exhaustion,  had  not  the 
notes  of  a  musical  instrument  without,  sud- 
denly attracted  her  attention.  listening, 
she  soon  discovered  that  it  was  the  guitar, 
on  which  she  had  been  accustomed  to  play 
when  happiness  and  tranquillity  were  her's. 
Rising,  she  approached  the  window,  and 
gently  opened  it.  The  thought  flashed 
across  her  mind  that  some  one  was  without 
come  to  rescue  her.  She  gazed  anxiously 
forth.  The  moon  was  up  and  shed  her 
brilliant  beams  over  the  country  ;  but 
Agnes  could  discover  no  human  form 
below  on  the  lawn.  The  sound  of  the 
guitar  had  ceased,  and  all  had  returned  to 
its  former  silence,  save  that  in  a  thicket  at 
some  distance  a  solitary  nightingale  warbled 
her  dulcet  strains.  She  still  continued  to 
gaze.  The  scene  was  very  beautiful  and 
soothing  to  her  mind.  She  saw  the  stars 
far  above  twinkling  in  unnumbered  cohorts 
in  the  Heavens.  A  seraphic  repose  brooded 
over  all  nature. 

The  day  is  the  life  of  the  world,  the 
moment  of  its  energy,  of  its  joy,  of  its  glory, 
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of  its  triumph.  By  day,  it  performs  all 
the  mysterious  functions  of  its  being. 
Then  nature  developes  itself,  multiplies  its 
creations.  Beneath  the  light  of  the  sun 
burst  forth  earth's  thousand  children  from 
her  womb ;  trees  bud,  flowers  blossom.  The 
hour  of  night  is  the  hour  of  death  ;  the 
progress  of  fructification  ceases,  and  all  the 
beautiful  forms  that  ere  the  close  of  evening 
delighted  our  eyes,  are  entombed  in  dark- 
ness. But,  as  spirits  walk  abroad  after 
death,  so  the  phantom  of  nature  is  revealed 
by  the  beams  of  the  moon.  We  see  it  in 
all  its  loveliness  ;  but  an  unreality,  a 
mistiness  broods  over  it.  It  is  not  tangible, 
if  I  may  so  speak,  to  the  imagination.  It 
seems  but  a  mockery  of  piety.  Immaterial 
mountains,  dreamy  cities,  visionary  glades 
and  forests,  cluster  around  us  ;  unsub- 
stantial waters  expand  their  placid  bosoms, 
retire  amid  spectral  rocks  and  trees,  and 
seem  but  so  many  apertures  by  which  to 
look  down  into  another  world,  where  the 
same  apparitions  are  repeated,  and  where 
another  sky  as  profound,  and  as  blue,  and  as 
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golden  as  the  one  overhead,  sheds  down  its 
melancholy  light  and  its  chilling  dews. 
Amidst  all  this  repose  there  is  but  one 
voice,  a  plaintive,  tremulous,  unearthly 
voice.  It  steals  from  among  the  brakes  and 
the  thickets,  spreads  over  the  glades,  mounts 
into  the  air.  Is  it  a  sigh  from  the  bosom 
of  our  great  mother?  Is  it  the  distant 
song  of  an  angel  or  a  strain  perchance  of 
the  music  of  the  spheres?  No  :  His  the 
voice  of  the  nightingale,  the  unceasing 
mourner  of  three  thousand  years.  And  who 
can  listen  to  her  hymn  of  sorrow  without 
experiencing  a  rapturous  calm  steal  over 
their  souls,  without  suffering  the  chords  of 
their  hearts  to  be  attuned  to  repose  by  her 
harmonious  chant,  her  impassioned  yet 
meek  wailing  over  misfortunes,  which  are 
yet  young  in  her  breast  ? 

Agnes  was  listening  with  intense  pleasure 
to  these  melancholy  sounds,  when  the  notes 
of  the  guitar  were  again  heard  beneath 
her  window.  She  listened  attentively,  and 
at  length  a  fine  richly-toned  voice  began 
the  following 
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SERENADE. 

From  the  crowded  town  I  fly, 
I  will  tell  you,  by  and  by. 
Both  the  wherefore  and  the  why. 

Dearest  love ! 

Turn  not  then  away  thine  eye. 
If  thou  would' St  not  hear  me  sigh. 
If  thou  would' 3t  not  see  me  die. 

Dearest  love ! 

By  thy  milk-white  hand  I  swear. 
By  thy  lips,  thine  eyes,  thy  hair  ; 
And  physiognomy  so  fair, 

Dearest  love ! 

My  bosom  is  a  prey  to  care. 
And  I  stand  in  the  open  air. 
The  incarnation  of  despair. 

Dearest  love ! 

I  have  shunned  the  haunts  of  men. 
For  abstract  reasons  nine  or  ten. 
It  is  not  wise  to  kill  the  hen 

Dearest  love ! 
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I  keep  the  future  in  my  ken. 
And  judge  it  proper  now  and  then. 
To  cut,  and  then  to  come  again. 

Dearest  lave ! 

I  have  left  the  crowded  town, 
Because  the  folks  have  watchful  grown. 
And  each  man  takes  care  of  his  own. 

Dearest  love ! 

My  nightly  hand  and  arm  are  thrown 
Out  of  employ,  for  I  am  known*- 
My  very  look  turns  thieves  to  stone. 

Dearest  love ! 

So  I  have  roamed  unto  thy  side. 
And  seek  thee  for  a  hlushing  hride. 
Oh !  is  there  not  a  di£ference  wide. 

Dearest  love ! 

Between  the  others  who  have  tried. 
To  steal  thy  heart,  thy  will  to  guide. 
And  he  who  nowhisfeite  doth  bide, 

Dearest  love ! 

Reflect  a  little,  I  beseech 
Upon  the  prize  within  thy  reach. 
And  thy  proud  heart  some  pity  teach. 

Dearest  love ! 
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Or  else,  mark  me,  on  yonder  beach, 
rU  hang  myself;  and  mto  each 
Of  thy  ears  creep,  shall  my  death-screech, 

Dearest  love ! 

The  mingled  disgust  and  astonishment 
with  which  this  ridiculous  address  was 
heard  by  Agnes,  who  instantly  recognized 
from  whom  it  came,  could  not  repress 
the  smile  that  rose  to  her  lips.  There 
was  something,  however,  so  extraordinary 
in  the  conduct  of  the  man,  that  serious 
reflections  soon  ensued.  What  would  be 
the  import  of  this  feigned  passion,  of  which 
Narcisse  was  so  often  talking  ?  It  was 
evident  he  felt  no  real  regard  for  her 
person  ;  and  yet  from  the  very  first  moment 
that  he  had  set  eyes  on  her,  he  had  per- 
secuted her  with  a  series  of  assiduous 
attentions  such  as  lovers  only  pay.  When 
he  had  attempted  to  carry  her  ofi^,  his 
conduct  had,  on  the  whole,  been  respectful 
and  decorous  ;  and  even  now,  although 
he  had  resorted  to  violence,  it  seemed 
unwillingly,  and  as  if  he  was  under  the 
influence  of  some  secret  motive  of  para- 


120  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER, 

mount  importance.  Her  thoughts  now  on^^ 
more  reverted  to  the  fortune,  of  which  so 
much  had  been  said  to  her  by  Justine,  and 
she  endeavoured  to  explain  these  things 
to  herself.  She  now  remembered  that 
there  was  a  mystery  in  the  history  of  her 
family.  It  had  never  been  spoken  of  di- 
rectly to  her,  but  when  young  she  thought 
she  had  heard  frequent  allusion  to  it.  The 
idea  of  a  fortune,  of  money,  however,  had 
never  been  presented  to  her  mind.  On  the 
contrary,  she  knew  that  some  danger  was 
apprehended  for  themselves,  and  for  her, 
by  her  parents.  She,  by  painful  exertion 
of  her  memory,  could  now  recollect  that 
in  her  early  years,  concealment  had  been 
deemed  necessary;  that  the  family  had 
moved  rapidly  from  place  to  place;  that 
there  had  been  whispered  consultations, 
moments  of  suspense  and  of  terror,  which 
she  had  never  understood,  and  which  had 
afterwards  been  submerged,  as  it  were,  by 
a  flood  of  mqre  tranquil  impressions  in 
her  mind.  Now,  however,  they  seemed 
conjured  up  from  the  inmost  depths,  and 
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stood  like  phantoms  of  byegone  things 
before  her.  The  oceati  of  memory  gave 
up  its  dead.  She  turned  pale,  and 
the  white  beams  of  the  moon  falling  upon 
her  marble  countenance  through  the  open 
window,  painted  her  in  still  more  ghastly 
hues.  What  was  to  become  of  her  ?  There 
was  certainly  some  strange,  some  horrible 
design  to  be  worked  out  against  her.  She 
was  detained  in  that  place,  doubtless,  for 
some  dreadful  and  unheard  of  purpose. 
The  most  extraordinary  terrors  swept  over 
her  mind,  withering,  like  the  blast  of  the 
simoom,  every  hope  for  the  time  to  come, 
and  leaving  behind  it  nothing  but  a  tract 
unfertile  of  all  the  gentler  productions  of 
fancy.  Gigantic  and  uncouth  shapes 
alone  traversed  this  desert.  Her  imagi- 
nation was  peopled  with  monsters.  There 
was  nothing  around  her  to  touch  the  more 
cheerful  chords  of  her  being.  Night,  with 
its  dread  silence,  spread  on  every  side. 
Darkness  was  behind  ;  and  before  her,  the 
treacherous  glimmering  of  the  moon,  that 
had  now  stooped  behind  a  tall  grove  of  trees. 

VOL.    III.  G 
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Afirighted  more  and  more,  she  strained 
her  eyes  to  catch  some  evidence  of  life, 
and  listened  to  endeavour,  if  possihle, 
to  distinguish  some  cheering  sound.  But 
the  nightingale  was  silent,  or  had  removed 
to  a  more  distant  spray,  and  a  slight  mist 
that  stretched  along  the  flanks  of  the 
distant  hills  concealed  the  few  lights  that 
were  wont  to  cheer  her  nightly  watches, 
and  remind  her  of  the  neighbourhood  of 
mankind.  She  rushed  from  the  window, 
and  sank  into  a  great  arm-chair,  and  bu- 
ried her  face  in  her  hands.  Tears  came  to 
relieve  her,  and  it  was  not  long  before  she 
sobbed  herself  to  sleep,  like  an  infant  de* 
serted  by  its  mother  in  its  cradle. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


A   BBOONCILIA.TION. 


Next  morning,  Justine  eady  made  her 
appearance.  She  repented  of  the  cruelty 
of  her  conduct  on  the  previous  evening,  hut 
had  not  the  moral  courage  to  ask  pardon 
afid  forgiveness.  She  accordingly  was 
silent  at  first,  bustled  about,  put  the  room 
in  order,  and  then  in  a  sort  of  equivocal 
tone,  betweea  a  sne^  and  excessive  humi- 
lity, asked  what  she  oould  do.  Some 
people  do  not  know  how  to  confess  that 
they  have  been  wrong,  and  aggravate  the 
offenoe  by  the  awkward  manner  in  which 
they  endeavour  to  atone  for  it.    But  Agnes 
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was  too  much  relieved  by  the  presence  of 
Justine  to  wish  to  prolong  the  quarrel, 
and  graciously  received  her  advances,  such 
as  they  were. 

"  Oh,  Mamzelle,"  cried  Justine,  at 
length,  "  did  you  hear  that  strange  man 
singing  in  the  garden?  What  a  fine 
voice  he  has ;  but  what  queer  manners ! 
He  has  come  down  from  Paris,  he  says, 
to  act  as  garrison ;  and  he  and  father  have 
been  exchanging  military  phrases  half  the 
night.  He  is  a  great  friend  of  M.  d'Heri- 
€ourt ;  quite  familiar,  calls  him  Charles ; 
so  we  must  do  as  he  pleases.  He  has  been 
eating  almost  ever  since  he  came.  I  never 
saw  a  man  eat  so  much :  I'm  sure  he 
could  not  stand  a  siege,  as  father  told  him. 
He  would  soon  make  away  with  all  the  pro- 
visions. Besides,  he  is  a  very  impudent 
man.  He  has  kissed  me  I  don't  know  how 
many  times.  I'm  quite  ashamed,  and  shall 
keep  out  of  his  way  if  I  can,  though,  to 
be  sure,  that  will  be  difficult.  He  is  a 
very  handsome  fellow.  Set  him  by  the 
side  of  my  Plutarch       He  is  at  least  four 
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times  as  big,  that's  one  thing.  And  to 
hear  him  talk !  He  is  not  so  learned  as 
Plutarch,  but  he  does  talk  beautiful. 
He  says  something  on  everything ;  it 
makes  one's  heart  jump  to  hear  him*  I'm 
sure  I  felt  my  cheeks  all  in  a  glow  at  what 
he  said.  But  I  can't  say  I  understood 
everything.  It  is  certain,  however,  that 
he  has  come  to  take  care  of  the  house. 
What  danger  there  can  be  I  cannot  tell, 
but  I  heard  him  talk  of  besiegers  and  hos- 
tile armies,  and  so  forth;  and  my  father 
said  that  the  outworks  must  be  well  se- 
cured and  the  batteries  well  provided. 
From  this,  I  think  that  somebody  must  be 
going  to  attack  us." 

Agnes's  heart  leaped  with  joy  at  this  in- 
telligence, for  she  instantly  understood 
who  it  was  that  was  feared.  Meanwhile 
the  voluble  Justine  went  on. 

''I  see  you  don't  like  the  idea  of  this 
stranger  coming ;  but  don't  be  afraid ; 
he  won't  molest  you.  I  heard  him  say 
that  he  should  not  insist  upon  another 
interview.    All  he  means  to  do,  is  to  roam 
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about  the  park  and  in  the  neighbourhood, 
to  learn  if  any  danger  threatens,  and  be 
ready  at  night  to  defend  ns  all.  He  is  a 
very  braye  man,  he  says;  and  I  am  sure 
he  is  strong  enough.  Among  his  other 
arrangements,  he  has  ordered  the  carriage 
to  be  always  in  the  stables,  ready  for  the 
horses  to  be  put  to/' 

Agnes  understood  this  also,  but  she  said 
nothing;  praying  Heaven  to  frustrate  the 
designs  of  her  enemies. 

*'  You  don't  speak !"  cried  Justine. 
"  Are  you  still  angry  with  me  ?" 

"  Oh  no,"  replied  Agnes,  "  I  am  not 
angry,  but  I  am  very  wretched." 

"  Poor  thing !"  exclaimed  the  girl,  who 
had  passed  in  the  night  from  the  extreme 
of  violence  to  the  neighbourhood  of  com- 
passion.    **  I  wish  I  could  help  you." 

"  You  could  if  you  please,"  replied 
Agnes. 

"  How  so  ?" 

''  By  allowing  me  to  send  a  letter  to 
my  friends.  Nobody  would  ever  know 
you  did  so*" 
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'*  La  now !  Would  you  have  me  betray 
my  father?  That  is  just  like  you,  now. 
But  well ;  it's  right  for  every  one  to  take 
care  of  themselves ;  and  I  mustn't  blame 
you,  though  I  can't  do  it;  no,  I  can't ^ 
it.  I  said  I  wish  I  could  help  you,  but  I 
didn't  say  I  would.  I  wish  so  still ;  but 
.  things  must  take  their  course.  I  can  pity 
you,  that's  all." 

"  But,  Justine,"  said  Agnes,  perceiving 
that  her  companion  was  slightly  moved ; 
*'  do  you  not  reflect  that  a  time  must  come 
when  you  will  be  called  to  an  account  for 
all  your  conduct  in  this  world?  What 
will  you  have  to  say  then  ?  Your  wishes 
will  be  witnesses  against  you.  You  will 
hear  a  voice  saying  that  you  saw  the  right 
path,  and  yet  wilfully  persevered  in  the 
wrong  one.    What  will  you  answer  ?" 

"  I  will  say,"  replied  Justine,  with  the 
perverse  ingenuity  which  characterises  the 
vulgar,  "  that  I  obeyed  my  father  and 
mother.  There  is  a  commandment  to 
tell  me  to  do  that,  and  none  to  tell  me  to 
let  you  send  your  letter." 
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The  sophism  was  evident,  but  Justine's 
own  imagination  was  dazzled  by  it.  She 
admired  her  powers  of  argument,  and  was 
confirmed  in  the  ways  of  injustice.  Many 
persons  of  loftier  understanding  and  greater 
knowledge  have  been  in  like  manner  de- 
coyed so  far  from  the  pursuit  of  truth  by 
the  ignis  fatuus  of  their  own  fancies*  that 
they  have  sunk  irrevocably  in  the  bogs  and 
marshes  of  error  or  falsehood. 

Agnes,  who  instantly  saw  that  Justine's 
mind  was  not  constructed  to  receive  the  im- 
pressions of  eloquence  or  argument,  de- 
sisted. She  wanted  the  energy  and  courage 
to  pursue  a  discussion  which  would,  in 
reality,  have  been  useless.  But  she  seized 
the  opportunity,  now  that  Justine  seemed 
to  be  in  a  communicative  humour,  to  in- 
quire whether  she  had  heard  any  thing 
more  from  Plutarch. 

"Not  a  word,"  cried  Justine.  "  I  am 
afraid  you  have  quite  scared  the  wits 
out  of  him.  He  has  never  written  to  me, 
from  that  day  to  this." 

This  reminds  us  that  we  have  not  ex- 
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plained  the  fate  of  Agnes's  letter.  We 
shall  take  this  opportunity  of  doing  so, 
leaving  our  heroine  to  pass  her  days  in 
doubt  and  suspense,  and  Narcisse  to  stroll 
about  the  castle  and  its  environs,  smoking 
and  taking  his  ease,  but  revolving  all  the 
while  some  magnificent  plans  in  his  mind. 


6  3 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

THB   VATB   OV   A   LBTTBA. 

Whbn  the  schoolmaster  had  bidden  fare- 
well to  Justine,  who  very  unceremoniously 
thrust  him  out  of  the  little  park  gate,  he 
paused,  as  if  to  consider  which  way  he 
should  turn.  The  wine  he  had  drank  was 
of  exquisite  flavour  and  great  strength, 
and  though  when  he  first  imbibed  it,  it 
rendered  him  merry,  he  no  sooner  came 
in  contact  with  the  external  air,  than  it 
exerted  its  stupifying  effects.  He  stood, 
accordingly,  for  some  time  with  his  back 
turned  to  the  door,  gazing  vacantly  towards 
the  'horizon.  Behind  him  was  a  mossy 
and  ivy-crowned  wall,  having  at  its  feet  a 
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huge    growth    of    weeds    aad    brambles, 
now  dripping  with  dew ;  over  the  summit, 
stretched  the  branches  of  a  grove,  through 
whose    topmost    boughs    the    moonbeams 
were  working  their  way,  and  pouring  their 
brilliant  light  towards  the  north.     To  the 
right,  at  no  great  distance,  lay  the  carriage 
gate  of  the  park,  from  which  a  road,  bor^ 
dered  by  lofty  poplars,  ran  in  an  oblique 
direction,  so  that  it  passed  at  the  distance 
of  a  few  hundred  yards  before  the  face  of 
the  schoolmaster,  and  might  be  traced  by 
its  double  row  of  trees  to  a  great  distance,, 
through  a  mass  of  thickets  which  stretched 
from   the  wall   on  the  left   far    into    the 
country. 

It  thus  happened  that  Plutarch  was 
standing  in  a  triangular  field  which  sloped 
abruptly  from  the  wall  of  the  park,  and  con- 
stituted a  r^pid  descent  towards  the  place 
where  the  road  formed  a  junction  with  the 
low  wood.  He  would  thus  have  been  enabled 
to  behold  one  of  the  sweetest  scenes  that 
ever  presented  itself  to  the  eye.  For,  far 
away  seemingly  to  an  interminable  distance 
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Stretched  a  richly  swelling  landscape,  co- 
vered by  scattered  patches  of  foliage  which 
quivered  as  they  were  touched  lightly  by 
the  wind,  and  seemed  to  send  up  a  kind  of 
misty  light  as  the  moon  shone  full  upon 
them. 

Plutarch,  we  say,  might  have  seen  all 
this,  but  he  did  not.  For  though  his  eyes 
wandered  here  and  there  over  the  face  of 
the  country,  his  thoughts  were  far  other- 
wise occupied.  In  fact,  he  had  entirely 
misconstrued  the  meaning  of  Agnes  when 
she  slipped  the  letter  into  his  hand,  ima- 
gining that,  captivated  by  his  personal 
appearance,  she  had  taken  that  opportunity 
of  declaring  her  passion. 

It  was  this  idea  that  he  rolled  about  in 
his  head,  looking  at  it  under  every  aspect 
that  could  possibly  seem  to  gratify  his 
vanity  during  a  whole  half-hour  ;  at  length 
the  singing  of  the  frogs  in  a  pond  below 
recalled  him  to  his  senses,  and  he  prepared 
to  descend  towards  the  road.  Thrusting 
his  hands  into  his  breeches'  pockets,  he 
examined  deliberately  the  space  he  had  to 
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traverse,  and  then  put  his  hody  in  motion  ; 
hut  he  soon  found  that  what  man  proposes 
Bacchus  disposes.  For  in  spite  of  his  perse- 
vering efforts  to  pursue  a  straight  direction, 
his^  legs  absolutely  refused  to  obey  his  mo- 
nitions and  suggestions,  conducting  him  now 
to  one  side,  now  to  another,  in  a  manner 
that  promised  to  prolong  his  journey  by  at 
least  two  thirds; 

"It  is  very  extraordinary,  very/'  mut- 
tered he,  making  a  pause  during  the  peri- 
lous process  of  tacking,  as  he  proceeded 
like  a  ship  beating  up  against  a  contrary 
wind,  **  I  am  as  sober  as  a  judge,  and  yet 
I  don't  think  I  am  going — straight  at  all. 
I  believe  this  field  ager  hic^  haCy  hoc  for  all 
genders,  genitive  hujus — ^is  stretching  out 
of  mere  spite,  dative  wanting.     It  is  getting 
awfully  steep  too ;  the  centre  of  my  body 
— sometimes    touches    the   grass   behind, 
which  is  a  wonderful  phenomenon — a  mira^ 
bile  dictu — ^vocative  O.     If  I  was  not  now 
as  sure-footed  not  only  as  a  mule,  but,  as 
the  Turks  say,  as  the  father  of  mules  ;  or 
had  I  taken  a  drop  too  much,  I  should  be 


134  THE  BCCBNTRIC  LOVER. 

precipitated  below  like  Vulcan  into  Lemnos 
from — " 

Here  his  foot  slipped,  and  his  hands  being 
in  his  pockets,  he  was  not  able  to  stay  his 
coarse,  but  rolled  down  catching  at  the 
tufts  of  grass  as  he  passed  with  his  teeth. 
How  bng  he  progressed  downwards  in  this 
manner,  history  saith  not.  He  did  not 
fall— 

From  mom  till  noon,  from  noon  tiU  dewy^eve 
A  summer's  day ; 

but  during  a  small  portion  of  one  of  the 
most  lovely  summer  nights  man  ever  be- 
held. How  beautiful  was  the  surrounding 
scene  !  How  calm,  how  placid,  seemed  all 
nature !  How  much  in  contrast  with  the 
self-degraded  being,  who  now  full  of  meat 
and  drink,  tumbled  like  a  clod  of  earth 
down  the  side  of  the  hill ! 

*^  Didbolus  r*  exclaimed  he,  when  com- 
fortably lodged  in  the  ditch  below.  ''  If 
that  was  not  a  good  run,  I  don't  know  what 
is.     I  went  so  fast,  that  I  could  not  tell 
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whether  I  was  on  my  head  or  my  feet ;  I 
feel  quite  tired.  My  bones  are  aching  all 
over,  and  if  I  had  not  lighted  on  this  soft 
bank,  what  I  should  have  done  passes  my 
comprehension.  I  suppose  it  is  what  is 
called  a  divan.     Per  Herculem  /'' 

By  this  time,  Plutarch  was  up  to  his 
waist  in  mud,  and  a  thousand  frogs  were 
plying  their  arms  around  him,  to  escape 
from  so  strange  a  visitant.  The  music  of 
their  voices,  as  they  scrambled  away  on  all 
sides,  cheered  the  heart  of  the  jovial  Plu- 
tarch, who  feeling  glad,  as  a  man  in  so 
comfortable  a  position  had  a  right  to  do, 
lifted  up  his  voice  in  song. 

A  DITTY  SUNG  IN  A  DrTCH. 

Apagesis  /  who  will  say. 
That  the  middle  of  the  night  is  the  middle  of  the  day. 
Then  drink,  drink,  drink  away ! 

For  oh !  the  owls  are  hooting. 
Ulula/  Ulfda  /  though  black  as  death  it  be. 
They  hoot  and  they  stare  in  the  hollow  of  the  tree. 
While  the  stars  that  tipsy  be, 

Athwart  the  skies  are  shooting ! 


136  THB    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

Half  measures  are  but  silly  things, 

A  hawk  can't  fly  with  half  his  wings ; 

Is  it  not  the  wide-swinging  bell  that  rings  ? 

Adfundem  usque  bibe  / 
If  all  those  drink  until  they're  blind 
Who  wear  no  brains  their  eyes  behind. 
What  lots  of  cad  shall  we  And 

In  the  ranks  that  yclep'd  high  be ! 

"  Ha  !  is  that  you,  Plutarch  ?'*  inquired 
a  cheerful  voice,  from  the  other  side  of  the 
hedge,  proceeding  evidently  from  a  mounted 
traveller,  for  the  horse  could  be  heard  paw- 
ing the  road,  as  if  impatient  of  his  unex- 
pected halt. 

"  What's  that  to  you,  pray  ?'*  stammered 
the  idrunken  man,  lifting  up  his  leg  into  the 
air  and  letting  it  fall  again  with  a  mighty 
splash. 

'*  You  are  tipsy,  Plutarch,"  answered 
the  other,  "  and  are  sitting  in  the  water." 

**You  lie  I"  said  the  schoolmaster  deli- 
berately. **  An  institutor  tipsy !  'Tis  a 
libel." 

"A  satire  on   the   world  if  you  will, 
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friend  ;  but  wait  till  I  tie  my  horse  up,  and 
ril  come  and  help  you  out/' 

"  Touch  me  if  you  dare.  I  won't  stand 
it.  Tipsy !"  .  muttered  Plutarch  wagging 
his  head. 

The  new-comer,  however,  without  mind- 
ing what  he  said,  secured  his  four-footed 
'   companion  and  clambered  over  the  hedge. 

"  Come,"  said  he,  "  give  me  your  hand, 
Plutarch." 

"  I  wish  you  may  get  it." 

"  I  hope  you  are  not  afraid  of  me;"  gently 
replied  the  other.  "  Get  up ;  I  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  you.  Don't  you  know 
me  ?" 

"  Know  you  !  Ah,  very  well,  too  well 
I  am  sorry  to  say.  You  are  the  evil  one. 
Retro  Satanas  /" 

"  It  seems  you  have  already  had  too 
much  to  say  to  that  gentleman  to-night, 
for  you  to  relish  a  second  interview ;  but 
you  are  slightly  mistaken.  I  am  an  un- 
worthy priest.  My  name  is  Gregoire.  You 
know  me  very  well." 
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'*  I  know  no  good  of  you.  Who  picked 
my  best  bunch  of  grapes  last  year  ?" 

''  I  did  so,  Rutarch.  I  acknowledge  the" 
sin,  for  you  caught  me  in  the  fact ;  but  who 
advised  thee  to  eat  ripe  grapes  instead  of 
drinking  strong  wine,  and  oflfered  to  supply 
thee  with  as  much  as  thou  couldst  con^i 
sume?  But  come,  you  must  get  out  of 
this." 

Without  deigning  to  expostulate  with 
him  farther,  the  Curd,  for  such  he  was, 
seized  the  drunken  man  by  the  collar  and 
with  very  little  ceremony  dragged  him  upon 
dry  land  and  forced  him  to  cross  the  hedge, 
and  gain  the  road  before  he  could  look 
round  him. 

"  Well,"  said  Plutarch,  rubbing  his  eyes. 
*^  This  is  what  I  call  civility :  to  pull  a  man 
out  of  a  comfortable  bed  and  set  him  down 
in  this  cold  place  at  such  a  time  of  night. 
I  tell  you  what.  Monsieur  Grdgoire,"  con- 
tinued he  trying  to  catch  hold  of  the  other's 
button,  ''  I  am  ashamed  of  you,  I  wouldn't 
say  it  if  I  didn't  mean  it ;   but  I  tell  you 
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plainly,  Pm  ashamed  of  you.    You  have 
no  more  bowels  than  a  Christian.'' 

"  You  may  thank  Heaven,  that  you  fell 
into  no  worse  company,*'  replied  the  Cur^, 
taking  hold  of  the  reins  of  his  horse  with 
one  hand,  and  of  Plutarch's  arm  with  the 
other.  "Many  would  have  left  you  where 
you  were ;  and  some  would  have  knocked 
you  on  the  head  and  emptied  your 
pockets." 

"  I  wouldn't  lose  what  I  have  got  now 
for  a  province,"  cried  Plutarch,  staggering 
along  with  many  an  awkward  lurch ;  **  I 
had  almost  rather  lose  my  soul." 

**Fie!"  said  the  Cur^.  "To  be  sure 
your  soul  is  of  very  little  value,  but  'tis 
worth  keeping,  being  the  best  part  about 
you." 

"  'Tis  a  letter,"  quoth  Plutarch,  not  at- 
tending to  what  the  other  was  saying,  ' '  she 
gave  it  me  under  the  table." 

"What's  that  you  are  muttering?"  in- 
quired Gr^goire,  pricking  up  his  ears,  for 
a  man  may  be  a  good  man  and  yet  troubled 
with  curiosity. 
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^^  I  say  she  loves  me,  and  gave  me  a  let- 
ter/' replied  the  schoolmaster. 

^^  Who  ?  Justine  ?  She  has  not  been  to 
confession  for  nearly  a  year,"  said  the  wor- 
thy Cur^. 

*'  It's  all  one.  She  has  confessed  to  me." 

Honest  Gr^goire's  voice  was  by  no  means 
that  of  patience  itself,  as  he  inquired  : 

"What?" 

**  What!— That  she  loves  me  to  be  sure, 
and  wants  to  marry  me." 

"  That  we  knew  before,"  cried  the  Cur^, 
"  I  had  expected  to  hear  some  news.  You 
tell  me  nothing  but  what  I  know." 

"  You  are  a  conjurer  then.  I  never  saw 
her  before  in  all  my  life,  as  I  hope  to  be 
saved." 

"  Pooh !  You  are  more  tipsy  than  I 
thought.     Never  saw  Justine  before  ?" 

**  Who  talks  of  Justine?  I  mean  Ma- 
demoiselle Agnes." 

"  Agnes  !  Agnes  what  ?"  cried  the  Cur^, 
stopping  short  in  the  road. 

**  Don't  know ;  but  I  suppose  she  has 
put  her  name  to  it.     I  will  show  the  letter, 
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make  you  the  depositor  of  my  secret,  the 
confident  of  my  passion.  *Tis  not  the  first 
time,  I  dare  say,  you  have  listened  to  tender 
tales.'' 

By  this  time,  they  had  reached  the  Pres- 
bytfere. 

Now  the  worthy  Gr^goire,  as  we  have 
hinted,  felt  some  curiosity  to  know  what 
any  young  lady,  .inhabiting  the  chateau, 
could  possibly  have  to  say  to  Plutarch. 
As  will  have  been  inferred  from  the  school- 
master's letter  to  Justine,  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  scandal  current  in  the  village  about 
this  same  chateau.  M.  Gr^goire,  accord- 
ingly, invited  Plutarch  to  step  in  and  re- 
pose himself  awhile.  His  curiosity  gave  a 
fillip — is  it  not  often  thus  ? — to  his  hospi- 
tality. 

''With  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world," 
was  the  reply.  "  I'll  stop  all  night  if  you 
wish  me." 

The  Cur^  accordingly  ushered  the  horse 
and  the  schoolmaster  into  his  little  garden, 
and  turning  the  former  into  a  stable,  led  the 
latter  towards  his  own  humble  dwelling.  He 
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was  admitted  by  his  housekeeper  and  they 
were  soonboth  comfortably  seated  by  the  side 
of  a  blazing  fire  in  the  kitchen.  Plutarch 
positively  refused  to  change  any  of  his 
clothes,  saying  he  was  as  dry  as  the  inside 
of  a  pistol,  but  stretching  out  his  legs, 
seemed  disposed  to  resign  himself  to  sleep. 
Hereupon  the  Cur^  reminded  him  of  his 
promise. 

"  Ah !"  said  he,  **  I  forgot,  I  was  to  show 
you  that  letter.  I — am — a  man  of  my  word 
—and  I'll  do  it— I  will." 

So  saying,  he  fumbled  for  some  time  in 
his  various  pockets  and  seemed  at  length  to 
fear  that  he  had  lost  the  letter ;  for  his  face 
sensibly  elongated  and  he  grew  very  pale. 
Suddenly,  however,  he  exclaimed : 

*'  Ha !  here  is  the  precious  billet-doux. 
Don't  you  tell  I  showed  it  you.*' 

And  pulling  forth  a  huge  yellow  frog,  he 
placed  it  in  the  Curb's  outstretched  hand. 

"  What  1"  cried  Monsieur  GriSgoire,  drop- 
ping the  reptile  like,  a  hot  potatoe«  '*  Do 
you  call  that  a  love-letter  ?" 

''  And  pray,  what  do  you  call  it  ?  Is  it 
a  challenge  ?" 
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''No,  but  a  frog!" 

"  You  are  merry,  Monsieur  Greg — gre- 
garious, carnivorous ;  eat  it — ^I  feel  drowsy/* 

So  saying,  he  dropped  his  chin  upon  his 
breast  and  was  soon  fast  asleep.  Leaving 
him  in  that  predicament,  the  Cur^  retired 
to  bed  in  the  belief  that  Plutarch  had  been 
hoaxing  him.  Certain  it  is,  that  the  letter 
never  afterwards  made  its  appearance. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

MOVIVO  ACCIDKVTS   BT   FLOOD   AJTD    FIELO. 

We  must  now  recall  the  reader's  mind 
to  our  friends,  Joseph  and  Joubert,  whom 
we  left  gazing  at  the  receding  troop  of 
horsemen,  headed  by  the  eccentric  Baron 
Brain,  which  has  since  made  such  a  figure 
in  our  history. 

"  Upon  my  soul,"  cried  the  old  gentle- 
man, '*  if  that  is  not  a  batch  of  originals, 
there  never  was  one  in  this  world.  Bless ' 
me,  what  strange  things  have  happened 
since  they  came  across  us !  They  must 
bear  an  atmosphere  of  madness  about  with 
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them.  We  have  ourselves  committed  many 
follies  in  the  night" 

"  Yes,  we  have,  that's  true  ;  there's  no 
denying  it,"  replied  Joseph.  '*  Nor  is 
there  any  denying  that  I  am  nearly  dead 
with  hunger.  Moving  about  this  way  in- 
stead of  sleeping  gives  one  an  appetite." 

**  We  had  better  go  in  and  breakfiast 
then,"  said  Joubert. 

Whilst  they  were  speaking,  there  drove 
up  a  countryman  in  his  cart.  Feeling,  or 
believing  he  felt  what  is  termed  dry,  that 
is,  an  indefinite  call  to  perform  the  act  of 
imbibing,  this  fellow  got  down,  and  having 
procured  a  pint  of  wine,  came  out  to  dis- 
cuss it  on  a  stone  bench  which  caught  the 
full  rays  of  the  sun.  After  he  had  indulged 
for  a  while,  his  heart  opened,  and  he  sought 
an  opportunity  of  entering  into  conversation 
with  the  two  travellers,  just  as  they  were 
about  to  go  in  search  of  breakfast. 

"  Messieurs,"  quoth  he,  at  length,  "  ex- 
traordinary things  happen  sometimes." 

**  As  you  say,"  replied  Joubert,  *'  ex- 
traordinary things  do  sometimes  happen." 

VOL.    III.  H 
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**  There  is  no  doubt  of  that,"  said  the 
countryman ;  *^  and  they  happen  in  our 
own  days  too." 

•    '^  And  they   will  happen  in   times  to 
come,"  added  Joseph. 

"  They  will  always  happen,"  cried  the 
countryman. 

f*  Tis  impossible  to  doubt  it,"  observed 
Joubert. 

"  Par  exemple^^*  said  the  countryman, 
making  haste  to  quit  the  sphere  of  gene- 
ralities ;  **  it  happened  only  a  week  since. 
I  was  at  Chantilly,  where  I  go  sometimes 
with  my  cart ;  for  though  I  live  at  Senlis, 
business  takes  me  all  over  this  part  of 
the  country.  Well,  I  was  there,  to  make 
a  long  story,  short,  and  I  had  a  right  to 
be  there,  there's  no  doubt  of  that." 

**  No  doubt  at  all  I"  answered  Joseph. 
"Every  Frenchman  may  be  where  he 
pleases." 

"  He  cannot  be  in  two  places  at  once," 
quoth  Joubert. 

**  Si  fait,'*  cried  the  countryman.  "He 
can  be  in  France  and  in  Senlis." 


THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  147 

"  That's  not  the  point,"  said  Joubert, 
testily. 

.*•'  But  your  extraordinary  circumstance  ?" 
put  in  Joseph,  interruptively. 

**  It  won't  appear  so  very  strange  if 
it  takes  so  long  in  telling.  But,  as  I  was 
saying,  I  was  at  Chantilly  whether  I  had  a 
right  to  be  there  or  not,  and  I  saw  a 
young  man  and  a  boy  get  out  of  the  door 
of  a  diligence." 

**  It  would  have  been  more  strange  had 
they  got  out  of  the  window,"  said  Joseph, 
gravely. 

The  countryman  gave  him  a  sly  glance, 
and  went  on. 

"  For  all  that,  they  got  out ;  and  there 
was  nothing  at  all  extraordinary  in  that ; 
but  the  point  is,  where  did  they  go  ?" 

"  Aye,  that's  the  point,"  cried  Joseph, 
into  whose  mind  a  vague  idea  had  ci:ept. 

''  Where  did  they  go  ?"  said  the  coun- 
tryman, in  a  low  voice,  but  still  emphati- 
cally.    '*  Can  you  tell  me  that  ?" 

"  No,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Neither  can  I ;  but  they  started  for 
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Senlis.  I  passed  them  in  my  cart  about  a 
mile  from  the  town.  And,  to  tell  the 
truth,  I  pulled  up  here  and  had  a  com- 
fortable glass  of  wine  and  a  chat  with  the 
landlord,  waiting  till  they  came  up ;  for  I 
should  have  liked  to  know  who  they  were ; 
but  they  never  came — they  were  never  heard 
of  from  that  day  to  this.  I  say  nothing ; 
but  if  the  quarries  were  searched — 'tis^^ 
lonely  road.  I  shall  never  pass  that  nay 
again  without  a  pistol.  Fearful  things 
happen,  and  no  one  is  any  the  wiser.** 

"  But  have  you  any  reason  to  suppose 
these  persons  were  murdered?"  inquired 
Joubert,  anxiously. 

^^  Murdered !  I  say  nothing,  nothing  at 
all.  They  may  have  turned  off  from  the 
road.  In  fact,  one  of  the  quarry  men  told 
me  yesterday,  for  I  pulled  up  to  ask  a  few 
questions,  that  he  saw  them  take  the  road 
to  Creil.  But  you  know  what  this  is 
worth.  However,  I  shall  wish  you  a  good 
morning." 

"  What  sort  of  a  young  man  was  he?" 
inquired'  Joseph. 
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"  Tall,  slender,  handsome,  with  hrowii 
hair ;  the  boy  was  little  and  sharp,  like  a 
weasel." 

"  The  very  description !  Joubert,  we 
must  start  in  that  direction." 

^*  Let  us  hire  horses  and  make  haste." 

"  Good  morning,"  cried  the  country- 
man, getting  into  his  cart.  ^^  Awful  things 
take  place  which  we  know  nothing  about. 
I  have  no  doubt  something  frightful  has 
happened  to  them." 

And  he  drove  off. 

In  less  than  an  hour  the  two  friends, 
having  satisfied  the  cravings  of  their 
appetites,  were  mounted  and  on  their 
way.  A  boy  accompanied  them  as  a 
guide,  and  to  take  care  of  the  horses^ 
Neither  of  them  was  accustomed  to  riding. 
The  pace  at  which  they  travelled,  there- 
fore, was  extremely  sedate,  and  one  would 
have  imagined  that  they  had  no  reasons 
whatever  for  being  in  a  hurry.  Joseph 
held  the  bridle  with  one  hand,  and  the 
pommel  of  the  saddle  with  the  other,  en- 
deavouring at  the  same  time  to  look  un- 
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concerned,  but  preserving  a  most  wofiil 
gravity  of  demeanour.  Joubert  also  tried 
hard  to  assume  a  knowing  air,  and  dis- 
dained to  hold  aught  but  the  legitimate 
thong.  An  observant  spectator,  however, 
would  have  detected  his  eye  rolling  ever 
and  anon  restlessly  from  one  side  of  the 
road  to  the  other.  Moreover,  when  his 
steed  presumed  to  vary  his  pace,  his  hands 
involuntarily  stretched  themselves  forth 
towards  the  mane.  In  this  manner  they 
trotted  along  the  road,  whilst  their  at- 
tendant amused  himself  with  catching 
cockchafers,  and  letting  them  fly  with  pins 
or  splinters  stuck  into  their  tails. 

**  Joseph,"  quoth  the  philosopher,  when 
they  had,  in  about  a4  hour's  riding,  left 
Senlis  some  four  miles  behind  them,  '*  me- 
thinks  we  might  as  well  have  trusted  to 
our  legs.  I  don't  see  that  we  gain  at  all 
by  these  horses.  On  the  contrary,  it 
strikes  me  we  should  go  over  more  ground 
without  them." 

"It  is  very  odd,  to  be  sure,"  replied 
Joseph.     "  And  yet  they  are  going  fast 
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enough,  too.  I  would  not  venture  to  ride 
at  this  rate  on  any  other  occasion." 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Joubert,  **  we  are 
not  moving  so  fast  as  you  imagine.  I 
cannot  turn  round  to  discover  how  far  Senlis 
is ;  but  if  you  would  elevate  your  voice, 
you  might  bring  the  boy  to  our  side,  and 
he  could  let  us  know." 

Joseph,  accordingly,  without  shifting  bis 
position,  began  to  bawl  with  all  his  might, 
but  as  he  kept  still  moving  forward  at  the 
same  pace  as  before,  the  boy  thought  he 
was  chanting  psalms,  and  made  no  mo- 
tion towards  them ;  so  that  when  our 
intrepid  cavalier  had  well  nigh  excoriated 
his  throat,  he  gave  up  the  attempt  in  de- 
spair. 

**  I  tell  you  what,  Joubert,"  said  he,  "  I 
believe  that  young  scoundrel  has  left  us  in 
the  lurch.  He  has  most  probably  by  this 
time  returned  home.  Never  mind,  we  will 
sell  his  horses." 

"  Your  conjecture  is  not  probable,  my 
young  friend,"  replied  Joubert ;   "  and  if 
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the  truth  were  known,  he  is  doubtless 
grinningi  not  far  behind,  at  our  want 
of  dexterity  in  managing  these  quadru- 
peds. Seriously  speaking,  however,  we 
must  cut  a  very  comical  figure  ;  and  if 
the  youth's  merriment  keep  within  the 
bounds  of  decorum,  we  ought  not  to  be 
angry." 

**  Do  as  you  please,"  cried  Joseph; 
*'  but  if  the  little  rascal  laugh  at  me,  I  will 
make  him  dance  to  a  tune  he  will  not 
relish.  The  first  individual  we  meet  I 
will  interrogate  as  to  the  state  of  his 
mouth.  If  he  be  grinning,  woe  to  his 
hide  1  horsewhipped  he  shall  be ;  certainly 
he  shall." 

"  Nay,  Joseph,"  returned  his  compa- 
nion, ^*  vindictiveness  is  a  fault,  and  may 
amount  to  a  crime.  However,  if  the  boy 
be  uncharitable  in  his  mirth,  I  shall  not 
interfere  between  him  and  a  little  whole- 
some discipline.  In  fact,  now  I  think  of 
it,  to  be  made  merry  by  another's  pain 
is  the  sign  of  a  most  vicious  inclination." 
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"True,"  exclaimed  Joseph;  '*  and  I 
fancy  I  see  a  most  diabolical  grin  on  his 
impudent  phiz." 

All  this  while,  the  subject  of  their 
conversation  was  far  behind,  amusing  him*^ 
self  as  aforesaid. 

"  I  wish  I  could  c^tch  a  glimpse  of 
him,"  said  Joubert,  endeavouring  to  look 
over  his  shoulder ;  but  at  that  moment, 
his  courser  stumbling  at  a  stone,  caused 
him  swiftly  to  avert  his  attention  from 
rearward  speculations. 

**  Old  fellow,"  remarked  Joseph,  after  a 
considerable  pause ;  '*  I  have  just  con- 
ceived a  most  unmanly  wish." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  inquired  Joubert.  "  Frank- 
ness obliterates  many  a  fault." 

''  Why,  I  wish  that  you  or  I  would 
fall  down  and  break  a  little  bone,  just  to 
give  us  an  excuse  for  taking  to  our  legs 
again." 

"  Bones,"  replied  Joubert,  **  are  more 
easily  broken  than  mended." 

In  conversation  of  this  kind,  our  two 
equestrians  proceeded.    The  country  they 
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traversed  was  partly  wooded,  partly  co- 
vered with  waving  fields  of  corn.  The  hills 
were  not  very  lofty;  but  there  was  suf- 
ficient variety  in  the  forms  assumed  by  the 
surface  to  merit  the  application  of  the 
term  picturesque.  The  travellers  trotted 
for  some  time  up  a  shady  lane,  which  con- 
tinued rising  for  above  half  a  mile,  when 
they  came  suddenly  on  a  prospect  of  great 
beauty.  It  was  about  noon-day.  The  sun 
rode  high  in  the  Heavens,  and  not  a  cloud 
was  there  to  obscure  its  rays,  even  for  a 
moment.  But  the  boughs  of  the  trees, 
heavily  laden  with  leaves,  protected  the 
horsemen  from  the  burning  rays. 

They  had  reached,  we  say,  the  termi- 
nation of  the  lane  and  the  brow  of  a  hill ; 
and  gazed  forth  from  beneath  a  bower 
of  overarching  elms  upon  the  rapid  descent 
at  their  feet,  leading  to  a  diminutive  plain 
of  rich  grass — a  succession,  in  fact,  of 
meadows  traversed  by  a  small  river,  which 
issued  from  a  cluster  of  wooded  heights 
on  the  right  hand,  and  flowing  by  in 
front  of  them,   expanded  into  a  sort  of 
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lake,  with  an  island,  in  the  midst  of  which 
grew  one  tall  tree,  not  many  hundred  yards 
to  the  left.  It  then  disappeared  in  a  loW 
marshy  ground,  stretching  away  to  the  verge 
bf  the  horizon.  Beyond  this  river  and  the 
strip  of  low  land  ahove  mentioned,  rose  steep 
precipitous  cliflfs,  in  the  centre  of  which 
opened  a  sort  of  defile'  to  allow  passage 
to  the  road.  Their  summit  was  fringed 
by  a  long  line  of  scanty  trees,  rising  from 
a  thick  underwood.  At  their  base  was 
a  huge  tangled  mass  of  bushes,  which  was 
lost  in  the  marsh  to  the  left,  and  extended 
to  the  right  as  far  as  the  wood  and  the 
hills  through  which,  as  we  have  said,  the 
river  found  its  way.  The  eminence  from 
whence  Joseph  and  Joubert  surveyed  this 
scene  was  like  an  embankment,  with  a 
steep  slope  towards  the  meadows  below. 
It  was  coveredvwith  bushes  ;  and  a  few  tall 
elms,  similar  to  those  which  shaded  the 
lane  we  have  already  described,  were  scat- 
tered along  its  edge. 
All  this  the  equestrians  would  have  sur* 
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veyed  with  extreme  delight  had  it  not  heen 
for  two  circumstances  :  first,  the  prodigious 
steepness  of  the  declivity  before  them ; 
and  secondly,  the  absence  of  a  bridge  to 
the  river,  which  was,  in  fact,  nothing  more 
than  a  small  stream  which  had  overflowed 
its  banks,  and  drowned  the  customary 
ford. 

"  Ha  !'*  cried  Joseph  in  dismay,  giving 
at  the  same  time  a  violent  pull  to  the 
reins,  which  brought  his  monture  to  a 
stand  still;  ''I  shall  never  be  able  to 
descend  such  a  hill  on  this  infernal  beast." 

*'  Nor  I,"  quoth  the  sympathetic  Jou- 
bert,  also  pulling  up.  "  I  vote  for  putting 
foot  to  ground." 

"  So  do  I ;  but  how  ?  I  know  no  more 
how  to  get  off,  unless  I  am  to  slip  off 
behind,  than  I  know  how  to  fly.  I  wish 
that  devil  of  a  boy  would  come  up  and 
hold  my  horse's  head.  I  might  then  ven- 
ture to  make  an  attempt." 

"  Let  us  wait  until  he  comes  up,"  sug- 
gested Joubert.      "  In   the  meantime,  we 
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can  sun^ey  this  delightful  scene.  Did  you 
ever  behold  a  more  poetical  spot,  Jo- 
seph ?" 

''  I  don't  know,  but  I  can  see  one  thing, 
namely,  that  there  is  no  bridge  to  the  river, 
and  that  we  shall  have  a  ducking." 

''  Ha  !"  in  his  turn  cried  Joubert.  '*  Tis 
too  true.  This  is  really  beginning  to 
be  alarming.  What  dangers  has  our  friend- 
ship for  Claude  led  us  into !  I  think  we 
have  been  a  little  rash,  Joseph." 

"It  is  possible ;  but  when  I  come  to 
think  of  it,  I  would  brave  perils  a  thou- 
sand times  greater  for  his  sake." 

"  So  would  I.  You  are  a  fine  fellow. 
Give  me  your  hand." 

"  I  will  owe  it  you,  friend.  Tis  as  much 
as  I  can  do  to  hold  myself  on.  I  begin 
to  totter.  The  situation  is  becoming  more 
and  more  exceptional,  as  the  journals  say. 
I  feel  as  if  I  were  falling  all  to  pieces,  al- 
though we  are  standing  stock  still." 

"  I  shall  certainly  fall  myself,"  said  Jou- 
bert. *'My  head  begins  to  swim.  The 
devil  take  that  boy.     What  can  he  be  at  ?" 
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« 

"  Look,  Joubert  1  Down  on  the  river's 
bank  there  I  think  I  spy  some  people — 
just  amidst  that  clump  of  trees.  Can  you 
see  them  ?" 

.  '*  I  see  some  objects  ;  but  whether  they 
be  men  or  oxen,  my  optics  do  not  deter- 
mine.*' 

**  Let  us  ride  towards  them,"  suggested 
Joseph;  "perhaps  they  will  render  us  as- 
sistance." 

"  But  then  the  steep,'*  said  Joubert. 

"  True,"  quoth  Joseph. 

At  this  moment,  the  boy,  who  had  been 
loitering  behind  on  his  hack,  drew  near, 
and  seeing  the  travellers  standing  still, 
imagined  that  their  beasts  refused  to  pro- 
ceed. Fired  with  indignation,  he  kicked 
the  ribs  of  his  own  Rosinante,  and  bursting 
out  into  a  storm  of  oaths,  rushed  at  what 
he  imagined  to  be  the  refractory  animals, 
and  let  fall  a  shower  of  blows  upon  their 
cruppers.  The  effect  was  instantaneous. 
Off  they  went,  bearing  their  affrighted 
riders  at  full  speed  down  the  dreaded  hill. 
Clinging  each  to  the  mane  of  his  steed, 
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the  two  John  Gilpins  rushed  furiously  on, 
with  eyes  fixed  in  horror  on  the  water,  to 
which  they  were  fast  approaching. 

As  they  drew  near,  a  new  and  more  real 
danger  presented  itself.  Five,  figures  rushed 
out  of  the  clump  of  trees  they  had  per- 
ceived, and  drew  across  the  road.  They 
instantly,  even  in  the  agonies  of  hydro- 
phobia, recognized  the  mad  Baron  Brain, 
who  was  shouting  to  his  men  : 

**  A  charge  of  horse !  A  charge  of  horse ! 
Form,  my  gallant  infantry — double  ranks  ! 
— ^front  rank  to  your  knees — make  ready  !" 

Pierre  and  Geoffrey  accordingly  knelt 
down  with  their  swords  in  their  right 
hand  and  their  pistols  in  their  left,  whilst 
Baptiste  and  Fran9ois  stood  behind.  The 
Baron  himself,  waving  his  rapier  over  his 
head,  got  upon  a  bank  and  shouted  to 
them : 

''  Bear  them  back,  the  audacious  scoun- 
drels !  Kill,  murder,  and  destroy !  Let 
not  a  living  soul  escape  to  tell  the  tale !  Now 
make  ready ;  once .  more,  I  say,  make 
ready — fire !" 
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Bat  he  had  delayed  these  words  too 
long.  For  Joseph  and  Joabert,  on  their 
fiery  coursers,  having  acquired  unwonted 
velocity  during  their  descent  firom  the  hill, 
at  this  moment  came  up,  and  unable  to 
stop  their  impetus,  rode  down  the  four 
valets  like  so  many  blades  of  grass,  and 
continued,  amidst  a  general  but  innocuous 
discharge  from  small  arms  of  the  fallen  war- 
riors, on  their  way  towards  the  river. 
Baron  Brain  was  8urve3ring  their  retiring 
figures,  when  suddenly  he  found  himself, 
to  his  extreme  surprise,  laid  low  by  the 
side  of  his  followers.  The  fact  was,  that 
the  boy,  following  closely  at  their  heels, 
and  forming,  as  it  were,  the  reserve  squadron, 
rushed  suddenly  against  him  and  overthrew 
him  with  the  greatest  possible  ease,  thus 
demonstrating  the  error  of  those  military 
writers  who  have  said  that  cavalry  cannot 
be  opposed  with  effect  to  infantry.  He 
fell  like  an  obelisk,  but  rose  like  a  dart. 
His  men  also  soon  recovered,  for  none 
of  them  were  hurt,  and  they  gazed  eagerly 
in  the  direction  which,  what  they  supposed 
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to  be  a  party  of  Huns,  Vandals,  or  Cossacks, 
had  taken.  Of  these,  one  was  by  this  time 
sprawling  on  the  ground,  his  horse  standing 
very  quietly  beside  him,  hanging  his  nose 
as  if  ashamed  of  himself;  the  other 
(Joubert)  was  splashing  about  in  the  water, 
which  happened  to  be  shallow  near  the 
banks.  The  reserve  had  pulled  up,  dis- 
mounted, and  was  proceeding  to  assist 
Joseph  to  rise. 

At  this  juncture,  the  serried  ranks  of 
the  recovered  enemy  approached,  and  sur^ 
rounding  the  fallen  and  the  upright  warrior, 
declared  them  to  be  prisoners. 

"I  shall  do  like  Cabrera,"  quoth  the 
Baron,  ''  and  put  them  all  to  death." 

"  Decimate  them,"  suggested  Pierre. 

"  Yes,  decimate  them,"  cried  the  other 
serving  men. 

"  Begin  at  number  ten  if  you  do,"  cried 
Joseph,  rising.  "  Don't  you  know  me, 
M.  le  Baron  ?" 

"  Ahl  my  friend,  is  it  you?"  cried  the 
generalissimo ;  "  and  is  yonder  M.   Jou- 
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bert  ?  Hasten  to  the  rescue,  or  very  shortly 
the  little  gentleman  will  be  drowned/' 

The  rescue  came  in  time;  for.Joubert 
had  the  greatest  possible  difficulty  in  pre- 
venting his  horse  from  bearing  him  into 
the  current,  which  was  somewhat  rapid, 
and  exposing  him  to  the  danger  of  being 
carried  away,  probably  to  the  sea,  distant 
some  hundred  miles.  At  the  same  time, 
he  was  thinking  what  an  excellent  regular 
tion  that  was  of  the  Athenians  which  de- 
creed that  every  citizen  should  learn  to 
swim ! 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  whole  party,  having 
shaken  hands,  repaired  to  the  little  grove 
to  avoid  the  heat  of  the  noonday  sud. 
Here,  on  the  brink  of  the  water,  Joseph 
and  Joubert  espied  a  huge  heap  of  branches 
of  trees  evidently  just  lopped  off.  They 
had  begun  to  assume  the  shape  of  a  solid 
mass,  some  eight  feet  square  and  one 
deep. 

"  This,"  quoth  the  Baron,  observing 
their  looks  of  surprise,  '^  is  a  raft  which 
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I  am  constructing  in  the  absence  of  pon^ 
toons,  for  the  passage  of  the  river.  When 
it  is  concluded,  I  shall  establish  a  battery 
on  yonder  commanding  position,"  pointing 
to  a  little  promontory,  "  and  under  its 
guns,  Pierre  and  Fran9ois  shall  cross  over 
to  the  opposite  side  in  the  face  of  the 
enemy,  if  enemy  there  be.  Fran9ois  shall 
remain  to  guard  the  opposite  bank,  and 
Pierre  shall  return.  Having  thus  ascer- 
tained the  safety  of  this  mode  of  con- 
veyance, I  myself  shall  traverse  the  stream, 
and  so  on." 

*'  A  magnificent  invention !"  cried  Jo- 
seph. 

**  It  is  quite  romantic,"  added  Joubert. 
**  Let  us  set  to  work,"  exclaimed  the 
Baron,  "  and  complete  what  we  have  be- 
gun." 

Joseph  and  Joubert,  who  desired  to  cross 
as  fast  as  possible,  were  easily  persuaded 
to  lend  a  hand,  although  they  secretly 
smiled  at  the  originality  of  the  idea.  Civilil 
zation,  they  thought,  must  have  made 
but  small  progress,  if  it  was  necessary,  in  a 
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couAtry  like  France,  to  recur  to  the  primi- 
tive contrivance  of  a  raft  for  the  purpose 
of  crossing  a  stream.  However,  better  go 
over  so  than  be  compelled  to  stop  short. 
They  worked  accordingly,  like  enthusiastic 
raft-wrights  as  they  were,  until  they  ima- 
gined that  the  amalgamation  of  boughs 
they  had  made  was  sufficient  to  bear  two 
persons  over  the  stream,  in  the  centre  of 
which  was  a  rapid  current. 

"  Now,"  said  Joseph,  as  with  a  strong 
piece  of  willow  he  was  making  a  doubt- 
ful part  fast,  *'  how  shall  we  take  over 
the  horses  ?" 

"  That's  an  important  consideration," 
cried  the  Baron.  ^*  Let  me  ponder  and 
reflect.  They  can  swim — to  be  sure  they 
can.  Let  us  drag  them  behind  us.  Ha ! 
I  have  matured  a  plan.  Listen,  whilst  I 
expound.  I  and  this  old  gentleman,  who 
does  not  seem  over  fond  of  the  crystal 
stream,  shall  ascend  the  raft,  to  which  the 
bridles  of  our  steeds  must  be  attached. 
The  rest  must  get  upon  their  coursers' 
backs,  and  each  armed  with  a  pole,  flank 
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US  and  thrust  us  across.  What  say  ye, 
gentlemen  ?" 

It  was  agreed  to  abide  by  this  plan, 
though  Joseph,  who  doubted  his  equestrian 
powers,  would  fain  have  had  a  less  active 
part  to  play.  However,  he  would  not 
shrink  from  the  task  imposed  on  him,  and 
accordingly,  when  by  main  strength  the 
raft  was  launched  upon  the  waters,  and  the 
Baron  and  Joubert  safely  placed,  one  on 
either  edge,  so  as  to  balance  each  other, 
he.  assisted  in  driving  their  two  horses  into 
the  stream  and  fastening  them  by  the 
bridles  to  the  hinder  corners  of  the  inarti- 
ficial ferry-boat,  and  then  grasping  a  long 
pole  like  a  spear,  thrust  it  into  the  mass 
of  branches,  and  endeavoured  in  conjunc- 
tion with  the  four  serving  men,  and  the 
boy,  his  own  attendant,  who  enjoyed  the 
fun,  and  thought  that  he  had  fallen  among 
the  most  capital  playmates  he  had  ever 
met  with,  to  urge  it  across  the  river. 

Whilst  they  were  in  shallow  water,  all 
went  well  enough  ;  and  the  Baron,  quite 
delighted  with  his  invention ,  began  to  hum 
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the  Marseillaise.  Joubert,  however,  as 
soon  as  he  was  in  motion  pulled,  a  long 
face  and  wished  himself  on  shore  again. 
The  raft,  by  no  means  constructed  of  suf- 
ficiently soUd  materials,  sank  to  its  very 
edge,  and  the  water  found  its  way  up 
through  every  interstice.  At  length,  one 
after  the  other,  the  horses  of  those  who 
were  entrusted  with  the  task  of  guiding 
got  out  of  their  depth,  and  were  compelled 
to  swim.  And  now  the  danger  of  employ- 
ing persons  unused  to  such  a  service  be- 
came apparent.  The  boy  to  whom  the 
hired  horses  belonged  instantly  struck 
work,  and  had  enough  to  do  to  keep  him- 
self steady  in  his  saddle.  As  he  was  below 
the  raft,  however,  his  desertion  did  not 
do  much  damage,  and  the  Baron  saw 
him  float  away  in  imminent  risk  of  a  wa- 
tery death  with  the  utmost  indifference. 
But  when  Joseph,  losing  his  presence  of 
mind,  let  go  the  pole  which  had  before 
served  to  steady  him,  he  and  his  horse 
drifted  like  a  log  of  wood  against  the  raft, 
and  nearly  succeeded  in  upsetting  it.     The 
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Baron  upon  this  gave  a  hideous  yell,  and 
Joubert  uttered  an  exclamation  of  terror. 

"  Back  !  back !"  exclaimed  the  noble- 
man. **Back,  or  we  shall  be  drowned! 
/  shall  certainly  be  drowned  ! 

**  Never  fear,"  cried  Fran9ois.  "  We 
will  take  you  safely  across." 

"  Never  fear,'*  re-echoed  his  compa- 
nions. 

Three  of  them  were  below  the  raft,  and 
worked  with  might  and  main  to  make  it 
keep  a  straight  line ;  but  the  dead  weights 
of  Joseph  and  his  steed  forced  it  irresistibly 
down.  In  another  minute,  perfect  demo- 
ralization was  the  consequence ;  and  the 
current  was  soon  whirling  away  a  motley 
mass  of  men,  horses  and  wood  upon  its 
bosom. 

Joseph,  abandoning  the  reins,  clung 
desperately  to  the  mane  of  his  steed,  in 
which  he  was  imitated  by  most  of  his 
companions.  The  Baron  was  furious,  and 
tossed  his  arms  about  like  the  sails  of  a 
windmill,  whilst  Joubert  sat  with  his  knees 
bent  under  his   chin,    gnawing  his  nails. 
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and  looking  round  in  a  state  of  doubt 
between  merriment  and  fear,  in  which  the 
latter,  however,  seemed  to  be  most  pre- 
dominant. 

On  they  swept,  the  human  beings  in 
general  swearing,  the  beasts  snorting  and 
struggling,  until  at  length  they  were 
fairly  stranded  on  the  little  island  with 
a  single  tree,  in  the  midst  of  the  lake 
which  we  have  before  mentioned.  No 
sooner  did  they  touch  shore,  than  the 
Baron  starting  to  his  feet  leapt  upon  it, 
giving  Joubert  a  desperate  kick  in  his 
hurry,  and  vowing  in  the  first  agony  of 
fright  never  more  to  trust  himself  to  the 
treacherous  element ;  but  he  was  soon 
convinced,  that  to  escape  from  the  pre- 
dicament in  which  he  was  placed,  he 
must  very  soon  do  so.  Accordingly,  curs- 
ing all  islands,  without  reflecting  on  the 
political  advantages  of  an  insular  posi- 
tion, he  tore  his  hair  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  seizing  upon  Pierre,  swore  he  would 
immolate  him  if  any  accident  occurred  in 
crossing  to  the  opposite  bank.    The  little 
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valet  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  listened 
to  the  threat  in  silence. 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron,"  cried  Joubert,  who 
had  been  making  the  tour  of  the  island,  ''  I 
perceive  there  is  a  ford  across  the  lake, 
but  unfortunately  it  leads  back  to  the  side 
we  have  just  quitted." 

"  Never  mind,"  cried  the  nobleman,  "  I 
donH  care  which  way  I  go ;  let  us  have 
our  dinner  in  this  romantic  spot,  and 
then  let  us  wet  our  feet  again.  I  wish  I 
were  a  duck." 

**  Or  a  goose,"  suggested  Joubert. 

The  Baron  made  a  wry  face,  and  Joseph 
winked  at  Fran9ois,  who  winked  at  Geof- 
frey, who  winked  at  Baptiste,  who  winked 
at  Pierre,  who  winked  at  the  boy,  who 
winked  'at  the  Baron. 

"  What's  this  impudent  familiarity  for?" 
inquired  he ;  and  he  instantly  began  a 
dissertation  upon  aristocracy  and  the  rights 
of  blood  gentle  and  blood  simple. 

The  servants,  meanwhile,  were  occu- 
pied in  piquetting  the  horses  in  olie  corner 
of  the  island.    When  they  had  concluded 

VOL.    III.  I 
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they  came  and  formed  a  circle  round 
their  masters,  who  had  sat  themselves 
beneath  the  shade  of  the  tree  with  their 
faces  towards  the  valley,  down  which 
they  had  descended  in  so  extraordinary  a 
manner.  A  substantial  meal  was  soon 
produced  from  the  Baron's  stores,  and 
all  joined  in  silently  discussing  its  merits. 
Before  them,  I  say,  stretched  the  green 
meadows  enamelled  with  flowers  that 
skirted  the  stream ;  on  the  right  was  the 
woody  embankment,  on  the  left  the  pre- 
cipice before  described.  Behind  them,  a 
strange  contrast  presented  itself,  one  un- 
varying tract  of  marshy  ground,  stretch- 
ing away  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 

''  My  friends,"  exclaimed  the  Baron, 
when  the  rage  of  hunger  was  somewhat 
appeased,  "  an  opportunity  of  exercising 
your  philanthropy  has  now  arrived.  You 
may  take  advantage  of  it  if  you  please. 
In  my  castle,  which  stands  in  a  salubrious 
and  romantic  spot,  not  far  distant  from 
where  we  now  are,  lies  wounded  a  young 
friend  of  mine,    in  whose  fate  I  take  a 
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prodigious  interest.  He  has  been  for  some 
time  tinder  my  care,  and  I  have  declined 
applying  to  any  medical  man  for  assist^- 
ance,  conceiving  that  the  majority  of  the 
profession  are  both  fools  and  knaves. 
Having  met  you,  M.  Joubert,  however, 
I  do  not  scruple  to  offer  to  *  put  him 
under  your  care." 

"What  is  his  malady?"  inquired  the 
worthy  gentleman  thus  addressed. 

*'  A  fever,  resulting  from  half  a  dozen 
wounds  badly  healed." 

*'  How  long  has  he  been  suffering  from 
it  ?" 

"  A  full  week." 

^'  And  without  receiving  any  medical 
aid  ?" 

"  Exactly." 

'*  Few  would  undertake  his  case,  friend 
Baron.  I  must  say  you  have  been  most 
imprudent." 

'*  Bah !  there  is  no  danger ;  my  principal 
object  in  asking  you,  is  to  give  you  an  op- 
portunity of  inspecting  Gogenheim  Castle, 
the  exact  model  of  my  ancestral  Castle  of 

i2 
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Gogenheim,  which  was  blown  down  some 
forty  years  ago  by  a  whirlwind.  Grermany, 
in  fact,  as  you  are  perhaps  aware,  is  my 
original  country.  There  is  not  a  drop 
of  French  blood  in.  my  veins ;  for  though 
the  family  has  been  transplanted  to  these 
unblessed  regions,  for  three  generations, 
we  have  always  fetched  our  wives  from 
the  father-land.  I  detest,  abominate,  and 
despise  the  French — excuse  my  liberty ;  I 
am  eccentric  and  old;  but  you  shall  see 
I  have  chosen  the  most  Grermanic  spot 
in  GalUa  for  the  erection  of  my  habita- 
tion. I  would  entertain  you  there  for  a 
year  or  so,  and  we  would  pass  our  time 
in  smoking  out  of  the  family  pipe,  (which 
consists  in  a  huge  pan  of  tobacco,  fur- 
nished with  half  a  dozen  mouth-pieces;) 
but  I  must  unfortunately  hasten  very 
shortly  to  attend  the  meeting  of  the  Horse- 
flesh  Society." 

The  worthy  Baron  might  have  proceeded 
further ;  but  here  a  cry  arose  that  the 
river  was  swelling.  Whether  the  alarm  was 
false  or  not,  few  paused  to  examine.     '*  To 
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horse !"  exclaimed  every  one*  Even  Jo- 
seph and  Joubert  gained  the  saddle  Vrith 
wonderful  alacrity;  and  over  the  ford  the 
iB^hole  party  dashed  at  full  speed.  It  was 
not  till  they  were  all  in  safety  that  they 
turned  round,  and  perceived  that  the  river 
had  risen,  and  that  the  island  they  had 
just  quitted,  which  had  never  been  elevated 
more  than  a  few  inches  above  water,  had 
been  totally  submerged. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


OOOBITHBIM   CA8TLB. 


Although  impatient  to  proceed  in  pursuit 
of  Claude,  Joubert  and  Joseph,  partly  out 
of  disinclination  to  attempt  again  the  pas- 
sage of  the  river,  partly  out  of  desire  to 
assist  the  Baron's  sick  friend,  consented  to 
make  the  tour  of  the  marsh,  and  pay  a  visit 
to  his  castle.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon 
when  they  arrived  in  its  neighbourhood, 
after  passing  along  a  rough  road  full  of  ruts, 
running  for  the  most  part  between  the 
marsh,  and  a  hilly  country  interspersed 
here  and  there  with  pretty  farms  and  sur- 
mounted by  an  occasional  windmill.  At 
length,  turning  off  to  the  left,  they  entered 
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a  narrow  valley,  with  round  chalky  hills 
on  each  side,  covered  with  small  groves 
of  pine-trees*  Joseph  and  his  friend 
now  thought  that  they  .were  to  reach 
some  rugged  hills  crowned  by  an  antique 
fortified  house,  in  all  respects  answering 
the  idea  of  a  feudal  habitation;  but  the 
road  which  wa9  winding  and  intricate 
soon  led  them  back  towards  the  marsh* 
On  gaining  the.  summit  indeed  of  a  little 
swjbU,  an  agreeable  prospect  suddenly  pre^ 
sented  itself.  This  was  the  extensive  flat 
they  had  lately  lost  sight  of,  spreading  on 
^very  side  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  and 
showing  here  and  there  strong  symptoms 
of  quagmire.  As  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach  on  either  side  no  habitation  presented 
itself,  save  some  occasional  turf-cutter's 
cottage  rising  oul;^  of  the  low  ground-fog 
which  stretched  in  huge  patches  ovec  the 
face  of  the  country,  and  through  which  the 
dark  earth  appeared  dimly,  like  the  limbs 
of  a  negro,  beneath  a  mantle  of  gauze. 
Immediately  in  front,  however,  at  the  dis- 
tance of  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,   stood 
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a  square  uncouth  building  in  some  respects 
resembling  a  barn,  in  others  a  fortress; 
battlements  and  eaves,  loop-holes  and  loft- 
doors,  were  tastefully  intermingled,  and 
the  whole  had  been  studiously  painted  with 
the  hues  of  antiquity. 

''  Behold/'  exclaimed  the  Baron,  check- 
ing his  horse's  pace  into  a  walk,  and  laying 
both  his  hands  on  the  pummel  of  the 
saddle,  as  was  his  wont  when  he  meant  to 
be  uncommonly  impressive,  ^*  behold  the 
exact  facsimile  of  the  original  Gogenheim 
Castle ;  as  it  was  before  the  terrific  hurri- 
cane, that  visited  Germany  some  few  years 
back,  blew  it  downf  You  see  I  have 
selected  for  the  erection  of  this  terrestrial 
paradise,  an  atmosphere  exactly  similar  to 
that  which  my  forefathers  then  inhaled ; 
and  which  I  should  also  have  inhaled  from 
my  birth,  had  not  the  parents  of  my  res«» 
pected  progenitor  thought  fit  to  remove 
to  these  southern  regions.  Had  this  not 
happened,  I  say,  I  should  probably  have 
been  like  my  ancestors,  capable  of  filling  an 
arm-chair ;  whereas  ever  since  our  transport 
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tation  the  family  has  been  dwindling  almost 
to  mere  shadows  ;  so  much  so  indeed  that 

» 

I  fear  when  I  give  over  the  bachelor's  free- 
dom, and  bend  my  neck  to  the  matrimo- 
nial yoke,  the  fruit  of  my  loins  will  have  to 
walk  about  in  bunches  like  radishes,  in  con- 
sequence of  their  sad  degeneration.  All 
this,  however,  will  not  come  to  pass  if  my 
remedy  succeed.  I  intend  indeed,  when  I 
marry  to  bring  my  wife  to  this  place,  and 
spend  here  not  only  the  honey*moon  but 
the  rest  of  my  days,  being  resolved  that  all 
my  children,  from  their  earliest  years,  shall 
breathe  this  wholesome  atmosphere.  For 
do  you  know,  my  very  worthy  and  respected 
friend,  man  is  composed  of  two  parts,  the 
material  and  the  spiritual?  They  are  not 
related  like  the  two  halves  of  an  orange, 
nor  even  like  -the  shell  and  the  kernel  of 
a  nut ;  but  like  the  flower  and  its'  odour, 
the  fliut  and  the  spark,  the'  lightning  and 
the  thunder  cloud.  I  say  this  to  guard 
against  any  misconception  of  what  I  am 
about  to  observe ;  to  wit,  that  as  is  the  conti- 
nent so  are  the  contents.  It  is  impossible  that 

i3 


179  THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVERr 

a  pint  pot  should  hold  as  much  as  a  hogs^ 
head.  This  is  the  more  gross,  the  more 
ohvious  proposition ;  the  more  geometri* 
cafly  demonstrable;  but  other  truths  of 
greater  delicacy  flow  from  it — namely,  that 
a  large  flower  holds  more  odour,  a  large 
flint  more  fire,  a  large  cloud  more  lightning 
than  a  small  one  ;  ergo,  a'  large  body  tnust 
necessarily  hold  more  soul.'' 

"  Gospel,"  cried  the  four  serving  men, 
each,  according  to  his  size,  assenting  to  this 
conclusion  with  more  or  less  alacrity. 
Pierre  for  one,  slily  shrugged  his  shoulders 
and  intimated  his  dissent  by  a  gnmace 
that  might  have  been  taken  for  an  insult 
had  it  been  observed.  It  consisted  in  no- 
thing more  nor  less  than  in  compressing  his 
brows,  wrinkling  up  his  nose,  and  thrusting 
his  tongue  intQ  his  cheek  ^  but  it  spoke 
volumes  of  disrespect. 

''  But,'*  said  Joseph  who  was  not  the 
man  to  swallow  opinions  wholesale,  ''I 
think  I  spy  a  flaw  in  your  doctrine.  Let 
us  hold  to  the  flower,  and  allow  me  to  in- 
quire whether  a  violet  smells  not  more  fra- 
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grantly  than  a  tulip  ;  whether  my  F^licit^ 
who  is  not  much  stouter  than  a  sylph,  has 
not  a  sweeter  soul  than  the  fat  consort  of 
the  innkeeper,  who  so  ilUtreated  you  some 
days  back  ?"  • 

**  Heretical,"  exclaimed  the  attentive 
auditors  who  pressed  on  the  heels  of  the 
disputants  like  medical  students  behind  a 
mighty  son  of  Esculapius  in  the  hospitals. 
Fran9ois  now,  however,  gww  redder  than 
the  tulip,  to  which  men  of  his  calibre  were 
compared,  whilst  Pierre  acknowledged  in 
secret  that  he  and  the  said  F^icit^  partook 
of  the  nature  of  the  violet. 

'*You  see,"  quoth  the  Baron,  **  these 
four  impartial  individuals  who  may  be  said 
to  represent  the  four  classes  of  mankind, 
the  vast,  the  tall,  4he  short,  the  insignifi^^ 
cant ;  at  once  perceive  the  futility  of  your 
objection,  and  as  vox  popuU  est  vox.  dei 
I  might  be  content  to  accept  their  decision, 
and  consider  you  vanquished.  But  allow 
me  to  continue  the  exposition  of  my  theory, 
and  you  shall  be  convinced  of  your  mise- 
rable error.     First  let  it  be  established  that 
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one  swallow  does  not  make  a  summer,  that 
one  exception  does  not  invalidate  a  rule ;  I 
myself  am  not  inordinately  fat  but  I  have 
an  understanding:  to  let  that  pass,  however, 
let  us  take  comprehensive  views.  Look  at 
the  whole  German  people,  was  there  ever  a 
more  corpulent  or  more  rotund  race,  or  at  tl)e 
same  time  more  graceful,  more  light,  more 
airy,  more  delicate,  more  fairy-like,  fan- 
tastical thinktrs?  Are  not  their  very 
names  antidotes  to  dulness?  Good  Hea- 
vens, Sir,  read  but  a  note  gf  Tschuckh  and 
you  will  perceive  what  a  mysterious  world 
of  fancy  must  have  existed  in  the  mind  of 
that  man  !  Behold  with  what  infinite  inge- 
nuity he  will  show  you  the  various  bearings 
of  a  single  letter,  what  profound  erudition  he 
exhibits  in  the  discussion  of  a  single  accent ! 
It  would  do  your  heart  good  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  the  Kuhns,  the  Jungermans, 
the  Wesselings ;  but  to  vault  out  of  the 
circle  of  the  learned,  look  at  the  whole 
nation  !  what  wit,  what  refinement,  what 
penetration !  And  do  you  imagine  that 
these  have  any  other  origin  than  the  circular 
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form  of  their  bodies  whichy  like  the  world, 
contains  all  that  is  good  within  their 
capacity  ?" 

*' Fatness  is  the  cause  of  genius,"  said 
Fran9ois  and  his  companions,  extracting  the 
essence  of  their  master's  oration. 

"This  is  the  fact,'*  continued  Baron 
Brain ;  "let  us  now  account  for  it,  but  here 
we  are,    I  will  shortly  resume — " 

They  had  by  this  time  got  into  the  thick 
of  the  fog ;  and  Joseph  began  to  cough  and 
feel  his  eyes  water.  He,  however,  made  no 
remark  and  they  soon  reached  a  shatter- 
ed causeway  that  led  through  a  kind  of 
morass  to  the  outer  gate  of  Gogenheim 
Castle.  Here  they  were  greeted  by  four  or 
five  hungry  dogs  who  barked  with  asthma- 
tic  perseverance  at  them  ;  whilst  a  few  half 
starved  horses,  an  ass,  a  meditative  old 
sow,  and  a  flock  of  dirty  geese  were  seen 
moving  towards  the  intruders  athwart  a 
small  garden  that  lay  to  the  right  between 
4he  court  yard  and  the  bog. 

"  They  are  all  of  the  family  breed,"  said 
the  Baron,  looking  at  them  with  a  senti- 
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ment  of  pride,  **  but  like  their  master  they 
are  sadly  falleQ  off.  Joseph,"  continued 
the  speaker,  turning  towards  the  National 
Guard,  '*  you  behold  before  you  the  last 
representative  of  a  noble  race.  All  the 
hopes  of  the  family  centre  in  me ;  for  what- 
ever blood  of  the  Brains  has  not  been ,  spilt 
in  war  has  been  gathered  into  my  arteries. 
It  rests  with  me  to  determine  whether  it 
shall  dry  up  or  flow  forth  into  fresh  chan- 
nels ;  and  I  will*  confess  that  oft  times  have 
I  been  tempted  to  take  a  vow  of  celibacy 
and  sever  the  long  genealogical  thread 
which  unites  me  with  Adam.  For  me- 
thought,  that  better  the  Brain  dynasty 
perish  utterly,  than  allow  this  infamous 
climate  to  alter  and  of  course  vitiate  our 
characters.  If  I  imagined,**  exclaimed  the 
Baron,  unsheathing  his  toledo,  ''  that  any 
son,  grandson,  scion,  offshoot,  or  descen- 
dant of  mine  would  ever  swerve  or  decUne 
from  the  point  of  honour,  I  would  in- 
stantly plunge  this  sword  into  my  bowels. 
But  this  is  an  impossibility:  our  souls 
would  perish,  if  not  in  the  conception,  at 
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least  in  the  fulfilment  of  8uch  a  design;  and 
moreover  many  a  time  at  night  has  the 
first  Baron  of  my  race  (since  whom  thirty 
generations  of  doughty  Brains  lived  and  died 
before  their  transmigration,)  many  a  time 
I  say  has  this  individual  reared  his  majestic 
form,  still,  in  its  fantastical  existence^  of 
vast  circumference,  and  whilome  of  prodigi- 
ous ponderosity,  and  each  time  with  a 
mournful  shake  of  the  head,  has  he  taken 
the  pipe  from  his  mouth  and  exclaimed 
in  a  piteous  voice ;  ^  Karl.  Baron  Brain  of 
Gogenheim  Castle, marry,  marry,  marry!"* 

**Aye,  marry  in  Heaven's  name,"  cried 
Joseph,  **  it  would  be  a  pity  were  such  a 
fine  race  to  fail." 

*'  Yes,  I  will  marry,"  said  the  Baron, 
a  smile  of  ineffable  gratification  lighting  up 
his  grim  features.  **  But  I  must  first  find  my 
niece,  that  in  c.ase  my  fond  hopes  should  be 
disappointed,  I  may  settle  upon>her  the  little 
fortune  I  possess.  There  is  one,  also — 
but  —  never  mind.  Let  us  demand  en- 
trance." 

So  saying,  Baron  Brain  commanded  his 
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domestics  to  exert  their  throats  and  their 
whips  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  in- 
mates ;  for  the  civilization  which  consists 
in  possessing  knockers  and  bells  had  made 
but  little  progress  in  Gogenheim  Castle. 
Wolfganger,  the  old  porter,  and  two  or 
three  other  staring  German  servants  pre- 
sently made  their  appearance,  each,  male 
as  well  as  female,  armed  with  a  pipe. 
They  undoubtedly  considered  this  visit  of 
their  master  as  an  intrusion  at  least.  He 
so  rarely  made  his  appearance,  that  they 
looked  upon  the  castle  as  their  own  pro- 
perty. The  Baron,  in  fact,  though  he  en- 
deavoured  to  persuade  his  nose  and  his 
lungs  that  the  atmosphere  in  which  his  great 
ancestors  had  grown  fat  was  by  far  the 
most  agreeable,  found  himself  compelled 
to  pass  but  a  very  short  time  in  it. 
Even  when,  as  we  have  related,  he  bore 
Claude  thither,  he  only  remained  an  hour. 
We  must  therefore  imagine  that  the  pe- 
culiar complacency  with  which  he  seemed 
to  snufF  the  vapours  that  rose  from  a 
huge  dunghill  in  the  courts  was  assumed. 
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Certain  it  is,  he  lost  no  time  in  descending 
from  his  horse,  and  penetrating- with  Jo- 
seph and  Jouhert,  who  forbore  through 
politeness  from  exhibiting  any  signs  of 
disgust,  into  the  gloomy  recesses  of  the 
castle.  An  old  man,  who  acted  the  part 
of  major-domo,  ushered  them  into  a  large, 
cold,  and  comfortless  hall,  where  he  was 
about  to  leave  them ;  when,  in  reply  to 
a  question,  he  was  reluctantly  compelled  to 
state  that  no  fire  had  been  lighted  in  that 
apartment  for  a  whole  year. 

"  The  devil !"  exclaimed  the  Baron. 
**  Then  light  one  instantly.  Throw  on  a 
mountain  of  wood,  and  get  ready  dinner 
instantly.  Slaughter  and  roast  a  whole 
ox,  or  at  least  a  sucking  pig.  Hasten, 
hasten  1  for  never  did  I  bring  such  a 
craving  maw  to  my  ancestral  castle  I  But, 
stay,  I  have  brought  a  leech  with  me. 
How  is  the  young  invalid  ?'* 

"Very  bad  still,"  was  the  reply,  in  a 
sort  of  half  commiserating,  half  triumphant 
tone. 
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"  Sorry  for  it,"  said  the  Baron,  grimly. 
*^  I  will  go  to  him  directly/'  cried  Jou- 

bert. 

''  Do  Bo/'  quoth  his  host,  ^*  Dirk,  lead 
this  scientific  individual  to  the  sick  charn* 
ber." 

The  old  man  retired  at  a  deliberate 
pace  with  the  impatient  Joubert. 

''  You  see,"  said  the  Baron,  turning 
to  Joseph,  who  was  running  his  eye  round 
the  apartment,  and  inwardly  pitying  the 
depraved  taste  of  its  possessor. 

"  I  would  rather,"  he  thought,  "  have 
a  shop  and  a  little  back  room  with  some 
one  I  know,  than  all  this  old  fellow's 
money; — that  is,  if  I  could  make  no  better 
use  of  it." 

'*  You  see,"  said  the  Baron,  "that  I 
have  studied,  as  much  as  possible,  to 
preserve  the  antique  simplicity  of  Gogen- 
heim." 

*'  I  dare  say,"  quoth  Joseph,  **  that  old 
Grogenheim  Castle  was  quite  as  comfortable 
•as  the  new  one." 
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't  You  are  right.  The  unnecessary  lux- 
uries I  reserve  for  my  seat  near  Bordeaux, 
which  in  obedience  to  fashion  X  have  fitted  up 
like  other  people.  This  place  I  have  selected 
for  my  own  most  choice  moments  of  retire- 
ment. And  I  will  tell  you  why.  It  is  all  the 
result  of  a  theory.  No  subject  has  ever  so 
much  occupied  my  attention  as  the  influence 
of  climate  on*  individual  and  national  cha- 
racter ;  and  the  result  of  my  ethnological 
inquiries  has  been  this,  that  the  corporal 
vessel  of  man  take$  all  its  qualities  from 
the  air  he  breathes  and  the  food  he  eats, 
and  that  the  mind  is  always  more  spiritual 
in  proportion  as  the  body  is  more  material. 
A  man  in  perfection  is  like  a  pyramid, 
broad  at  the  basis,  which  is  the  body ; 
sharp  at  summit,  which  is  the  soul.  He 
degenerates  in  proportion  as  he  approaches 
the  figure  of  an  obelisk ;  the  more  feminine 
he  becomes  in  his. frame,  the  more  blunt 
grows  his  understanding.  For  this  reason, 
women  have  generally  mean  intellects.'' 

Alad!  poor  Baron  I    He  did  not  know 
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that  almost  all  great  men  have  had  a  dash 
of  the  woman  in  their  aspect — Napoleon  ^ 
Narcisse  Leroux,  Milton,  Shakspeare — ^but 
we  must  allow  him  to  proceed. 

''  All  nations,  therefore,  that  would  at-* 
tain  to  the  very  highest  pitch  of  perfection, 
should  establish  themselves  upon  a  shaking 
bog,  if  possible.  At  any  rate,  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  stagnant  water  *is  necessary 
to  the  development  of  intellect.  Do  you 
think  the  Thebans  would  ever  have  had 
their  Epatninondas  had  they  not  breathed 
the  air  of  marshes  as  fragrant  as  those 
of  Styx?  Do  you  think  Charon  would 
have  lived  so  many  thousands  of  years 
had  he  floated  his  boat  upon  any  thing 
but  the  common  sewer  of  hell?  Would 
Holland  ever  have  been  a  republic '?  Would 
France  have  failed  to  become  one,  had  not 
one  been  possessed  of  the  thickest,  the 
other  of  the  thinnest  air  in  the  world? 
But  talk  to  me  of  Attica  1  Did  not  Plato 
suck  in  his  philosophy  from  the  quag- 
mires  of  the  Academy;  and  was  there  not  a 
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marsh  at  Marathon  ?  Does  not  the  scholiast 
on  Aristophanes  say  so  ?  Tell  me  that/' 

"  I  cannot/'  replied  Joseph ;  "for  by 
my  faith,  I  do  not  know," 

"  Never  venture  again  then  to  argue  with 
a  man  so  crammed  with  learning  as  myself. 
Xasten  !  From  all  I  have  said,  it  follows  that 
where  water  is  mixed  with  earth  in  such  a 
proportion  as  that  there  shall  be  a  per- 
petual mist  above,  there  alone  is  perpetual 
health  to  be  expected.  There  are  two  prin- 
ciples in  man's  nature — ^heat  and  moisture. 
The  latter  is  the  conservative,  the  former 
the  destructive  principle.  Fire — what  the 
devil  1  hough  !  hough !  hough  1" 

The  explanation  of  this  sudden  fit  of 
coughing  was  as  follows ;  during  the  ex- 
position of  the  Baron's  philosophical  theory, 
the  major-domo  had  returned,  followed  by 
two  servants  loaded  with  wood.  These  the 
grave  functionary  immediately  ordered  to 
make  a  fire,  whilst  he  himself,  leaning 
upon  his  long  black  ivory  headed  cane, 
inspected  their  operations.  After  some 
time,    the   damp    sticks    ignited ;    where- 
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upon,  amidst  a  dreadful  hissing,  long 
tongues  of  flame  began  to  curl  themselves 
through  the  faggots,  the  sap  flowed  co- 
piously from  the  extremities  of  the  billets, 
and  a  thick  column  of  smoke  arose,  half 
of  which  proceeded  on  its  way  np  the 
chimney,  whilst  the  other  half,  cut  off 
from  the  main  body  by  an  enormous  plate 
of  tin,  which  was  stretched  across  the  fire- 
place for  the  express  purpose  of  repelling 
the  vapour,  scattered  itself  through  the 
apartment. 

Joseph,  who  refrained  from  taking  any 
notice  of  this  as  long  as  possible,  wa& 
soon  compelled  to  resort  to  vigorous  mea- 
sures ;  for  first  his  eyes  began  to  water,  and 
then  he  experienced  a  suffocating  feeling, 
as  though  he  were  going  to  give  up  the 
ghost.  Running,  accordingly,  to  the  win- 
dow, he  with  some  difficulty,  threw  it  open 
and  admitted  it  cool  evening  breeze  into 
the  apartment. 

"  Sucre  f^'  exclaimed  the  Baron,  in  a 
furious  tone.  *'  Who  the  devil  has  deter- 
mined to  make  me  catch  my  death  of  cold  ?" 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  191 

He  did  not  perceive  that  the  offender 
was  Joseph,  who,  however,  judging  from 
the  manner  in  which  the  words  were  ut- 
tered, that  what  he  had  done  hy  no  means 
pleased  his  host,  re-closed  the  window  and 
stealing  along  the  wall,  made  his  escape 
into  the  passage.  He  was  soon  joined  by 
the  major-domo  and  his  companions,  who 
informed  him  in  b^Kl  French  that  the  Baron 
refused  to  retire,  vowing  that  the  smoke 
would  dissipate  in  a  moment. 

Conceiving,  however,  that  they  had 
done  their  duty,  these  phlegmatic  people 
retreated  to  the  kitchen,  whilst  Joseph 
paused  to  see  whether  his  host's  prediction 
would  be  accomplished  or  not.  As  the 
door  was  ajar,  he  could  hear  the  Baron 
pacing  swiftly  to  and  fro,  muttering  to 
himself  and  evidently  in  high  dudgeon. 
The  smoke  at  the  same  time  came  rolling 
forth  with  increased  vehemence,  so  thdt 
Joseph  could  scarcely  maintain  his  posi- 
tion. 

"  Ho !   there,  Monsieur  le  Baron  !"  he 
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at  lenglh  cried.     ^^  I  am  afraid  this  smoke 
will  never  give  over." 

"  Never  give  over !  It  is  nearly  gone 
now.  I  begin  to  breathe  qnite  freely. 
Come  in,  child  ;  do  not  be  afraid — hough ! 
hough!  hough  I" 

•*  But  begging  your — hough!  hough! 
hough !  I  can  scarcely  breathe  where  I 
am."  ^ 

At  this  moment,  the  four  French  valets 
made  their  appearance  in  the  passage,  each 
with  a  candle,  groping  their  way  through 
the  almost  opaque  vapour.  By  the  time 
they  reached  the  door,  the  cough  of  the 
Baron  had  deepened  to  a  sepulchral  respi- 
ration. 

"  Holy  Virgin  1"  exclaimed  Pierre,  after 
listening  a  minute  or  so.  ''I  am  much 
mistaken  if  our  master  is  not  gasping  for 
breath.  Ha  1  he  is  choking,  as  sure  as  f 
am  alive.  Run,  Fran9ois,  for  a  pail  of 
water." 

The  Baron,  indeed,  as  we  have  hinted, 
emitted  sounds    which    seemed  to  prove 


k. 


THE   ECCENTRIC    LOYER.  193 

that  the  action  of  his  lungs  was  not  going 
on  with  perfect  regularity.  Pushing  open 
the  door  accordingly,  Joseph  and  three  of 
the  serving  men  rushed  into  the  smoke. 
In  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time,  the 
windows  were  thrown  open,  and  the  master 
of  the  house   was   discovered  lying  in   a 

huge    arm-chair,   his  face   the   colour    of 

« 

chalk,  and  rolling  his  eyes  about  as  though 
he  were  in  convulsions. 

"  My  God  !"  cried  Joseph  ;  "  he  is 
dying !" 

*'  He  is  in  hysterics  I"  cried  Pierre,  who 
instantly  seized  his  beloved  master's  nose, 
and  began  to  tweak  and  to  wring  it  with 
great  perseverance.  Geoffrey  and  Baptiste 
thumped  the  palms  of  his  hands,  whilst 
Joseph  endeavoured  to  ,  loosen  his  neck- 
cloth. But  these  efforts  were  for  a  time 
unavailing.  Suddenly,  Fran9ois  rushed  into 
the  room  armed  with  two  pails  of  water. 
Setting  down  one,  he  scientifically  wielded 
the  other,  and  discharged  it  full  upon  the 
group.    Then   seizing  the  second  vessel, 
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he  sent  it  after  the  first  with  the  rapidity 
of  a  cannon-ball. 

He  who  has  seen  a  revolutionary  as- 
semblage dispersed  by  a  shower  of  rain, 
will  be  enabled  to  form  some  idea  of  the 
aversion  of  the  French,  or  we  may  say  of 
mankind  in  general,  for  the  water  of 
which  the  lord  of  the  castle  was  so 
enthusiastic  a  partizan,  and  to  make  a 
pretty  fair  estimate  of  the  degree  in  which 
the  shower  bath  is  inimical  to  the  consti- 
tution. He  will  also  be  enabled  to  picture 
to  himself  the  shriek  of  dismay  with  which 
the  four  attendants  on  the  victim  of  smoke 
started  back  from  the  arm-chair  to  the 
four  comers  of  the  room.  But  those  only 
who  witnessed  could  possibly  represent  to 
theit  minds  the  vociferations  and  contortions 
of  the  resuscitated  Baron. 

As  when  a  subject  starts  up  under  the 
influence  of  the  galvanic  battery,  so  rose 
he  from  his  seat,  his  hair  on  end,  his  eyes 
starting  from  his  head,  and  his  hands 
grasping  the  air  around  him.     At  the  same 
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time,  a  continual  stream  of  oaths,  execra- 
tions, anathemas,  excommunications  flowed 
from  his  mouth,  until  perfectly  exhausted, 
he  once  more  sank  back  into  his  seat.  His 
eye  now  fell  upon  Fran9ois,  who,  somewhat 
alarmed  at  the  success  of  his  nostrum,  stood 
gazing  at  him,  pail  in  hand,  knees  knocking 
together,  jaws  hanging,  cheeks  blanched. 
The  sight  of  this  Titan-like  valet  subdued 
by  fear  restored  the  Baron's  good  humour, 
and  he  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh,  in  which 
he  was  joined  by  all  present. . 
''  Ha  !  ha  1  ha  !  ha  !  ha  I  ha  !" 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

BBVXBAL   OLD   FBIBKDS   KB- APPEAR. 

When  Joubert,  as  we  have  said,  was 
conducted  by  the  major-domo  from  the 
presence  of  the  Baron  towards  the  sick 
chamber,  he  of  course  had  not  the  least 
idea  to  whom  he  was  about  to  be  intro- 
duced. Yet  the  strange  accounts  he  had 
heard  rendered  him  extremely  curious  to 
see  his  patient.  On  entering  the  spacious 
but  low-roofed  chamber  into  which  the 
major-domo  at  length  ushered  him,  the 
first  object  that  met  his  eye  was  an  an- 
tique bedstead,  by  the  side  of  which,  in 
a  large  arm-chair,  sat  a  boy,  whose  pe- 
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culiar  countenance  he  instantly  recog- 
nized. The  whole  truth  now  flashed  across 
him. 

"  What !"  he  exclaimed  ;  **  is  it  you  Jean- 
Jacques  ;  and  is  this  your  master  ?" 

**  Yes,  Monsieur  Joubert ;  you  are  come 
in  time ;  or  M.  Artaud  would  have  suc- 
cumbed to  the  rascally  treatment  we  have 
received  since  we  have  been  prisoners  in 
this  accursed  place." 

'*  Prisoners  !'* 

"Yes.  prisoners;  for  my  master  was 
kept  here  by  his  fever ;  and  as  for  me,  I 
was  not  suffered  to  go  out,  for  fear  of 
bringing  medical  assistance,  to  which  the 
cursed  denizens  of  this  diabolical  place 
seem  to  have  a  wondrous  antipathy.  How- 
ever, this  morning  even  the  mad-brained 
Baron  became  alarmed,  and  vowed  he 
would  scour  the  country  round  and  col- 
lect a  whole  army  of  surgeons  and  phy- 
sicians. How  he  managed  to  stumble 
upon  you,  I  cannot  tell." 

Meanwhile,  Joubert  had  approached  the 
bed,  and  was  feeling  Claude's  pulse.    The 
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young  man  was  asleep,  and  his  slumber 
was  tranquil. 

'^  Nature/'  at  length  said  the  good  old 
man,  *^  has  triumphed.  Tl^ere  is  no  ne- 
cessity for  alarm.  The  crisis  of  the  dis- 
order has  passed.  But  we  must  give  him 
strength." 

"  Now  I  know,"  cried  the  boy,  who 
was  fond  of  hearing  his  own  voice,  '^  that 
you  are  no  quack.  Had  you  been  so,  you 
would  have  exaggerated  the  danger,  in 
order  to  enhance  the  merit  of  a  cure." 

"  Grood,"  said  Joubert,  smiling  bene- 
volently.  "You  are  right.  That  is  too 
much  the  habit.  But  whilst  M.  Artaud 
is  asleep,  relate  to  me,  if  you  please,  the 
circumstances  which  brought  you  hither." 

Jean-Jacques  did  so  accordingly.  He 
represented  the  treatment  he  had  met  with 
at  Gogenheim  Castle  as  most  barbarous, 
declaring  that  the  rations  which  had  been 
served  out  to  him  were  so  detestable  as 
to  make  him  hate  the  sight  of  food,  and 
withal  so  scanty  as  to  reduce  him  nearly 
to  the  brink  of  starvation. 
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*'  When  I  remonstrated  against  such 
treatment,"  he  said,  "  I  was  told  that 
since  my  master  was  kept  on  weak  food,  I 
ought  also  to  be  so.  They  have  cured  him, 
it  seems,  of  his  fever  by  starvation,  and 
nearly  made  a  ghost  of  me." 

"  Cheer  up, -youth,"  cried  Joubert.  *'  I 
will  intercede  for  you,  and  represent  that 
your  delicate  state  of  health  requires  more 
abundant  food." 

**  I  shall  be  eternally  grateful,"  ex- 
claimed the  boy ;  **  but  say  something  at 
the  same  time  about  the  cookery — it  is 
horrible.  Talk  about  indigestion  and 
nightmare,  quote  Latin,  and  so  forth,  and 
you  will  frighten  them  into  Christian  con- 
duct" 

Having  promised  what  was  required, 
Joubert  requested  the  immoveable  major- 
domo  to  ponduct  him  back  to  the  Baron. 
By  the  time  he  arrived,  matters  were  satis- 
factorily arranged. 

Joseph  no  sooner  heard  who  was  in 
the   castle   than    he    vowed,    although    a 
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smoking  dinner  was  now  placed  upon  the 
board,  that  he  could  not  swallow  a  morsel 
until  he  had  seen  his  friend.  He  was  ac- 
cordingly allowed  to  proceed  to  the  sick- 
chamber.  By  the  time  he  had  reached  it, 
Claude  was  awake.  A  gleam  of  intense 
delight  shot  athwart  his  face  on  seeing  the 
honest  visage  of  Joseph  gazing  in  between 
the  curtains.  He  half  raised  himself,  and 
held  out  his  hand. 

*•  Is  it  you  ?"  he  cried.  "  You  have 
found  me  then  at  last.  I  am  not  quite 
forgotten.  Have  you — have  you  heard 
anything  ?" 

"  Nothing,"  was  the  blunt  reply. 

Claude  fell  back  upon  his  pillow. 

"  But,"  continued  Joseph, "  there  is  every 
hope,  there  is  every  chance,  every  likelihood. 
I  have  no  doubt  we  shall  find  Agnes  before 
long.  That  rascal  d'H^ricourt  is  still  in  Paris, 
and  though  Narcisse  has  slunk  away  with 
his  tail  between  his  legs,  it  will  be  very 
astonishing  if  we  are  not  successful,  after 
all.'* 
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The  young  man  understood  by  this,  that 
nothing  whatever  had  been  done,  nothing 
discovered  during  his  sickness. 

**  I  shall  soon  be  well  again/'  he  said, 
"  and  strong  enough  to  resume  my  exer- 
tibns.  How  strange  that  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  all  my  energies  were  required,  I 
should  be  prostrate  like  a  child  1 1  have  just 
been  dreaming  of  her,  Joseph ;  she  was 
pale,  but  there  was  a  smile  upon  her  lip  ; 
that  was  a  good  omen  was  it  not  Joseph  ?" 

**  Oh  yes  !  there  is  no  doubt  you  will  be 
very  happy  before  long.  Joubert  is  here, 
and  heUl  cure  you  in  a  trice — " 

'*  As  soon  as  I  can,"  cried  the  old  gen- 
tleman, who,  judging  from  Joseph's  long 
delay  that  Claude  was  awake,  had  stolen 
up  in  spite  of  the  grimaces  of  the  Baron 
who  was  too  polite  to  begin  his  meal  without 
him.  ''  I  will  exert  all  the  art  of  Esculapius 
and  Hippocrates,  and  set  you  on  your  legs, 
my  dear  young  friend,  not  in  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye,  but  in  a  couple  of  days,'* 

"  Ha  1  Joubert,  how  glad  am  I  to  see 
you ;  I  am  almost  happy  now.     But  you 
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have  not  told  me  how  Madame  de  Chas- 
sereau  and  Felicity  are,  Joseph/' 

**  I  hope  F^hcite  is  very  ill/'  cried  Jo- 
seph ;  ''  I  don't  mean  exactly  that  neither  ; 
hut  I  know  she  can't  be  very  happy  when 
we  are  all  away.  Madame  de  Chassereau, 
poor  thing,  is  fretting  her  life  away  ;  but 
when  we  bring  her  back  her  daughter  she 
will  plump  out  in  no  time,  depend  upon  it." 

''  Gentlemen,"  said  the  hoarse  voice  of 
the  Baron  ;  '*  if  you  do  not  come  down  I 
shall  dine  without  you." 

"  By  Heavens,"  cried  Joseph,  "  horses 
shall  not  tear  me  away  from  Claude's  bed 
until  he  is  well;  I  shall  eat,  drink,  and 
sleep  here,  or  1  am  no  christian." 

**  But  the  contemplation  of  disease,"  be- 
gan the  Baron. 

'*  Nonsense,  I  shall  have  a  most  fright- 
ful appetite  when  near  him,  and  I  shall 
sleep  lik^  a  top,  day  and  night  in  fact ;  but 
if  I  were  away  I  should  starve,  and  never 
close  an  eye." 

Meanwhile  Joubert,  from  a  little  store 
which  he  always,  when  travelling,  carried 
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with  him,  had,  concocted  a  draught  for 
Claude.  He  now  gave  it  to  him,  and  consent- 
ed to  accompany  the  Baron  to  the  banquet- 
ting  hail,  whilst  Joseph  obstinately  persist- 
ed in  refusing  to  quit  the  bed-side  of  his 
sick  friend. 

We  shall  not  record  the  conversation 
that  passed  ;  it  dealt  chiefly  in  alternate 
expressions  .  of  hope  and  despondency  ; 
Joseph  endeavouring  by  all  means  to  keep 
up  the  spirits  of  his  friend,  whilst  he  on 
the  contrary  seemed  to  become  every  mo- 
ment more  gloomy.  As  the  evening 
advanced,  indeed,  the  excitement  of  his 
mind  worked  upon  his  body,  and  he  be- 
came worse ;  even  Joubert  shook  his  head  -, 
the  young  man  now  insisted  on  writing  a 
letter  to  Madame  de  Ghassereau  acquainting 
her  with  his  state.  He  did  not  say  what 
he  wished  to  be  understood ;  "  But,"  he 
thought,  **  her  heart  will  interpret  my 
words." 

Jean-Jacques  was  despatched  accordingly 
with  a  letter  written  by  the  young  man's 
trembling  hand*  He  was  requested  to  hasten 
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over  the  country  to  the  Paris  high  road,  and 
catch  the  diligence  if  possible  ;  he  set  out 
with  the  utmost  willingness,  having  made  an 
enormous,  we  may  say  an  unreasonable  din- 
ner. Ere,  however,  he  had  advanced  two 
miles,  a  violent  shower  of  rain  came  on 
which  compelled  him  to  seek  for  shelter  in  a 
small,  lonely,  road-side  inn  ;  the  master  of 
the  house  with  his  wife  were  just  about  to 
retire  to  bed,  when  he  knocked  at  the  door. 

**  Ha  I"  cried  the  former,  "  you  are  the 
first  traveller,  my  lad,  upon  whom  we  have 
exercised  our  hospitality  to-day ;  on  this 
road  we  are  often  compelled  to  go  to  bed 
without  having  performed  any  good  work. 
Come  into  the  kitchen,  you  are  wet,  and 
there  is  yet  a  fire." 

Ere  Jean  could  reply  to  these  civilities, 
the  door  was  thrust  open,  and  a  tall  man, 
who  stooped  to  enter,  made  his  appearance. 

**  Parbleu  /"  exclaimed  he,  **  if  there  is 
a  fire  let  me  see  it ;  the  Heavens  have  shed 
a  most  plentiful  dew  to-night ;  and  cold, 
hunger,  thirst,  and  weariness  are  the  sen- 
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dations  to  which  I  am  at  present  subject ; 
one  of  my  antipathies  also  is  delay." 

"  As  you  say,  M.  Narcisse,"  observed 
Jean,  who  recognized  his  voice. 

**^Good  Heavens,  Jean! — my  heart  told 
me  it  was  thee  ! — Let  me  clasp  thee  to  my 
bosom !" 

Between  each  of  these  exclamations 
there  was  an  impressive  pause.  During 
the  first  Leroux  seized  the  boy  by  the 
collar,  and  led  him  down  the  passage  to 
the  kitchen  illuminated  by  a  blazing  fire ; 
during  the  second  he  held  him  at  arm's 
length,  and  attentively  perused  his  fea- 
tures ;  during  the  third  he  slowly  sunk 
,  upon  his  knees,  and  then  perceiving  that 
Jean  divined  his  intention,  and  was  about 
to  elude  his  grasp,  he  rapidly  pronounced 
the  concluding  words  and  throwing  his 
arms  about  his  neck  pressed  him  to  his 
chest ;  it  was  probably  a  similar  sight  that 
caused  La  Menais  to  exclaim : 

**  J'ai  vu  des  jeunes  hommes  qui  s'^trei- 
gnaient  poitrine  contre  poitrine   et  sem- 
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blaient  de  deux  ames  ne  vouloir  faire  qu'une 
seule  ame,  &c.'' 

This  exhibition  of  affection  over,  Nar- 
cisse  started  to  his  feet  and  ordered  a  bot- 
tle of  wine ;  then  looking  at  the  fire  he 
uttered  a  dissatisfied  humph ;  and  seizing 
an  armful  of  short  faggot-wood  that  was 
piled  in  a  comer,  threw  it  upon  the  flames 
before  the  host  could  arrest  his  arm. 

"  Do  not  disturb  yourself/'  remarked  the 
free  and  easy  guest,  "  I  espy  plenty  of  fuel, 
we  shall  not  be  compelled  to  bum  the 
door,  even  if  we  sit  the  night  out." 

"  But,"  exclaimed  the  owner  of  the 
house,  '^  wood  is  dear  this  season." 

'*  Morhleu  so  much  the  better,"  was  the 
reply,  '*  my  estate  is  a  forest ;  at  least  I 
once  deHved  a  considerable  portion  of  my 
revenue  from  one.  A  road  passes  through 
it,  and  you  know  that  offers  conveniences 
for  transportation,  does  it  not,  eh  ?" 

'^  If  Monsieur  will  pay,  it  is  all  one  to 
me. 

**  Never  fear,  I  give  as  freely  as  I  take. 
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So  now,  old  gentleman,  pray  decamp.  I  and 
my  friend  have  some  private  communica- 
tions to  make,  and  we  can  dispense  with 
your  company.  We  have  already,  as  you 
ought  to  observe  with  gratitude,  allowed 
your  wife  to  retreat.  We  wish  you  a  very 
good  night,  I  say." 

With  these  words  Narcisse  bowed  the 
host  out  of  the  room  ;  and  remained  at  the 
bottom  of  the  stairs  until  he  heard  the  door 
of  his  sleeping  apartment  locked,  bolted, 
and  moreover  well  barricaded  by  some 
heavy  article  of  furniture  which  was  thrust 
against  it. 

''  That  individual,"  said  the  transcen- 
dentalist  pointing  over  his  shoulder  with  his 
thumb,  '^  entertains  some  doubt  as  to  our 
respectability.  I  am  afraid,  my  boy,  that  my 
character  will  be  destroyed  by  consorting 
with  you.  Believe  me,  you  do  look  so  con- 
foundedly roguish ;  and  on  second  thoughts, 
I  really  think  I  ought  not  to  have  exhibited 
so  much  familiarity." 

''  Appearances  are  sometimes  deceitful," 
replied  Jean  ;  '^  but  I  think  our  host  has 
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more  discernment;    he    can   see  through 
you." 

^^  I  am  as  transparent  as  glass  ;  the  heart 
of  an  ingenious  youth  is  easily  probed.  But 
come,  let  us  make  ourselves  comfortable." 

The  two  friends  now  placed  themselves 
one  on  each  side  of  the  fire,  drew  forward 
a  small  table  on  which  was  the  wine,  placed 
by  the  hostess,  in  obedience  to  an  order 
from  Jean,  on  the  table,  and  seemed  dis- 
posed to  pass  a  merry  night.  Suddenly 
assuming  a  grave  aspect,  Narcisse  set  down 
a  glass  which  he  had  just  emptied,  and 
fixing  his  eyes  upon  the  boy,  said  : 

**  In  whose  service  are  you  at  present  ?" 

"InthatofM.  Artaud." 

"  Indeed !  and  pray,  young  man,  how 
comes  it  to  pass  that  I  have  never  heard 
from  you  ?  How  happens  it  that  our  agree- 
ment was  forgotten?  What  can  be  the 
reason  ?'* 

"  Hark  ye,  old  chap,**  replied  Jean 
pushing  a  half-burnt  billet  further  into  the 
fire  with  his  foot,  "  it  is  very  true  that  you 
made  me  promise  to  deceive  M.  Artaud,  to 
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thwart  him  in  all  his  attempts  at  discover- 
ing whither  Mademoiselle  de  Chassereau 
had  been  carried,  hut  make  inquiries  myself 
and  let  you  know  the  result." 

''Your  memory  is  extraordinarily  cor- 
rect, charming  youth,"  exclaimed  Narcisse 
filling  up  his  glass  with  his  left  hand,  whilst 
he  thrust  the  thumb  of  his  right  into  the 
arm  hole  of  his  waistcoat ;  ''  but  go  on, 
these  reminiscences  are  deUghtful/' 

"  I  half  promised  to  do  as  you  wished." 

*  *  Leave  out  superfluous  words — you  pro- 
mised." 

"At  any  rate  I  have  now  changed  my 
mind  :  I  will  neither  be  a  rogue  nor  a 
rogue's  servant.  M.  Artaud  has  not  only 
treated  me  kindly,  but  has  trusted  me ;  and 
I  will  see  you  hanged  like  a  dog  before  I 
will-  betray  him." 

"Education,"  observed  Narcisse  in  reply, 
**  is  not  the  all-powerful  engine  I  imagined. 
I  see  that  truth  must  be  discharged  with 
something  more  than  the  force  of  a  cata- 
pult, to  penetrate  thy  obtuse  skull.  Miser- 
able   and  misguided  being,"    roared    the 
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trangcendentalist,  ''  will  you  still  wallow 
in  the  unclean  ditch,  slough,  quagmire, 
bog,  marsh,  morass,  of  ignorance?  How 
many  syllogisms  more  -must  I  construct  ere 
I  drive  that  fatal  theory  of  gratitude  from 
your  head  ?  I  tell  you  all  such  passions  are 
incompatible  with  the  pure,  the  divine, 
the  ecstatic  system  of  morality,  which  I 
endeavour  to  inculcate.  Must  each  man  still 
persevering]  y  persist  in  disturbing  his  own 
seraphic  visions  of  enjoyment,  by  imagining 
that  he  is  discussing  a  meal  for  which  he 
hath  not  paid  ?  The  feelings  of  debtor  and 
creditor  were  never  those  of  friendis,  afnd 
the  only  payment  for  gratification  received, 
the  only  proper  payment  I  say,  is  con-^ 
tinuation  of  reception.  In  other  words  no 
man  is  obliged  to  return  tit  for  tat,  much 
less  is  he  bound  to  wish  one  friend  hanged 
because  another  has  done  something  for 
him !" 

This  sublime  series  of  propositions  pro* 
duced  no  effect  upon  Jean,  who  having 
expressed  his  determination  seemed  per- 
fectly satisfied  with  what  he  had  said  and 
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done,  and  continued  to  help  himself  to  the 
wine.  Having  waited  a  reasonable  time  for 
a  reply,  Narcisse  continued  : 

"  It  was  my  intention,  on  our  first  en- 
counter, to  convince  myself  of  the  physical 
as  well  as  the  metaphysical  induration  of 
your  cranium  ;  but  as  events  have  turned 
out  I  refrain.  With  what  success  have 
your  travels  been  attended  ?" 

In  reply  to  this,  Jean  related  all  that  had 
happened,  but  carefully  concealed  the  name 
and  location  of  the  Baron's  castle," 

"  Humph  I"  said  Narcisse,  "  Gogenheim 
has  then  more  inms^tes  than  I  knew  of." 

''^  And  do  you  ?"— 

"  Oh  fie  !"  replied  Narcisse,  "  thei 
insinuation  shocks  me ;  really  you  are  too 
much  for  my  nerves." 

"  But,"  inquired  Jean-Jacques,  "  will 
you  tell  me  one  thing,  Narcisse  ?  why  do 
you  persecute  that  girl — Mademoiselle  de 
Chassereau  I  mean — ^in  the  way  you  do  ? 
From  the  first  moment  you  saw  her  at  the 
theatre,  all  your  efforts  seem  to  have  been 
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directed  against  her  happiness.  She  is  poor 
—what  is  to  be  gained  from  her?" 

"  Boy,"  answered  the  other,  "  the  little 
morsel  of  a  heart  which  beats  within  thy 
diminutive  breast,  and  the  small  quantity 
of  brains  contained  in  thy  skull,  render  thee 
utterly  incapable  of  comprehending  the 
thoughts  and  the  passions  which  govern  my 
being,  and  direct  my  motives  and  operations; 
there  is  that  within  this  bosom  which  irresis- 
tibly compels  me  to  love ;  and  such  being  the 
case,  what  more  natural,  what  more  conso- 
nant to  reason  ? — ^but  as  I  was  saying,  thy 
passions  being  to  mine,  as  the  rivulet  to 
the  ocean,  the  comprehension  of  me  is 
beyond  thy  grasp.  To  let  that  pass,  however, 
what  say  you  to  quitting  your  present  ser- 
vice and  returning  to  mine?  You  look 
confoundedly  thin.^' 

"That,"  said  the  boy,  "is  because  I 
neither  eat  so  regularly,  nor  rest  so  much, 
nor  lie  so  soft  as  when  I  was  with  you." 

"  Your  reasoning  is  admirable,"  quoth 
Narcisse.  "  In  one  word,  you  are  sick  of 
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M.  Artaud,  and  wish  again  to  enlist  under 
my  banner." 

'*  No/'  said  the  boy  firmly,  "  I  have  a 
mind  now  in  reality  to  be  honest ;  for  in 
fact''— 

"  I  hope,  my  lad,"  interrupted  the  tran- 
scendental philosopher  in  an  affectionate 
tone  of  voice,  "  I  hope,  my  lad,  thou  art  not 
so  unprincipled ;  believe  me,  he  who  has  once 
been  a  wise  man,  can  never  become  a  fool. 
What,  thou !  the  very  genius  of  abstraction ! 
the  very  living  contradiction  of  those  who 
deny  this  power  to  the  human  mind !  thou  I 
Jean  1  Jean- Jacques  !  what,  imitate  thy 
namesake,  and  whine  through  a  whole 
life  for  one  heroic  act  of  stoicism  !  Im^ 
possible  !  Oh,  my  darling  —  oh,  little 
abridgement  of  a  man !  withdraw  not  thy 
hand  from  the  plough.  Reflect,  I  beseech 
thee,  there  will  come  a  time — if  thou  art 
not  cut  short,  and  the  guillotine  has  but 
little  to  do — there  will  come,  I  say,  a  time 
when  silvery  hairs  will  deck  thy  brows, 
and  when  probably  thou  wilt  have  nothing 
remaining  to  shade  them  but  the  laurels  thou 
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hast  earned.  What  will  be  your  feelings  when 
the  agonizing  consciousness  presents  itself, 
that  thou  hast  spurned  the  gifts  the  gods 
provided  thee,  when —  ?" 

*'  Pass  the  bottle,  if  you  please,"  said 
the  boy.     **  I  shall  not  go  with  you." 

**  Then,"  answered  Leroux,  with  a  me- 
lancholy shake  of  the  head,  '^  I  am  afiraid 
there  is  but  one  course  for  you  to  pursue — 
to  remain  behind.  But  I  must  repeat,  that 
I  am  sorry  for  you.  I  had  hoped  better 
things.  I  fondly  expected  —  but,  alasl 
alas!  all  my  tender  projects  are  frus- 
trated !" 

The  speaker  here  became  so  affected, 
that  he  was  compelled  to  apply  his  hand- 
kerchief to  his  eyes.  When  his  emotion 
had  somewhat  subsided,  he  pulled  out 
his  watch,  and  announced  that  he  must 
very  shortly  depart. 

*•  Before  you  go,"  quoth  Jean,  "I  should 
like  to  know  what  particular  business  de- 
tains you  in  this  part  of  the  country." 

Narcisse  twirled  his  moustachio,  and 
replied :— 
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**  I  have  been  advised,  by  my  medical 
man,  to  take  the  air  for  the  benefit  of 
my  health.  It  is  feared,  perhaps  with  too 
mnch  reason,  that  I  am  sinking  into  a 
decline.*' 

As  he  stretched  open  his  huge  chest 
whilst  uttering  these  words,  the  extrava- 
gance of  the  idea  so  tickled  Leroux's  own 
fancy,  that  the  rafters  shook  again  with 
his  deep  and  scoffing  laugh.  When  he 
had  sufficiently  indulged  his  merriment,  he 
arose,  and  magnanimously  drawing  forth  a 
louis  d'or,  threw  it  upon  the  table. 

**  There,"  said  he,  "  pay  mine,  host  out 
of  that.  And,  now,  to  soar  far  above  all 
the  material  concerns  of  this  universe, 
— give  me  thy  hand.  Let  me  warmly  press 
it,  and  for  a  moment  allow  my  soul  to 
throw  itself  into  a  posture  of  enjoyment, 
and  taste  of  the  intellectual  bliss  afforded 
by  the  communing  of  friends.  Time,  how- 
ever, hurries  on. 

Ah  !  par  piti^,  lui  dit  ma  belle, 
Vieillard,  ^pargnez  nos  amours. 

But  he  will  not  listen,  and  I  must  away." 
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So  sajriogi  Narcisse  Leroux,  who  had 
arisen,  advanced  towards  the  door,  which 
he  dexterously  unbarred,  and  looking  forth, 
beheld  that  the  storm  had  given  over,  and 
that,  though  covered  with  pools,  the  road 
was  lighted  up  by  a  brilliant  moon. 

**  Cest  bonT  quoth  the  sentimental 
rogue  ;  and  after  another  affectionate  fare- 
well, he  stepped  into  the  open  air,  and 
brandishing  his  cudgel,  strode  along  the 
middle  of  the  highway,  chaunting  with  his 
sonorous  voice  the  first  lines  of  his  poetical 
chef-d'ceuvriB 

Love,  love  is  my  link  boy  and  marriage  my  goal ! 

Jean  now  retired  and  fastened  the  door. 
Next  morning,  early,  he  was  on  his  way 
to  Paris. 


THE   BCCENTRIG   LOVER.  217 


CHAPTER  XII. 

PLOTS    AND    COUNTER-PLOTS. 

Whilst  Jean-Jacques  was  thus  perform- 
ing his  errand,  all  was  movement  at  60- 
genhe^m  castle.  Valets,  French  and 
German,  worked  the  whole  night,  and  we 
must  not  therefore  be  surprized  at  beholding 
the  Baron  and  Joubert  sitting  down  next 
morning  to  a  comfortable  breakfast,  whilst 
the  four  privileged  domestics,  according  to 
the  fashion  of  the  old  feudal  times,  occupied 
the  lower  end  of  the  table.  Joseph  was  still 
with  Claude,  keeping  manfully  to  his  resolu- 
tion, and  endeavouring,  by  all  the  means  in 

VOL.  III.  L 
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mutton.     As  it  is,  speak ;   what  wouldst 
thou  have  ?" 

*' Can  you  ask  me?  Does  not  your 
heart  inform  you  ?  Why  am  I  here  ?  Oh, 
my  father!  what  but  affection  can  be  the 
loadstone  which  attracts  me  to  this  place  ? 
When  I  heard  that  once  more  you  had 
deigned  to  enlighten  this  neighbourhood 
with  your  presence,  that  instant  I  flew 
to  meet  you.  Oh !  my  venerable  bene- 
factor, do  not  avert  your  eyes  from  me. 
Although  for  two  years  and  mor^  you  have 
withdrawn  both  your  affections  and  my 
annuity,  yet  vouchsafe  at  length  to  restore 
to  me  at  least  one  of  the  two.  I  care  not 
which.  Everything  proceeding  from  you 
will  be  equally  welcome.  Do  not,  I  be- 
seech you,  spurn  me !  Do  not,  oh !  do 
not  drive  me  to  despair !" 

Narcisse,  at  the  conclusion  of  this 
speech,  hid  his  face  in  his  handkerchief, 
and  his  frame  was  shaken  by  some  strong 
emotion ;  muffled  sounds  occasionally  es- 
caped, and  his  neck  became  purple.  The 
Baron  could  hold  no  longer. 


L 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  221 

*'  I  forgive  thee,"  he  exclaimed,  screw- 
ing up  his  eyes  to  keep  in  the  tears.  **  We 
must  forget  all  that  has  passed.  Sit  down. 
Let  tbe  gentleman  be  served." 

Narcisse  accordingly  took  the  smallest 
chair  in  the  room,  deposited  himself  gingerly 
on  one  corner  of  it,  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon 
Joubert  with  an  air  that  showed  there  was  a 
volcano  of  merriment  struggUng  up  through 
the  thin  coat  of  gravity.  Bright  corus- 
cating lights  seemed  to  play  about  the 
corners  of  his  mouth  and  in  his  eyes ;  and, 
as  if  by  sympathy,  a  glow  overspread  the 
features  of  Joubert  like  that  which  rises 
from  the  crater  of  iEtna,  and  paints  the 
black  face  of  the  cloud  that  alone  can  peer 
into  the  abyss  of  fire.  The  eruption,  how- 
ever, was  for  a  time  delayed,  and  the  sen- 
timental rogue  at  length  recovered  sufficient 
command  over  himself  to  observe  in  a 
modest  tone : 

"  Allow  me  to  inquire  of  my  respected 
parent  what  has  befallen  him  since  we  last 
met." 

"  I  shall  not  tell  a  word,"  replied  the 
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Baron,  in  a  tone  of  voice  in  which  asperity 
again  struggled  with  politeness. 

Narcisse  bowed. 

"  May  I  then,"  continued  he,  '^  relate 
to  my  dear  friend  Joubert,  the  event  which 
conferred  upon  me  the  inestimable  advan- 
tage of  your  acquaintance  ?"   . 

"  No,  d — n  it !"  said  the  Baron,  but 
with  a  different  accent. 

"  I  must — I  must ;  my  gratitude  impe- 
ratively requires  it.  Joubert,  my  love,  Us- 
ten.     Nearly  ten  years  ago — " 

"  I  am  very  sorry,"  interrupted  the  in- 
dividual addressed,  ^*  but  I  cannot  attend 
to  your  story  now.  I  have  a  sick  friend 
to  wait  upon." 

**  I  understand — M.  Artaud." 

"  You  know  he  is  here  ?" 

"  There  is  no  doubt  of  that.  M.  Jou- 
bert, a  word  aside  with  you." 

Narcisse  drew  him  a  little  apart  from 
the  table,  and  stooping  down,  whispered : 

*'  You  do  right  not  to  speak  of  our 
private  affairs  before  this  old  ruffian.  He 
is  in  league  with  the  enemy.     But  I  shall 
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defeat  them.  Remember  this.  Keep  the 
de  Chassereaus  from  coming  in  contact 
with  him.  He  is  mad.  They  have  of- 
fended him,  and  he  will  murder  them  all 
if  he  meet  them.  I  have  come  here  ex- 
pressly for  the  purpose  of  acquainting  you 
that  I  have  discovered  that  Mademoiselle 
Agnes  was  never  taken  from  Paris,.  She 
is  now  actually  in  the  power  of  d*Heri- 
court.'^ 

"  Good  God !  You  don't  say  so  ?'* 
"  But  I  do.  Say  liothing  at  present  to 
M.  Artaud.  Say  nothing  to  a  human 
soul.  But  as  soon  as  he  is  recovered, 
let  him  hasten  back  to  Paris,  and  by  that 
time  I  will  send  him  information  which 
will  give  him  a  clue  to  the  whole  afliiir. 
Alas  !  however,  who  knows  now  whether 
it  is  wise  in  him  to  persecute  his  search  ? 
It  seems  strange  that  a  young  lady  should 
be  kept  a  prisoner  in  Paris  with  such  per- 
fect success.  But  the  mysteries  of  the 
female  heart  are  unfathomable." 

Joubert    thought     that    the     mysteries 
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of  Leroux's  heart  were  not  so.     He  had 
long  doubted  this  individual's  candour ;  he 
now    saw    through    him  completely,  and 
guessed  that  he  had  some  sinister  purpose 
to  senre  in  taking  them  away  from  that 
part  of  the  country.    He  therefore  came  to 
the  Machiavellian  determination  of  watch- 
ing his  movements.     Pretending  to  retire, 
he  passed  from  the  ante-chamber  through 
a  Uttle  door  into  a  balcony,  and  became 
witness  of  what  the  Baron  called  his  tHe-a" 
tite  with  Narcisse.     This  gentleman  un- 
derstood the  matter  differently,  and  after 
a  few  general  observations,  observed : 

**  I  would  have  a  few  words  in  strict 
privacy  with  you.  Monsieur  le  Baron.'' 

"  Basebom,  retire  !*'  cried  the  lord  of 
Gogenheim,  and  the  four  valets  in- 
stantly started  to  their  feet,  and  ranged 
themselves  in  front  of  their  master.  Having 
bowed  three  times,  they  faced  towards 
the  door,  and  then,  with  long  strides, 
retreated  in  Indian  file,  Pierre  moving  last, 
and  pressing   somewhat    indecorously   on 
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Baptiste's  heels,  as  if  accustomed  to  a  parting 
salutation,  which  this  time,  however,  was 
not  bestowed  upon  him. 

"  Well,  Monsieur  ?"  said  the  Balron, 
when  they  were  alone,  turning  one  ear 
towards  his  guest. 

"  Hem  !*'  was  the  reply. 

"  Did  you  speak?"  inquired  Baron 
Brain. 

"  No ;  but  I  am  about  to.  Honoured 
Sir,  I  should  begin  with  a  heavy  heart 
if  I  failed  in  my  proem  to  express  the 
excessive  reverence  I  have  for  your  cha- 
racter, my  sympathy  for  your  misfortunes, 
my  participation  in  your  sorrows  and  your 
hopes — *' 

"  I  have  none." 

"  Do  not  say  so !"  exclaimed  Narcisse, 
who  had  already  brought  his  host  upon  the 
ground  he  desired.  **  Whilst  there  is  life 
there  is  hope.  And  for  one  endowed  with 
youth  and  beauty  to  despair  1  Fie  !  But  do 
you  still  remain  firm  in  your  former  inten- 
tions ?     If  you  do  discover  your  niece  will 

L  3 


226  THE    ECCBNTRIC    LOVER. 

you  abandon  your  roving  life,  and  settle 
upon  her  your  fortune  ?" 

*'  I  will,  afte^  I  have  murdered  her  hus- 
band." 

"  And  if  she  has  children  ?'* 

"  By  that  peasant  r' 

"  Aye.*' 

'*  I  will  do  as  I  have  always  told  you  I 
would.  If  girls,  send  them  to  a  nunnery  ; 
if  boys,  despatch  them  to  the  foundling 
hospital." 

"  Ah !  but  you  forget,  that  unless  human 
nature  has  changed,  her  offspring  will  not 
•be  babes,  but  men  and  women." 

"  Eh  ?"  ejaculated  the  Baron,  his  under 
jaw  dropping,  and  his  eyes  glistening  as 
he  looked  at  the  speaker  with  an  air  of 
astonishment. 

He  had  never  made  any  definite  calcu- 
lation of  the  flight  of  time  since  the  dis- 
appearance of  his  Hiece  until  then.  Twenty 
years  of  his  life  had  he  spent  in  the  vain 
search.  He  looked  at  his  withered  limbs, 
his  meagre  hands,  and  at  length  muttered : 

''  I  was  in  the  flower  of  my  age  then." 
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.  Men  grow  old  without  knowing  it.  From 
childhood  to  manhood  they  live  in  the 
time  to  come,  and  when  manhood  is  past, 
they  still  continue  to  live  in  it  by  ima- 
gination until  they  are  awakened  to  the 
truth.  Perhaps,  Karl  Baron  Brain,  Lord 
of  Gogenheim  Castle,  never  until  that  mo- 
ment confessed  to  himself  that  he  was 
an  old  man.  The  consciousness  of  this 
fact,  however,  was  soon  effaced  from  his 
mind  by  the  following  remark  of  Narcisse  : 
"  So  are  you  now.  You  have  as  yet  filled 
but  one  purpose  of  existence  :  you  have  yet 
to  enter  upon  the  second  sphere  of  life  ;  you 
have  yet,  in  one  word,  to  become  the 
father  of  a  family.  Methinks  I  see  you 
now,  dandling  your  first-born  upon  your 
knee ;  methinks  I  see  the  circle  grow ; 
methinks  I  see  Madame  at  her  loom  in  yon 
corner;  two  little  urchins  each  catching 
hold  of  the  extremity  of  a  moustache,  and 
dragging  their  smiling  papa,  one  one  way, 
the  other  another ;  an  angelic  babe  perched 
upon  his  shoulder,/  and  emitting  from  the 
enchanting  pipe  of  infancy  the  most  me- 
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lodious  notes ;  two  bigger  boys  tugging 
at  the  paternal  props  ;  whilst  in  the  win- 
dow, a  girl,  gracefal  as  a  lily,  is  listening 
to  the  tender  tales  which  one,  Narcisse  Le- 
roux,  is  pouring  into  her  ear/' 

"No,  no;  my  good  fellow,  you  shall 
have  nothing  to  say  to  a  daughter  of  mine. 
None  but  Grerman  blood  must  mingle  with 
that  of  the  Brains." 

"  But  supposing  your  long  lost  niece 
had  a  daughter;  supposing  that  daughter 
were  perfect  in  every  sense  of  the  word, 
and  supposing  that  same  Narcisse  were  to 
win  her  heart — what  then  ?" 

**  I  would  disinherit  her,"  coolly  replied 
the  Baron,  **  for  presuming  to  fix  her  af- 
fections on  any  one  who  had  not  previously 
obtained  my  sanction.  Besides,  Monsieur 
Leroux,  although  I  have  honoured  you  with 
my  friendship  you  have  confessed  yourself 
to  be  a  baker's  son." 

'^  I  was  a  stupid  fool,"  muttered  Nar- 
cisse. "  Rest  content,"  he  continued  aloud. 
**  I  have  made  a  vow  of  celibacy.  But 
supposing    this   same    daughter    of   your 
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niece,  whom  we  have  made  a  mother  of 
by  hypothesis,  were,  unknown  to  you,  to 
unite  her  fortunes  with  those  of  some  scion 
of  the  antique  nobility  of  these  reahns  ?" 

**  Why  then,"  quoth  the  Baron,  with 
glistening  eyes,  *'  I  would  perhaps  myself 
abstain  from  connubial  felicity,  and  erect 
the  hopes  of  my  family  upon  her.** 

**  Ah!  would  I  were  the  bearer  of  such 
good  news  !" 

*'  For  your  sake,  I  would  it  were  so," 
said  the  Baron.  '*  It  would  be  the  making 
of  you.  Why,  the  devil!  I  would  give 
4ialf  my  soul  to  find  that  my  spirit  had 
revived  in  my  grand-niece." 

^'  But  perhaps  she  may  have  imbibed 
her  mother's  prejudices,"  suggested  Le- 
roux.  *'  For  my  part,  if  such  were  the 
jCase,  and  I  in  your  position,  I  should 
esteem  it  no  crime  for  a  man  with  old 
blood  in  his  veins  to  force  the  inclinations 
of  our  wayward  beauty." 

**  You  enter  most  perfectly  into  the  feel- 
ings of  a  father.     I  am  not  surprized  that 


230  THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER. 

a  philosopher  like  you  should  see  through 
the  sophistry  of  most  writers  of  romances. 
All  those  works  are  written  by  poor 
devils,  who  would  fain  have  the  luck  to  get 
possessed  of  a  rich  man's  daughter;  and 
therefore  they  pretend  to  ridicule  the  so- 
licitude we  parental  individuals  show  to 
behold  our  offspring  matched  in  a  be- 
coming manner.  But  they  will  never  alter 
the  nature  of  things.  When  an  arrow 
begins  to  turn  its  flight  downward,  its  force 
is  more  than  half  spent  So  is  it  with  a 
noble  family.  These,  however,  are  but 
castles  in  the  air." 

'*  Very  true,"  said  Narcisse.  ''  And, 
now,  my  respected  parent,  allow  me  to 
embrace  you  and  depart.  I  have  some 
business  to  transact  in  the  neighbour- 
hood which  admits  of  no  delay.  When 
that  is  despatched,  I  will  return  and,  if 
such  is  your  pleasure,  take  up  my  abode 
in  this  salubrious  mansion,  and  sleep  in  a 
crib  by  your  bedside." 

**  We  will  talk  about  it,"  answered  the 
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Baron,  rising  and  suffering  M.  Leroux  to 
fold  him  in  his  arms.  This  ceremony  per- 
formed,  they  parted. 

No  sooner  had  Narcisse  left  the  apart- 
ment than  Joubert  made  his  appearance 
from  the  balcony,  and  advanced  towards 
the  astonished  Baron  with  his  finger  on  his 
lips. 

*'  An  eavesdropper !"  cried  the  master 
of  the  house. 

"  True,"  replied  Joubert ;  **  but  a  friend. 
This  rascal  has  deceived  you,  and  told  you 
nothing  but  a  heap  of  lies.  It  was  but 
a  moment  ago  that  he  took  me  aside  and 
abused  you  shamefully ;  calling  you  '  old 
ruflSan,'  and  various  other  choice  epi- 
thets." 

"  Souls  of  my  ancestors  !"  screamed 
Baron  Brain  starting  to  his  feet.  "  I 
will  after,  and  immolate  him  this  very 
instant." 

*'  Nay,"  suggested  Joubert ;  'Met  us 
hasten  and  give  orders  to  the  porter  not  to 
let  him  pass  out.     He  once  upon  a   time 
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kidnapped  me.     I  should  like  to  serve  him 
the  same  trick." 

"  Beautiful !"  cried  the  Baron.  **  Fol- 
low! I  can  vociferate  the  order  from  a 
gallery  to  old  Teck  with  my  stentorian 
voice." 

So  saying,  the  irate  nobleman  hastened 
with  huge  strides,  accompanied  by  Joubert 
on  the  run,  to  carry  his  resolution  into 
effect.  On  their  way  they  encountered 
Joseph,  who,  by  their  hurried  excla- 
mations, readily  understood  that  something 
was  to  be  done,  and  followed  them  ac- 
cordingly. 

Meanwhile,  the  sentimentalist  had  sallied 
forth,  flourishing  his  bamboo,  and  nodding 
with  proud  familiarity  to  the  four  valets, 
whom  he  encountered  in  the  court-yard. 
There  was  evident,  however,  in  his  manner 
a  desire  to  be  clear  of  the  castle  as  soon  as 
possible.  An  occasional  uneasy  glance 
betrayed  that  he  thought  he  had  made 
rather  a  venturesome  step  in  trusting  his 
precious  body  within  the  walls  of  Gogen- 
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helm.  He  knew  the  capricioas  temper 
of  its  master,  and  he  more  than  once 
doubted,  whilst  the  porter  went  through 
the  slow  process  of  opening  the  door, 
whether  a  plan  had  not  been  formed  for 
making  him  prisoner.  The  four  valets,  he 
could  see  with  half  an  eye,  looked  on  him 
in  a  light  very  different  from  that  of  a 
friend,  and  seemed  to  wish  for  an  opportu- 
nity to  try  conclusions  with  him. 

He  was  confirmed  in  this  opinion  when 
Fran9(Hs  stepped  up  to  him,  and  inquired 
in  rather  a  mocking  tone,  whether  he  would 
not  like  a  glass  of  the  Baron's  best  wine. 

**  Not  to-day,  my  friend,"  was  the  re- 
ply. "  Another  time  if  you  please.  One 
half  my  heart  pulls  me  towards  you,  one 
half  impels  me  towards  another.  I  must 
away.    We  shall  meet  again.'* 

"  We  shall  meet  again !"  echoed  the 
four  valets. 

'^  But,"  said  Pierre,  looking  up  auda- 
ciously into  Narcisse's  face,  ''  we  had 
promised  ourselves  the  pleasure  of  cutting 
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off  your  nose    the    very    next    time   we 
met/' 

"  Indeed !''  quoth  Lieroux,  now  standing 
in  the  doorway,  with  the  open  country 
behind  him.  ^'  I  am  afraid  this  nose  will 
look  into  many  a  glass  of  wine  before  you 
amputate  it." 

At  this  moment,  Baron  Brain,  Joseph 
and  Joubert  appeared  in  a  very  excited 
state  on  a  gallery  above,  all  shouting  at 
once.  On  perceiving  Narcisse  standing 
outside,  in  a  half  playful,  half  serious 
attitude,  wielding  his  bamboo  like  an  expe- 
rienced sabreWy  and  the  valets  crowding 
towards  him  with  rather  a  quarrelsome 
aspect,  the  Baron  of  Gogenheim,  perceiv- 
ing the  difficulty  of  making  him  a  pri- 
soner, shouted  : 

*'  Pause,  base  varlets !  Leave  him  to 
my  wrath.     I'll  slaughter  him  anon  !" 

Hearing  these  words,  Narcisse  Leroux 
looked  up,  and  understanding  that  by  some 
mysterious  means  his  machinations  had 
been   unveiled,    raised   the   thumb   of  his 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  235 

left  band  to  bis  nose,  and  made  a  genuine 
British  grimace  at  the  occupants  of  the 
gallery  by  opening  bis  fore  fingers  so  as  to 
resemble  the  spokes  of  a  wheel.  Having 
completed  this  token  of  contempt,  he  ef- 
fected a  rapid  retreat.  The  valets  made 
a  show  of  pursuit,  but  they  were  recalled 
by  the  hoarse  voice  of  their  master. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

F&IEHDLT   OFFER,    AND   VNXXPECTBD   DBPAXTUBE. 

Madame  db  Chasserbau    and  F^icit^ 

sat  together  at  the  window  of  their  now 

melancholy    apartment.     We    have    seen 

them  before  in  the  same  position ;  but  the 

white    hand  of  sorrow    had  now   chased 

away  the  roses  of  health  that  then  bloomed 

in  the  cheeks  of  one  of  them.     The  mother 

had    always    been    pale ;    she    was    now 

ghastly.      F^licit^   had  lost  the  beautiful 

colour  that  once  formed  the  chief  charm 

of  her  countenance.     Watching  and  tears 

had    done    their  work  upon   them  both. 

Their    eyes    were   swollen  with  weeping, 
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and  as  they  sat  bending  over  their  work, 
far  more  than  was  needed,  it  was  evident 
that  each  strove  to  hide  what  their  trem- 
bling voices  revealed  but  too  well.  They 
had  conversed  so  long  on  the  one  absorb- 
ing subject  that  occupied  their  minds,  that 
their  quivering  lips  could  scarcely  articulate 
a  sound. 

At  length  each  refrained  from  speaking, 
and  a  silence,  full  of  painful  thoughts, 
succeeded.  The  world  had  strangely  al- 
tered its  aspect  to  them  of  late.  There 
was  a  time  when  they  could  not  cast  their 
eyes  around  without  finding  some  cause 
of  pleasure.  Every  thing  was  hallowed  to 
them  by  the  presence  of  those  they  held  dear. 
Now,  each  object,  each  act  of  life  was  the 
parent  of  painful  emotions ;  for  there  was 
one  away  whose  idea  was  mingled  with 
whatever  they  saw  and  did.  The  most 
trifling  circumstance  became  a  tiny  spring 
of  sorrow,  which  if  long  gazed  at  by  the 
eye  of  the  imagination,  swelled  at  lenth 
into  a  mighty  stream.  Wherever  they 
trod,  a  fountain  of  grief  seemed  to  open 
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under  their  feet.  In  the  infinity  of  paths 
along  which  they  could  direct  their  fancies, 
there  was  not  one  on  which  they  did  not 
behold  a  well  known  form  flitting  before 
them,  but  retiring  as  they  pursued. 

It  is  a  good  custom,  that  of  mourning 
at  the  tombs  of  departed  friends.  As  we 
approach  them,  the  weight  of  the  grave- 
stone is*  transferred  from  the  clay  beneath 
to  our  own  breasts ;  our  hearts  are  for  the 
time  converted  into  shrines  of  sorrow; 
and  the  idea  of  the  departed  becomes  so 
powerfully  associated  with  that  spot,  that 
all  other  objects  excite  it  more  faintly 
than  they  would  otherwise  do.  The  place 
where  our  friend  lies  becomes  a  symbol 
to  which,  in  a  certain  degree,  is  transferred 
all  the  eloquence  of  less  remarkable  me- 
morials. 

This  may  explain,  in  part,  why  we 
grieve  more  for  friends  whose  last  beds 
are  unknown  to  us,  than  for  those  whom 
we  have  decently  interred ;  and  it  may 
explain  also  why,  since  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  Agnes,  it  became  impos- 
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sible  for  her  friends  to  divert,  for  any 
length  of  time,  their  thoughts  from  the 
loss  they  had  sustained.  Without  was 
the  immense  world,  stretching  indefinitely 
on  every  side ;  but  this  said  nothing  to 
them.  The  walls  of  their  apartment  con- 
stituted their  horizon,  and  every  thing 
within  them  was  a  memento  of  the  lost 
one. 

The  indefinite  nature  of  the  danger  to 
which  Agnes  was  exposed  tended  also  to 
harass  the  minds  of  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau  and  F^licit^,  and  to  wear  them  out 
by  a  continual  series  of  painful  conjec- 
ture. Sometimes  they  believed,  at  others 
disbelieved,  the  accounts  of  Narcisse  Le- 
roux. 

Occasionally,  Madame  de  Chassereau 
would  advert  to  other  dangers  of  a  myste- 
rious character  which  might  have  befallen 
her  daughter.  These  allusions  F^licit^  well 
understood,  and  sometimes  she  gave  credit 
to  her  sister-in-law's  suspicions  ;  but  then 
again,  the  probability  of  the  accusation 
against   d'Hericourt,   and   the   very   great 
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improbability  of  what  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau  feared,  would  once  more  cause  her 
to  alter  her  opinion.  A  letter  received 
from  Joseph,  and  dated  Senlis,  had  not 
tended  to  remove  their  uncertainty. 

On  the  present  occasion  they  had  sat 
silent  some  time,  when  Georgette  ushered 
a  young  lady  into  the  room.  It  was  Pe- 
lagic. Her  manner  was  unusually  animated, 
and  she  ran  up  and  embraced  both  Ma- 
dame de  Chassereau  and  F^licit^  several 
times.  Then,  observing  the  extremely 
sorrowful  expression  of  their  countenances, 
in  spite  of  the  endeavours  they  made  to 
greet  her  cheerfully,  she  exclaimed  : 

"  How  grieved  I  am,  my  dear  friends,  to 
see  you  so  very,  very  sad !  Is  there  no 
news  of  Agnes  ?" 

**  None  !'*  was  the  reply. 

"  My  dearest  Madame,"  cried  Pelagic, 
'*  you  are  with  justice  inconsolable.  You 
have  lost  the  sweetest  daughter  that  ever 
lived,  and  in  the  most  dreadful  manner. 
Oh  I  if  I  could  do  anything  to  serve  you ! 
If  there  is  a  way  for  me  to  show  my  friend- 
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ship,  do  tell  me !  I — I  do  not  wish/*  she 
continued,  in  a  hesitating  tone,  ''to  offend 
you — ^but  papa  has  thought — that  is — I — !• 
Now,  you  must  not  be  angry,  Madame, 
but  all  that  has  been  done  for  the  recovery 
of  Agnes  must  be  very  expensive— is  it 
not  so,  Fdlicit^  ? — and  perhaps,  papa  says, 
a  little  money,  well  spent,  might  effect; 
much.  I  assure  you,  I  shall  listen  to  no 
refusal.  Now  do  not  speak,  unless  you 
say  yes  when  I  ask :  Will  you  accept  this 
little  present  ?"  And  she  drew  forth  a 
rouleau  from  her  reticule. 

Madame  de  Chassereau  took  her  hand 
and  pressed  it ;  and  Fdlicitd  embraced  her 
fervently. 

''  You  are  a  warm-hearted,  generous 
girl !"  cried  she  ;  "  and  we  do  not  know 
how  to  refuse  you.  But,  reflect  yourself : 
of  what  use  can  this  gold  be  to  us  ?" 

"  We  can  do  no  more  than  we  have 
done,"  added  Madame  de  Chassereau.  **  I 
cannot  think  of  depriving  you  of  this." 

Pelagic,  with  a  mortified  air,  laid  the 
rouleau  on  the  table. 

VOL.    Ill,  M 
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"Well,  well/'  exclaimed  F^cit€ ;  ''my 
sister  shall  accept  it.  We  do  not  wish 
to  vex  you.  This  money  shall  be  set 
apart  for  the  purpose  you  intend  it  for. 
Dear,  dear  Pelagic  f  how  grateful  I  am ! 
And  we  must  thank  your  father  too,  dear 
Pelagic !" 

All  this  was  said  to  prevent  its  being 
apparent  that  she  was  ready  to  burst  into 
tears.  Pelagic  now  endeavoured  to  turn 
the  conversation  into  a  different  channel, 
Madame  de  Chassereau,  whose  heart  was 
still  too  full  to  speak,  continuing  to  hold 
her  hand  and  press  it  affectionately. 

The  gift,  it  must  be  confessed,  was 
welcome,  though  the  want  of  money  had 
not  been  actually  felt,  otherwise  than  by 
preventing  them,  perhaps,  from  under- 
taking som^  things  which  might  have  been 
of  service.  But  it  was  the  manner  in 
which  Pelagic  made  the  present  that  de- 
lighted them.  A  proof  that  we  have  a 
sincere  friend  always  affects  the  mind  with 
emotions  of  pleasure. 

About  this  time  a  loud  ring  attracted 
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their  attention.  Presently,  Georgette  came, 
and  said  that  a  youth,  whom  she  thought 
she  had  seen  before,  was  without,  and 
refused  to  tell  his  business,  but  asked  to 
be  admitted. 

"  Let  him  come  in,"  said  Fdlicit^. 

In  another  moment,  Jean  entered  the 
room. 

**  Ladies,"  said  he,  **  I  am  the  bearer 
of  both  good  and  bad  news.  We  have 
discovered,  I  think,  that  Mademoiselle  de 
Chassereau  is  in  reality  somewhere  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Senlis  ;  but  I  have  to 
tell  you  that  my  master  lies  ill,  perhaps 
dangerously,  in  the  house  of  a  mad  Baron, 
who  has  taken  compassion  on  him,  but  who 
does  not  form  the  best  possible  nurse." 

F^licit^  looked  at  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau, and  said  : 

*'  We  must  go  down  to  him." 

"  Let  us  go,"  said  her  sister-in-law. 

"I  am  glad  that  you  have  come  to 
that  determination,"  interposed  Jean,  '*  as 
it  was  partly  for  that  reason  that  I  was 
sent  to  Paris." 

M  2 
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**  You  must  go  this  instant,"  said  Pe- 
lagic. '^  Order  a  post-chaise,  and  start 
as  soon  as  it  is  ready.  I  will  see  that 
all  is  taken  care  of  here.  Do  not  lock 
up  any  thing,  or  arrange  any  thing,  or  do 
any  thing,  in  fact,  but  dress  and  go." 

Jean  smiled,  and  inquired : 

''  Shall  I  fetch  a  post-chaise  ?" 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Madame  de  Chasse- 
reau,  who  was  now  impatient  to  be  gone. 

"  Run,  Jean !"  cried  F^icit^  ;  "  and  we 
shall  not  forget  your  services." 

Jean  was  already  out  of  hearing. 

"  Now,"  said  Pelagie,  seeing  that  her 
friends  were  somewhat  bewildered  at  the 
prospect  of  this  sudden  journey;  do  not 
imitate  Martha  who  troubled  herself  about 
many  things.  Just  dress  and  start.  Come, 
let  me  help  you.  You  may  take  your 
cloaks,  because  the  nights  are  cold;  and 
your  bonnets,  of  course ;  but  do  not  think 
of  taking  your  parasols ;  and  do  not  forget 
to  take  Greorgette." 

Pelagie  continued  giving  these  directions 
to  her  friends,  partly  to  enliven,  and  partly 
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to  urge  them  on,  until  the  post-chaise  drew 
up,  when^  thanks  to  her,  they  were  ready. 
So,  after  an  affectionate  embrace,  they 
parted,  she  to  return  to  arrange  the  de- 
serted apartments  of  her  friends,  and  then 
to  lock  them  up  and  return  to  her  happy 
home;  they,  to  hasten  to  the  side  of 
Claude's  sick  couch. 

We  shall  now  revert  to  Narcisse,  whom 
we  left,  after  he  had  emerged  from  Go- 
genheim  Castle,  beatiiig  a  rapid  retreat. 

When  he  had  reached  the  summit  of 
the  swell  over  which  the  road  led  from 
the  marsh  into  the  mountains,  he  turned 
to  survey  the  mansion  he  had  quitted. 

It  was  yet  more  than  half  clothed  in 
a  mist  which  the  sun  was  raising  from  the 
moist  land  around ;  and  along  almost  the 
whole  of  the  low  flat  country,  a  flimsy 
haze '  was  spread  through  which  might 
be  seen,  here  the  black  earth,  there  a 
broad  pool,  sparkling  with  light,  there 
again  a  patch  of  rank  green.  At  a  great 
distance  could  be  discerned  a  meandering 
sheet  of  water,  which  was  no  other  than 
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a  Stream  flowing  into  the  boggy  plain  to  be 
lost,  and  far  in  the  back-ground,  a  long 
line  of  blue  mountains. 

Having  surveyed  this  scene,  Narcisse 
turned  away  with  a  look  of  supreme  con- 
tempt, and  proceeded  on  his  return  to 
d'Hericourt's  ch&teau,  which  was  not  many 
miles  distant.  He  had  visited  Gogenheim 
with  the  object,  as  we  have  seen,  of  ascer- 
taining the  Baron's  real  sentiments  re- 
specting the  projected  compulsory  union 
of  Agnes  with  his  unscrupulous  accom- 
plice. In  spite  of  the  little  scene  we  have 
recorded,  he  considered  the  result  upon 
the  whole  rather  satisfactory.  He  was 
prepared  for  a  little  eccentricity  and  va- 
cillation. But  what  he  wanted  to  know 
was,  whether  any  of  the  theories  of  the 
Baron  were  opposed  to  his  graciously  re- 
ceiving Agnes  de  Chassereau  as  his  grand- 
niece,  when  she  had  become  the  wife  of 
M.  d'Hericourt. 

Having  satisfied  himself  that,  on  this 
point,  there  would  be  no  difficulty,  he  had 
already  proceeded  for  more  than  an  hour 
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upon  his  way,  when  he  perceived  a  little 
avherge  by  the  road-side.  Into  this  he 
entered;  for  M.  Narcisse  Leroux  had  not 
animal  spirits  enough  to  be  a  sober  knave. 
It  was  necessary  for  him,  when  engaged 
in  any  thing  more  than  usually  villanous, 
to  have  recourse  to  the  brandy  bottle.  So 
he  sat  down  and  began  to  drink.  How 
long  he  sat,  or  how  much  he  drank,  is  not 
recorded ;  but  after  a  reasonable  time  he 
had  risen  to  go,  and  was  standing,  rather 
unsteadily,  in  the  porch  of  the  auberge^ 
when  a  post-chaise  swept  by  him.  His 
intellects  were  not  so  much  obscured  as  to 
hinder  him  from  recognizing  Jean-Jacques^ 
lolling  outside,  and  Madame  de  Chassereau 
and  F^licitd  within. 

"  By  all  that  is  lovely!'*  he  exclaimed. 
"  What  can  this  mean  ?  Wherefore  have 
these  stars  shot  from  their  accustomed 
spheres  ?  There  is  some  mystery  here ; 
and  that  rascally  Jean-Jacques  is  at  the 
bottom  of  it." 

He  hesitated  a  moment,  looked  to  th^ 
right  and  to  the  left,  and  then  determined  to 
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retrace  his  steps.  He  accordingly  followed 
the  post-chaise  with  rapid  strides,  not, 
however,  unperceived  by  the  watchful  Jean- 
Jacques.  We  shall  leave  him  on  the 
road,  and  return  to  Gogenheim,  where 
the  ladies  very  shortly  arrived. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

AN  OLD  WAT  OF  FATING  OLD  DEBTS. 

Madame  de  Chassereau,  F^licit^  and 
Jean-Jacques  arrived  safely  at  Gogenheim 
Castle.  It  was  with  some  difficulty  that 
the  post-chaise  which  brought  them  could 
be  persuaded  to  traverse  without  upsetting, 
the  causeway  which,  as  we  have  mentioned, 
led  from  terra  firma  across  the  bog,  to 
the  salubrious  dwelling  of  the  Baron.  This 
feat,  however,  was«at  length  accomplished, 
and  a  sorry  draw-bridge  having  been  let 
down,  the  grinning  Parisian  postillion 
drove  his  horses  and  his  carriage  clattering 
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into  the  sombre  court-'yard  surrounded 
partly  by  dead  walls,  partly  by  towers  and 
stair'Cases,  and  galleries  and  balconies,  and 
projecting  windows,  all  black  and  dirty, 
and,  seemingly,  in  the  last  stage  of  de- 
crepitude. The  porter  who  opened  the 
gate  appeared  doubtful,  on  viewing  the 
energy  with  which  the  vehicle  came  in, 
whether  he  ought  not  to  consider  the  castle 
as  taken  by  storm,  and  the  frightful  bark- 
ing of  a  huge  toothless  dog,  chained  up  in 
a  comer,  served  to  give  strength  to  this 
supposition. 

The  Baron,  who  had  learned  that  such 
visitors  were  expected,  had  planned  a 
formal  reception.  In  order  to  have  ample 
notice  of  the  approach  of  his  fair  guests 
he  had  stationed  Pierre  on  the  loftiest 
pinnacle  of  the  castle  ;  but  he,  weary  with 
the  long  journeys  he  had  lately  performed, 
thought  it  not  inconsistent  with  his  duty 
to  fall  asleep.  Accordingly,  the  post-chaise 
was  already  at  the  open  gate  before  he 
became  aware  of  it.     Rubbing  his  eyes,  he 


THB    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  251 

gave  a  cry,  and  rushed,  or  rolled,  headlong 
down  the  winding  staircase  by  which  he 
ascended. 

By  this  speedy  mode  of  progression,  he 
soon  reached  the  room  where  his  master 
sat  with  Joseph.  As  he  gasped  too  vio- 
lently to  be  able  to  utter  a  word,  he  con- 
tented himself  with  gesticulations.  It  was 
easily  understood  that  the  visitors  had 
approached  nnperceived.  The  Baron  ac-' 
cordingly  threw  his  stick  at  the  valet's 
legs  and  started  up,  shouting  to  his  guest 
and  domestics  to  follow  him. 

"  Let  not  these  ladies,"  he  exclaimed, 
**  accuse  us  of  churlishness.*' 

By  this  means,  when  the  new  comers 
entered  the  hall  of  Gogenheim  Castle,  they 
were  met  by  a  number  of  individuals,  so 
completely  out  of  breath,  that  all  the 
ceremony  of  welcoming  was  performed  in 
pantomime.  Joseph  was  the  first  to  find 
his  voice  ;  and  he  had  commenced  a  series 
of  incoherent  expressions  of  delight,  when 
Madame  de  Chassereau,  perceiving  the 
Baron,    who  now   wore  a  more  hideous 
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expression  than  ordinary,  from  vexation 
at  the  undignified  manner  in  which  he  had 
made  his  first  appearance,  exclaimed : 

"  Oh,  mon  Dieu !  who  is  that?" 

As  there  was  a  peculiar  earnestness  in 
her  inquiry,  the  Baron  imagined  that  his 
appearance  had  captivated  her.  Accord- 
ingly, after  thinking  a  moment,  he  took 
her  hand  and  said : 

"  I  am  one  impermeable  to  the  arrows 
of  beauty,  else  should  I  be  transfixed  at 
the  sight  of  you.  Allow  me  to  conduct 
you/' 

So  saying,  he  led  her,  still  holding  her 
by  the  hand,  and  looking  very  attentively 
in  her  face,  down  the  corridor,  along  which 
were  ranged  by  this  time  in  two  lines, 
his  French  and  German  servants.  Joseph 
followed  with  F^licit^,  and  Jean-Jacques 
brought  up  the  rear. 

On  entering  the  great  hall,  to  the  sur- 
prize of  the  two  ladies,  Claude  and  Jou- 
bert  met  them.  The  young  man  had 
passed  so  favourable  a  night,  that  his  friend 
had  strongly  advised  him  to  quit  his  bed. 
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The  interview  which  now  took  place 
was  at  once  of  a  joyful  and  mournful  cha- 
racter. The  latter  element,  however,  pre- 
dominated, and  the  Baron  was  observed, 
two  or  three  times,  to  wipe  his  eyes. 

"  Ah !"  said  Madame  de  Chassereau, 
"  these  are  not  the  auspices  under  which 
I  expected  to  meet  you.  But,  cheer  up ! 
We  may  yet  have  reason  to  hope." 

**  Yes,"  said  Claude,  in  a  low  voice ; 
'^  I  myself  have  but  just  now  heard  from  M. 
Joubert  something  which  leads  me  to  think 
that  we  ought  not  to  despair." 

What  he  added  was  said  in  a  whisper, 
heard  only  by  Madame  de  Chassereau  and 
F^licit^.  His  own  eyes  sparkled  as  he 
spoke,  and  their  countenances  bright- 
ened. 

Joubert,  meanwhile,  had  drawn  the 
Baron  aside,  and  was  talking  very 
eagerly,  to  him.  Leroux*s  name  was 
frequently  heard  mentioned  in  angry  tones. 
At  length,  Joubert  beckoned  Joseph  to 
join  their  party,  and  another  earnest  col- 
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loquy  took  place.  When  it  was  concluded, 
the  Baron,  with  Jean-Jacques  and  his  four 
constant  followers,  left  the  room. 

"  Now/'  said  Joubert,  drawing  near  to 
Claude  and  the  ladies,  '*  I  have  something 
very  important  to  explain.  But  first,  I 
must  ask  a  few  questions;  Madame  de 
Chassereau — do  you  know  Monsieur  le 
Baron  Brain  ?*' 

Madame  de  Chassereau  started,  looked 
fearfully  round,  pressed  her  hand  to  her 
forehead,  and  then  said  in  a  low  measured 
voice,  '*  It  is  impossible !  can  it  be  he  !  Can 
the  master  of  this  house  be  M.  d'Agues- 
seau — ^my  uncle  ?" 

*^  By  all  that  I  have  heard  such  is  the 
case,  though  I  did  not  know  that  Brain 
was  an  assumed  name." 

**It  was  the  name  of  some  Grerman 
ancestor  of  his ;  but  I  cannot  believe  my 
ears — and  yet,  no  sooner  did  I  see  him, 
than  a  strange  idea  crossed  my  mind.  Does 
he  know  me  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  believe  he  does  not.** 
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"  Then  let  him  never  know  me ;  I  must 
hasten  to  leave  this  house.  F^licit^,  we 
must  not  remain  here  long." 

"  But,  my  dear  Madame/'  inquired  Feli- 
city, "  is  there  any  fear  now  ?'' 

"Oh  yes!  I  have  every  thing  to  fear. 
He  is  mad ;  he  has  sworn,  if  he  can  dis- 
cover us,  not  to  injure  me,  but  to  kill  my 
husband;  he  entertains  those  four  villains 
who  always  attend  him  for  the  express  pur- 
pose. If  he  were  to  know  me,  he  would 
endeavour  to  keep  me  in  this  place,  and 
then  seek  for  my  husband  and  murder 
him.*' 

*'  I  think  you  fear  him  too  much,"  said 
Joseph ;  "  but  still  it  were  better  not  to  let 
him  know  you ;  he  might  be  troublesome. 
The  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  leave  this 
castle  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  But,"  said  Claude,  with  some  degree 
of  anger,  **  you  forget  what  M.  Joubert 
has  told  us,  that  Leroux  knows  very  well 
who  Madame  de  Chassereau  is,  and  that 
in  fact  all  his  persecution  of  Agnes  traces  its 
source  to  this.    He  has  strong  reasons  to 
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believe,  moreover,  that  Agnes  is  now  not 
in  the  power  of  d*Hericourt,  but  in  his." 

**Then  we  must  explain  aU,"  cried 
Madame  de  Chassereau  ;  ''and  run  the  risk. 
But  you  have  given  me  as  yet  no  complete 
explanation.  M.  Joubert,  can  you  tell  me 
anything  of  my  daughter  ?" 

This  gentleman  now  gave  an  account  of 
the    conversation    between    Leroux     and 
Baron  Brain,    as  we  musf  still  call   him, 
which  he  had  overheard.     He  had  scarcely 
concluded  when  the  report  of  pistols,  and  a 
distant  shout  attracted  their  attention.  The 
sounds  were   borne  to  them  through   an 
open  window,  looking  over  the  marsh  to- 
wards  the  dry  land,  which  at  that  point 
advanced  to  within  two  or  three  hundred 
yards  of  the  castle  to  meet  the  causeway 
which  we  have  more  than  once  mentioned. 
A  crowd  of  persons  was  now  beheld  among 
some  trees  which  crowned  a  little  eminence 
to  the  right  of  the  road.     Joseph  instantly 
volunteered  to  hasten  and  discover  what 
had  happened. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Narcisse  was 
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left  marching  in  the  wake  of  the  post- 
chaise  which  bore  Madame  de  Chassereau 
to  Gogenheim.  When  he  took  this  di- 
rection, as  we  have  related,  he  had  no  very 
definite  object  in  view.  He  desired  simply 
to  satisfy  his  curiosity.  It  took  him,  of 
course,  some  time  to  retrace  his  steps. 
However,  he  was  a  stout  walker,  and  arrived 
at  length  at  the  mouth  of  the  little  valley, 
which  debouched  on  the  marsh  of  Grogen- 
heim.  Here  he  turned  aside,  not  intend- 
ing to  do  more  at  first  than  reconnoitre. 
Striking  up  a  path,  he  soon  found  himself 
on  the  summit  of  a  little  ridge,  which  pro- 
longed itself,  in  the  shape  of  a  promontory, 
into  the  marsh.  To  the  left  was  the  road 
skirting  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  leading 
to  the  causeway  and  the  castle ;  behind,  a 
hilly  country  stretched,  rising  higher  and 
higher  until  it  terminated  in  a  forest ; 
to  the  right  extenjjed  the  bog,  as  far  as 
the  eye  could  reach ;  in  front  was  a  small 
clump  of  trees  clustering  on  the  extremity 
of  the  spur  along  which  he  was  advancing, 
and  concealing  the  towers  of  Gogenheim 
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Castle.  A  few  minutes  brouglit  him  to 
this  point, .  and  he  was  about  to  push 
through  the  little  grove,  when :  "  Who 
goes  there?  Stand  and  unfold  yourself!" 
with  other  phrases  of  the  same  kind  re- 
sounded on  all  sides,  and  each  tree  seemed 
to  give  up  a  living  form. 

"  Circumvented!  sacristier  cried  Nar- 
cisse,  brandishing  his  cudgel. 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  Baron  Brain,  emerg- 
ing from  behind  a  tree,  like  a  star  from 
behind  a  cloud ;  *'  I  have  caught  you  at 
last.  How  long  is  it  since  you  have  con- 
fessed ?" 

"  My  adopted  father !"  stammered  Nar- 
cisse. 

"  Confound  adoption  !"  vociferated  the 
Baron,  his  visage  assuming  an  expression  of 
peculiar  ferocity.  "  You  are  a  swindling  va- 
gabond !  I  have  found  you  out ;  and  ere  we 
part,  one  of  us  must  digest  a  quarter  of  a 
pound  of  lead.  I  might  cause  my  mjnrmidons 
to  slay  you,  as  Achilles  served  Hector  in  the 
orthodox  tradition  preserved  in  my  family ; 
but  I  scorn  such  dirty  advantage." 
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"  Well/'  said  Narcisse,  who  saw  it  was 
no  longer  of  any  use  to  dissemble ;  'Met  us 
sit  down  to  dinner  as  soon  as  possible. 
As  you  justly  observe,  you  are  a  dupe  and 
a  numskull.'^ 

"  Ten  thousand  cohorts  of  devils !" 
shouted  the  Baron.    "  Draw  your  pistols  !" 

'*  All  in  good  time,"  observed  Narcisse, 
rescuing  from  obscurity  a  pair  of  ser- 
viceable weapons.  "  You  ought  to  re- 
member, however,  that  I  have  no  second." 

"  I  will  stand  by  you  as  such,"  cried 
Jean-Jacques. 

"  What,  art  thou  here,  my  little  Grecian  ? 
I  hope  thou  art  not  leagued  against  me. 
If  so,  let  me  perish,  that  the  last  disciple 
of  virtue  may  disappear  from  the  face  of 
the  earth." 

*^  I  am  not  leagued  against  you,"  said 
the  boy.  •*  M.  le  Baron,  you  forget,  it  is 
not  our  object  to  kill  Narcisse,  but — " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,"  cried  the  Baron, 
levelling  one  of  his  huge  pistols  at  him, 
"  or  I  will  put  you  to  death." 

At  the  same  time,  Pierre  and  Geoflfrey 
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looked  very  ferociously  at  the  boy,  who 
accordingly  held  his  peace. 

Meanwhile,  Narcisse,  who  now  for  the 
first  time  perceived  that  he  really  stood  in 
danger  of  his  life,  was  preparing  for  the 
conflict.  His  vast  and  powerful  frame, 
however,  seemed  to  swell  with  confidence, 
and  the  fierce  glare  of  his  eye  told  that  the 
brandy  bottle  had  much  to  do  with  his 
exuberance  of  courage.  He  reckoned  with 
confidence  on  shooting  the  Baron  in  the 
extraordinary  duel  in  which  he  found  him- 
self engaged;  and  determined,  in  that 
event,  to  fall  upon  the  servants,  and  force 
his  way  through  them.  He  knew  their 
character  too  well  to  suppose  they  would 
suffer  him  to  escape  if  they  could  help  it, 
and  he  eyed  their  swords  and  pistols  with 
no  comfortable  feelings. 

The  Baron,  on  the  other  hand,  took  his 
station  with  an  air  of  starched  dignity. 
For  him  to  flinch  was  impossible ;  the 
spirits  of  all  the  Brains  since  the  beginning 
of  the  world  stood,  he  imagined,  close 
behind  him,  and  to  take  a  step  backward 
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would  be  to  overthrow  them  and  sully 
their  glory  in  the  dust.  He  had  sufficient 
motives,  moreover,  in  his  own  breast  for 
desiring  revenge,  chief  among  which  was 
the  consciousness  of  having  been  so 
often  made  a  fool  of.  The  weapons  he 
wielded  were  of  most  portentous  size,  and 
seemed  to  carry  bullets  of  no  ordinary  ca- 
libre. 

"  When  I  say,  tit  /"  observed  Fran9ois, 
who  assumed  the  office  of  master  of  the 
ceremonies,  **  make  ready ;  when  I  say, 
tat !  recommend  your  souls  to  the  Virgin  ; 
when  I  say,  toe!  pull  your  triggers,  and 
what  must  be,  shall  be." 

There  were  fifteen  paces  between  the 
combatants,  behind  each  of  whom,  at  the 
distance  of  some  six  feet,  rose  a  roughs 
barked  pine,  whose  branches  mingled  at 
a  vast  distance  overhead.  Other  similar 
pillars  of  this  temple  of  strife  aspired  on 
every  side,  and  their  united  summits 
formed  a  thick  dull-green  canopy.  Be* 
tween  the  intervals,  on  either  side,  woods, 
hills,  plains,  valleys,   and  the  vast  marsh, 
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were   visible,   together  with  the    sombre- 
hued  encircling  sky. 

The  ground  upon  which  the  party  stood 
was  brown  and  slippery,  formed  of  the 
continual  wintry  deposits  from  the  trees. 
Fran9ois  took  his  station  with  raised  arm 
opposite  the  centre  of  a  line  which  might 
have  been  drawn  from  the  Baron  to  Nar- 
cisse,  whilst  Jean  and  the  rest  formed  a 
gling  row  on  the  other  side. 

The  contest  was  not  a  fair  one.  Nar- 
cisse  Leroux  had  near  him  but  one  friend 
who  could  in  no  way  assist  or  encourage 
him.  Opposed  was  one  in  whose  eye 
gleamed  unmistakable  evidence  of  in- 
sanity, whilst  four  domestics,  whose  intel- 
lects were  evidently  damaged  to  almost  an 
equal  extent,  stood  ready  by  fair  means  or 
foul,  to  back  their  mad  master. 

**  Tit  /"  said  the  tall  valet,  dropping  his 
hand  to  his  thigh. .  At  the  same  time  the 
pistols  were  raised,  and  a  thrill  of  expecta- 
tion ran  doubtless  through  the  frames  of 
the  principals  as  well  as  the  spectators. 

''  Tat  r 


THE   ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  263 

"  Go  on !"  cried  Narcisse,  impatiently. 
But  Fran9ois  turned  to  his  master. 

"  Thought  is  swift/'  observed  the  Baron, 
with  a  sinister  scowl. 

Fran9ois  raised  his  hand  slowly,  poised 
it  awhile  in  the  air,  avoiding  to  utter  the 
least  sound,  lest  it  should  be  taken  for  the 
signal,  and  then  with  a  sort  of  desperate 
eagerness  pronounced  the  monosyllable, 

"  Toe  r 

The  sound  was  scarcely  uttered  before 
the  pistols  spoke.  The  flames  rushed  at 
the  same  time  from  each  barrel.  Only 
one  ball,  however,  took  effect.  It  was  that 
of  the  Baron.  Narcisse  fell,  amidst  the 
savage  shouts  of  the  four  serving  men. 

**  I  am  despatched,"  said  he  to  his 
enemy,  who  stalked  up  and  surveyed  him 
with  a  grim  smile ;  "  that  is,  my  outward 
exponent  has  been  perforated  by  a  missile 
projected  from  the  iron  tube  which  thou 
boldest  in  thy  hand.  But  am  I  therefore 
annihilated  ?  Though  these  limbs  may  be 
scattered  to  the  seven  winds  of  Heaven, 
sh  all  Narcisse  on  that  account  be  no  more  ? 
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Ob,  no  1  There  is  that  within  me — I  will 
reserve,  however,  the  exposition  of  my 
theory  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul  for 
my  last  moments.  Let  me  close  my  worldly 
accounts." 

A  long  pause  here  ensued,  during  which 
Narcisse  seemed  to  be  reflecting  what  he 
should  say.  The  whole  party  crowded 
round  him,  and  Jean- Jacques  anxiously 
sought  to  staunch  the  blood  which  flowed 
from  his  side.  Joseph  now  joined  the 
group. 

"  Baron  Brain,"  continued  Narcisse,  at 
length ;  '^  I  confess  that  I  may  appear  to 
have  injured  you,  that  is,  judging  my  ac- 
tions by  the  worldly,  not  by  the  mystical 
rules  of  morality.  You  were  so  civil  once 
as  to  bestow  upon  me  a  few  of  those  pe- 
cuniary favours  which  a  man  of  spirit  may 
receive  without  humiliation.  I  trust  that 
I  have  always  expressed  my  gratitude  in 
becoming  terms — on  that  score  I  have  no- 
thing to  apologize  for.  Nor  can  I  assert 
that  the  time  during  which  you  were  my 
banker  was  wholly  misspent.    Had  chance 
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thrown  me  in  the  way  of  the  niece  for 
whom  you  were,  and  are  still  searching,  I 
should  certainly  have  made  a  note  of  the 
fact,  and  informed  you  of  the  discovery 
on  a  fitting  occasion.  With  my  usual  de- 
liberation, I  should  not,  perhaps,  have 
instantly  rushed  open-mouthed  to  inform 
you ;  I  should  have  had  more  consideration 
for  your  aged  nerves,  (here  the  Baron 
made  a  grimace).  I  should  have  paused 
and  prepared  you  by  degrees  for  the 
shock.  There  have  been  cases  wherein 
the  mind,  standing  like  a  rope-dancer  on 
tiptoe  with  a  balance-pole  in  its  hand,  one 
end  pointing  towards  sanity,  and  the  other 
towards  madness,  has  been  shoved  into  the 
latter  by  a  piece  of  gratifying  intelligence 
being  hurled  inconsiderately  at  it.  With 
these  facts  before  my  eyes,  upheld  by  the 
experience  of  both  past  and  succeeding 
ages,  I  should  have  hesitated  to  impart  at 
once  all  I  knew.  But  would  this,  there- 
fore, have  been  breaking  my  engagements  ? 
Would   this,   while   it   satisfied   the  tran- 
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scendental,  have  left  unappeased  the  worldly 
spirit  of  morality  ?  I  am  persuaded  that 
both  man  and  mystic  must  have  applauded 
my  conduct.  As  it  happened,  however, 
for  eight  whole  years  was  I  tossed  about  on 
the  waves  of  the  Parisian  population,  and 
never  once  during  that  period  did  I  obtain 
even  a  glimpse  of  the  object  of  which  I  was 
in  quest,  and  for  which  I  would  willingly 
have  dived  to  the  very  lowest  abysses  of 
society,  at  the  risk  of  corrupting  my 
morals  and  accustoming  my  eyes  to  the 
habitual  contemplation  of  vice.  But  enough 
of  this,  Karl,  Baron  Brain,  Lord  of  Gogen- 
heim  Castle,  open  thy  ears  as  wide  as 
sluices — though  unfee'd,  I  wiU  declare  it — 
I  have  at  length  discovered  thy  niece." 

"  Where,  oh  where  ?"  cried  the  Baron, 
sinking  on  his  knees  to  the  ground,  but 
with  an  unwilling  air,  as  if  he  only  obeyed 
some  invisible  and  ponderous  spirit  that 
had  on  a  sudden  leaped  astride  his 
shoulders. 

"   Be    not    precipitate,     my    respected 
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father,"  replied  Narcisse.  "  I  feared  as 
much.  See,  my  good  friends,  how  awfully 
his  eyes  roll !     His  wits  are  giving  way/' 

*'  Answer !"  screamed  the  Baron,  trem- 
bling with  eagerness ;  and  Narcisse,  after 
a  couple  of  '*  hems  !"  proceeded. 

"  Do  not  be  agitated.  This,  however, 
is  but  what  I  anticipated.  When  the  mind 
is  feeble,  excitement  becomes  perilous.  A 
foolish  old  man  may  easily  be  driven  mad — *' 

"  I  will  strangle  you  !"  interrupted  the 
Baron  seizing  his  collar,  actuated  by  equi- 
vocal motives  : — he  was  either  impatient 
to  hear  more  of  his  niece,  or  enraged  by 
the  insults  of  Narcisse. 

*'  Pause  awhile,"  quoth  the  wounded 
man.  "  Apply  not  the  bowstring  with  too 
great  precipitation.  I  am  beaten,  discom- 
fited.    Goliah  hath  slain  David !" 

These  words  quite  affected  the  four 
valets,  who  were  not  aware  that  the  brandy 
bottle,  more  than  the  Baron's  bullet,  had 
overthrown  Narcisse. 

"  I  hope  he  will  not  die  !"    whispered 

N  2 
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Pierre  to  Jean.     "  You  know  his  habits. 
What  think  you  of  his  chance  ?*' 

**  T  must  hasten,  for  whilst  I  talk,  time 
ebbs  apd  Ufe  ebbs/'  continued  the  pros- 
trate Narcifiise.  **  You  have  already  seen 
your  niece.  Baron.  She  is  in  your  castle 
at  tbi9  moment." 

"  What !  wretched  man,"  exclaimed  the 
Baron  ;  **  is  Madame  de  Chassereau —  ?" 

**  She  is  your  niece.  I  can  prove  it. 
But  stay;  do  not  as  yet  hasten  to  her. 
You  have  other  duties  to  perform.  Send 
your  men  for  your  horses,  and  ride  in 
the  direction  of  the  romantic  village  of 
Fontaine.  Near  it  is  a  mansion — ^it  is  called 
in  the  neighbourhood  '  the  chateau.*  There 
you  will  find  your  niece's  daughter.  Sur- 
round the  place,  or  they  will  attempt  to 
carry  her  away.  She  is  a  prisoner.  Speed ! 
speed !  there  is  no  time  to  lose ;  d'Heri- 
court  is  expected  tornight." 

Narcisse  here  closed  his  eyes,  and  the 
Baron  who  showed,  however,  little  eagerness 
to  be  introduced  to  his  grand-niece,  looking 
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upon  her  existence  as  almost  mythological, 
made  a  sign  to  Pierre,  and  sent  him  scam- 
pering in  the  direction  of  Gogenheim.  In 
a  few  minutes  he  was  perceived  coming 
back  with  six  horses  and  several  servants. 
The  former  were  instantly  bestridden  by 
the  Baron,  Joseph  and  the  valets ;  the 
latter,  with  Jean-Jacques,  bore  the  wounded 
Narcisse  back  to  the  castle,  where  he  was 
soon  under  the  care  of  Joubert,  who  strictly 
charged  Jean  not  on  any  account  to  let 
any  one  know  whither  the  Baron  and  his 
companions  had  gone. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


MILITARY   OFBRA.TIONS. 


Meanwhile  Joseph,  the  Baron  and  his 
men  swept  along  in  the  direction  of  the 
village  of  Fontaine,  which  they  reached 
about  an  hour  before  sunset.  On  riding 
into  the  only  street,  the  first  two  persons 
they  encountered  were  Plutarch  Delahache 
on  foot,  and  M.  Gr^goire,  the  Cur^,  riding 
slowly  along  on  his  nag. 

"  Hollo  !  hollo  there!'*  cried  the  Baron. 
*'  Which  is  the  way  to  the  chateau  ?" 

*'  Straight  forward,  gentlemen,"  replied 
Gr^goire.  **  But  may  I  be  permitted  to 
inquire  the  reason  of  this  warlike  array  ?" 
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*'  We  are  going  to  deliver  oppressed  in- 
nocence," exclaimed  the  Baron. 

"  Ay,  ay !"  shouted  his  men,  waving 
their  swords  over  their  heads. 

**  We  have  girded  up  our  loins  for  the 
fight !"  added  the  Baron. 

*' Ay,  ay!'*  chorussed  his  men. 

"  There  is  a  young  lady  kept  against  her 
will  in  that  chateau,"  said  Joseph ;  "  we 
come  to  liberate  Aer." 

Plutarch  here  put  in  his  word. 

**  She  is  a  lovely  creature !  I  have  seen 
her.     Oh,  formosissima ! ' ' 

*'  You  seem  to  know  all  about  the 
matter,"  said  Joseph. 

**  I  know  more  than  I  choose  to  say," 
replied  Plutarch,  simpering.  **  If  your  object 
is  to  carry  off  the  fair  Princess  from  the 
chateau,  I  advise  you  to  make  haste.  The 
Prince  is  expected  every  hour.  I  and  my 
friend,  the  Cur^,  are  on  the  look  out  for 
him." 

"  Perhaps  you  will  accompany  us,"  quoth 
Joseph.  "We  are  going  to  visit  the  cha- 
teau itself." 
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"  No  objection  in  the  world.  I  dare 
say  M.  Gr^goire  will  give  us  his  company, 
and  ril  get  up  behind  him." 

"  Willingly,"  cried  the  Cur^,  who  was, 
as  we  have  seen,  of  somewhat  an  inquisi- 
tive temperament. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  whole  party,  pur- 
sued by  the  stares  of  the  villagers,  rode  up 
the  hill  towards  the  chateau. 

*'  I  think  we  form  a  good  storming 
party,"  said  Joseph,  when  he  had  briefly 
explained  the  circumstances  of  the  case. 

•*  Mafoi  r  cried  the  Cur^,  gaily,  *'  if  there 
be  any  resistance  to  overcome,  the  work 
will  soon  be  accomplished.  Here  we  are, 
seven  good  men  with  the  right  on  our  side." 

"  I  trust  there  w^ill  be  no  fighting,"  ob- 
served Plutarch,  who  clung  closely  to  the 
Cur^.  **  My  motto  is  pax  declined  through 
all  its  cases.  Singular,  nominative  pax^ 
peace,  is  my  desire ;  genitive,  paciSf  I  am 
a  lover  of  peace ;  dative,  pad,  I  bear  a 
great  affection  to  peace ;  accusative — " 

*•  For  my  part,"  exclaimed  Joseph,  in- 
terrupting  him,     **  I  hope   there  will  be 
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a  tuzzle,  just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing.  How 
far  have  we  to  go,  Cur^?'* 

*'  We  are  close  at  hand  now,  my  young 
friend,"  replied  Gr^goire,  nodding  to  the 
person  who  thus  familiarly  addressed 
him. 

Very  shortly,  indeed,  the  whole  party 
drew  up  in  front  of  the  entrance  to  the 
grounds.  Dashing  forward,  Joseph  seized 
the  stag's  hoof  and  caused  the  bell  to  roar 
loudly  in  its  iron  cage,  which  feat  he  had 
seven  or  eight  times  performed  ere  Mengin, 
who  should  have  been  in  the  lodge,  as  his 
master  was  expected,  was  beheld  stumping 
slowly  down  the  avenue  with  a  fowling- 
piece  under  his  arm. 

When  this  individual  perceived  the  for- 
midable regiment  that  was  drawn  up  be- 
fore the  gate,  he  paused,  and  seemed  to 
meditate  a  retreat.  Relying,  however,  on 
the  great  height  of  the  walls,  and  whistling 
a  huge  dog  of  the  St.  Bernard  breed  to 
his  side,  he  at  length  ventured  to  ap- 
proach. 

N  3 
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'*  What  do  you  please  to  want  ?"  de- 
manded he,  affecting  a  bow,  but  keeping 
a  watchful  eye  upon  their  movements. 

*'  Want !  old  curmudgeon  ?"  cried  Jo- 
seph. "  Why,  parbleUy  thy  leg  for  a  stick 
to  chastise  thy  back ;  so  open  quickly,  or 
we  beat  the  gate  in." 

'*  The  gentleman  is  pleased  to  be  merry," 
replied  Mengin.  "  Why  should  I  open, 
unless  you  tell  me  your  business  ?*' 

"  What  the  devil !"  began  Joseph,  who 
was  in  a  quarrelsome  temper. 

**  Monsieur  Mengin,"  said  the  Cur^ 
pressing  forward,  "  you  know  me,  I  dare 
say." 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,"  answered  the  other, 
bowing. 

"  Well  then,  I  will  tell  you  our  busi- 
ness. You  are  suspected  of  detaining  by 
force  a  young  lady  in  this  chateau.  You 
surely  can  make  no  objection  to  my  ascer- 
taining whether  or  not  this  is  a  fact." 

''  Certainly,  Monsieur  le  Curd,"  replied 
Mengin,  ''  I  shall  object  to  any  one  enter- 
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ing  these  grounds  without  my  master's  per- 
mission." 

**  Then  we  force  our  way/'  cried  Joseph, 
leaping  from  his  horse. 

Mengin  levelled  his  gun ;  but  the  daring 
young  fellow,  without  deigning  to  notice 
him,  laid  his  hand  on  the  gate  to  test  its 
solidity.  He  soon  perceived  that  they 
could  expect  to  make  no  impression  upon 
it  without  implements  —  a  regular  siege 
train,  in  fact. 

"  It  will  be  best  to  scale,"  remarked  the 
Curd. 

"  Scale  away  then,"  exclaimed  the  in- 
trepid Joseph,  beginning  to  clamber  up 
by  means  of  the  cross  bars,  whilst  the 
Baron,  smiling  with  grim  satisfaction  at 
the  prospect  of  strife,  unsheathed  his  sword, 
and  bidding  his  attendants  do  likewise, 
rode  furiously  to  and  fro  before  the  gate, 
cutting  and  slashing  at  invisible  enemies, 
as  if  to  whet  his  courage  for  a  real  conflict. 
Plutarch  alone  showed  any  symptoms  of 
terror. 

"  Pax  vobiscuniy  vobiscum  pax,  voUs  pax 
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cumT  cried  he  to  Meagin^  who  seemed 
deliberating  within  himself  whether  or  not 
he  should  fire,  **  I  never  offended  thee. 
Turn  aside  the  muzzle  of  thy  weapon. 
Monsieur  Gr^goire,  let  us  ride  away.  A 
man  of  your  cloth  to  expose  himself  in 
this  manner !  fie !     I  shall  get  down/' 

But  Plutarch  did  not  get  down ;  for  as 
it  was,  the  muscular  frame  of  the  Cur^ 
rose  like  a  rampart  between  him  and  any 
missile  that  might  be  projected  by  Mengin. 
This  respectable  personage  foreseeing  that 
the  park  would  certainly  be  taken  by  esca- 
lade, and  observing  that  Pierre  was  taking 
aim  at  him  with  a  great  horse-pistol,  ready 
to  fire  in  case  he  should  make  any  attempt 
against  them,  now  began  to  retire,  keeping 
still  his  face  to  the  foe,  and  with  a  dex- 
terity not  unworthy  of  the  leader  of  the 
Ten  Thousand,  had  effected  his  retreat 
with  his  four-footed  companion  ere  Joseph 
succeeded  in  getting  over  the  gate. 

"  Never  fear !"  said  the  leader  of  the  for- 
lorn hope,  *'  we  shall  catch  him,  or  there 
must  be  quicksilver  in  his  leg.'' 
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So  saying,  he  pulled  the  bolts,  and  find- 
ing that  a  lock  still  opposed  an  inhospitable 
resistance,  snatched  up  a  stone  and  broke 
it.  The  besiegers  then  poured  into  the 
grounds,  and  galloped  with  shouts  of 
triumph  towards  the  citadel,  proclaiming 
liberty  as  the  went  to  they  inhabitants  of 
the  town,  that  is  to  say,  to  a  number  of 
cows  and  sheep,  who  contented  themselves 
with  ceasing  for  a  moment  to  nibble  the 
grass,  and  then  indifferently  stooped  their 
heads.  Thus  it  is,  that  when  a  population 
observes  two  small  parties  struggling  which 
shall  obtain  the  mastery,  they  take  little 
interest  in  the  success  of  the  contest. 
These  same  meek  quadrupeds^ — apt  images 
of  a  servile  multitude — were  well  aware,  if 
they  were  aware  of  anything,  that  milked, 
fleeced,  and  eaten,  they  must  be,  whoever 
was  uppermost.  What  imported  to  them 
then  the  result  of  the  proceedings  which  fix 
our  attention  ?  Why  should  they  not,  after 
indulging  a  liberal  curiosity,  return  to  the 
enjoyment  of  the  present  hour  ? 

On  arriving  in  front  of  the  chateau  the 
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horsemen  formed  in  a  line,  any  thing  but 
contemptible  in  a  military  point  of  view. 
The  Baron,  with  his  long  sword,  meagre 
body,  and  ferocious  expression  of  counte- 
nance, was  not  the  least  conspicuous 
figure  ;  he  seemed  himself  a  host ;  and  his 
serving  men,  each  armed  with  a  brand 
suitable  to  his  proportions,  were  evidently 
capable  of  performing  good  service.  Con- 
cerning Joseph's  qualifications  there  could 
be  no  question.  For,  now  somewhat  inured 
to  equestrian  exercise,  and  forgetting  his 
awkwardness  in  the  excitement  of  the 
moment,  his  broad  chest  dilating  with 
energy,  few  men  would  have  dared  singly 
to  grapple  with  him. 

If  the  forces  of  the  garrison  to  whom 
this  formidable  array  was  opposed  were 
inferior  in  point  of  number,  they  enjoyed 
all  the  advantages  that  could  be  afibrded 
by  position.  At  three  windows  in  the 
first  floor,  indeed,  Mengin,  his  wife  and 
daughter  were  stationed,  each  brandishing 
a  fowUng-piece,  and  commanding  the  whole 
area  in  front  of  the  chateau. 
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'^  Petit  de  Amazonibus  describes  such 
furies  as  these,"  quoth  Plutarch,  shutting 
his  eyes  after  a  hasty  inspection  of  the 
female  members  of  the  garrison;  ''but  it 
never  fell  to  my  lot  before  to  behold  such 
a  sight." 

"  Now,  Mengin,"  cried  the  Cur^  riding 
up,  with  the  schoolmaster  still  behind  him, 
as  a  herald,  within  a  dangerous  proximity 
to  the  three  guns,  whilst  the  others  agreed 
to  remain  aloof  in  consultation ;  "  I  sum- 
mon you  to  surrender." 

"  Ay,  ay !"  said  Plutarch,  keeping  as 
much  under  cover  as  possible.  "  Ay, 
ay !  surrender,  do,  there's  a  good  girl, 
Justine,  and  I'll  give  you  a  kiss." 

**  When  you  can  catch  me,"  rudely  re- 
plied his  amiable  mistress,  directing  her 
piece  towards  him.  ''  If  ever  I  had  a  mind 
to  shoot  a  fool,  it  is  at  this  moment.  You 
had  better  hold  your  tongue." 

These  last  words  were  pronounced  in  a 
tone  so  significant,  that  Plutarch  shut  his 
mputh. 

"  Perhaps,"  continued  the  Cure,  "  you 
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are  not  all  aware  of  the  heavy  responsibility 
you  are  incorring  by  detaining  any  one  by 
force  in  this  house.  Should  you  be  tried 
and  convicted,  the  galleys  for  life — " 

**  Hear  that,  Justine,  and  repent  I"  cried 
Plutarch,  ^till  keeping  his  eyes  closed. 

*'  Husband,"  screamed  Madame  Mengin ; 
*'  don't  stand  parleying  there.  Let  us  fire. 
There's  that  rascally  little  schoolmaster 
making  faces  at  us.  We  have  often  told 
him  not  to  be  coming  here  after  our 
daughter,  so  there  can  be  no  harm  in 
shooting  him,  at  least." 

''  The  fact  is,"  said  her  better  half,  ad- 
dressing those  without,  ''  I  shall  not  let 
you  in,  be  the  consequences  what  they 
may ;  and  I  warn  you,  for  the  last  time,  to 
retire.  I  do  not  wish  to  injure  yoa, 
but—" 

**  A  Christian  and  a  charitable  senti- 
ment," exclaimed  Plutarch.  **  I  am  per- 
suaded we  are  entirely  in  the  ¥rrong.  Cure, 
let  us  retire.  I  half  think  it  is  not  lawful 
to  tarry ;  for  what  say  the  Institutes  in 
several  places  ? — N<mfas  est.'* 
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"  What  1"  observed  Gr^goire  ;  "  did  you 
not  tell  us  you  had  an  interview  with  the 
young  lady  in  question  ?" 

**  Oh  yes ;  for  Heaven's  sake  speak 
lower,"  whispered  the  schoolmaster. 

The  rest  of  the  party,  too  eager  to  re- 
main behind,  now  advanced. 

"  Old  chap,"  cried  the  Baron,  looking 
up  at  Mengin  like  a  cat  meditating  a  spring 
at  a  bird's  cage,  "  1  see  how  it  is.  Your 
father  was  an  innkeeper." 

''  An  innkeeper  was  he  !"  vociferated  the 
four  serving  men. 

'*  Therefore,"  proceeded  the  Baron, 
triumphantly,  "  you  are  a  precious  rascal; 
and  I  vote  for  taking  this  chateau  by 
storm,  and  putting  every  soul  within  its 
walls,  man,  woman  and  child,  to  the 
sword — 'tis  a  good  old  custom,  and  might 
be  revived  with  advantage." 

' '  Cut  their  throats  ;  every  one,  even  the 
babes  unborn  !"  added  the  valets. 

"  You  hear*  that,  my  love,"  exclaimed 

« 

the  schoolmaster.     *'  But  mayhap  you  do 
not  know  what  a  dreadful  thing  it  is  to 
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have  your  throat  cut.  I  saw  a  pig  killed 
yesterday,  and  the  gash  was  frightful  to 
behold.  Oh  little  did  I  think,  when  you 
boxed  my  ear  the  evening  I  came  to  sup 
with  Mademoiselle — " 

"  You  fool,  will  you  be  quiet  ?"  cried 
the  exasperated  girl,  elevating  her  voice 
so  as  to  drown  the  last  words  of  Plutarch. 
At  the  same  time  she  pointed  with  a  most 
fearfully  correct  aim  at  his  head. 

'*  Justine  1"  he  solemnly  replied,  "  em- 
ploy none  of  your  diabolical  engines  against 
me.  Turn  aside  thy  catapult,  I  conjure 
thee.     Don't  you  remember — '' 

Fearing  that  some  new  disclosure  was 
about  to  be  made,  Justine  pulled  the 
trigger  and  discharged  the  contents  of  her 
fowling  piece  at  the  schoolmaster.  A 
piercing  shriek  arose,  and  the  next  instant 
he  was  seen  struggling  on  the  ground  like 
a  fish  out  of  water,  and  bellowing  like  a 
bull.  Joseph,  seizing  the  opportunity, 
alighted,  and  making  a  dash  forward  gained 
the  protection  of  the  porch.  The  Cur^ 
remained  in  the  middle  of  the  field ;  but 
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the  BaroQ  and  his  men  galloped  up  and 
down  like  madmen,  brandishing  their  glit- 
tering swords  overhead,  and  crying  : 

''  Smite  them,  smite  them,  hip  and 
thigh !" 

By  the  wriggling  of  the  principal  cava- 
lier in  his  seat,  one  would  have  thought 
he  was  every  moment  in  terror  of  being 
struck  by  some  chance  ball.  As,  however, 
his  courage  was  undoubted,  we  must  ima- 
gine this  to  have  been  some  peculiar  me- 
thod of  striking  terror  into  his  enemies, 
just  as  the  Greeks  used  to  smite  their 
shields  with  their  swords,  or  as  tom-cats 
raise  their  backs  ere  they  fly  upon  the 
foe.  It  must  indeed  be  confessed  that 
his  whole  theory  of  the  siege  of  a  strong- 
hold was  somewhat  extraordinary ;  for  he 
every  now  and  then  took  a  wider  range,  and 
suddenly  entirely  disappeared  with  all  his 
men,  after  a  general  discharge  of  pistols 
against  the  windows,  among  the  trees  to 
the  right. 

Meanwhile,   Plutarch,  who  was  luckily 
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only  slightly  grazed  in  the  ear,  rose  from  the 
ground,  and  after  gazing  around  him  wildly 
for  two  seconds,  took  to  his  heels.  In  his 
alarm,  however,  he  chose  the  wrong  di- 
rection, and  soon  found  himself  with  the 
forlorn  hope  beneath  the  porch.  Here 
Joseph,  who  had  discovered  an  iron  bar 
leaning  in  a  comer,  was  battering  away  at 
the  door,  which  he  confidently  expected  to 
burst  open  in  a  couple  of  minutes. 

"  You  are  one  too  many,**  observed  he 
to  Plutarch,  who  pressed  against  him  so  as 
to  impede  his  movements.  '*  You  had 
better  rejoin  the  Cur^  yonder.  You  will 
help  to  make  a  show." 

*•  Oh  no,  oh  no,'*  said  Plutarch,  ''  I 
cannot  go  back.  That  devil  of  a  Justine — 
well  it's  no  matter ;  catch  me  marrying 
her,  that's  all — id  est,  if  I  live  to  marry. 
Oh  my  ear !" 

"  Monsieur  le  Cur^ !  Mordieu !  Sa- 
cr^r  exclaimed  Mengin,  beginning  to 
grow  confused,  and  uncertain  whether  he 
ought  to  remain  where  he  was  or  descend. 


THE    ECCENTRIC    LOVER.  285 

*'  Curse  away,  old  Turk !"  replied  Jo- 
seph, who  heard  his  execrations.  ^^  1  shall 
soon  smite  your  legs  from  under  you.*' 

At  this  moment  the  door  flew  open,  and 
Joseph,  who  instantly  levelled  his  pistol 
expecting  a  sally,  was  astonished  at  be- 
holding Pierre,  the  Baron's  valet,  beckon- 
ing to  them  to  enter.  The  fact  was,  that 
the  besieged  in  their  hurry  had  left  a  back 
door  leading  into  the  garden  open,  through 
which  the  main  body  of  the  army  had  pe- 
netrated. Asking  no  questions,  Joseph 
entered  the  hall  and  beheld  the  Baron 
himself,  and  three  of  his  other  attendants 
striding  up  the  staircase  four  steps  at  a 
time.  With  a  hop,  skip  and  a  jump,  he 
endeavoured  to  overtake  them  ;  but  ere  he 
could  accomplish  this  they  had  gained  the 
apartment  in  which  the  garrison  was  as- 
sembled. Fran9ois  instantly  managed  Ma- 
dame, Baptiste  pinioned  the  arms  of  Jus- 
tine, whilst  the  Baron,  tripping  up  old 
Mengin,  seized  him  by  his  inanimate  leg 
and  dragged  him  about  the  room,  hacking 
at  him  with  his  sword  and  spluttering  out 
oaths  and  vociferations  in  a  voice  that  would 
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have  frightened  a  nightingale  into  hys- 
terics : 

^'  Smite  tbem,  smite  them,  hip  and 
thigh  r 

The  one-legged  seneschal  finding  him- 
self so  roughly  handled,  set  up  a  hideous 
roar,  and  endeavoured  with  bis  remaining 
limb  to  kick  the  Baron's  shins  and  reduce 
him  to  the  same  category  as  himself ;  but 
the  agile  nobleman  eluded  his  blows  and 
continued  to  pull  him  about  and  hack  at 
him,  (forbearing  however  to  smite  above 
the  knee,  and  thus  falling  considerably 
short  of  his  threats),  until  he  had  com- 
pletely severed  a  great  portion  of  the 
wooden  leg  from  the  fallen  warrior.  This 
he  waved  three  times  round  his  head,  and 
then  placing  it  in  his  pocket,  declared  that 
he  would  lay  it  up  as  a  trophy  in  his  family 
armoury  along  with  the  Russian  flag  he 
took  at  the  battle  of  Borodino. 

The  chateau  was  now  completely  in  the 
power  of  the  besiegers.  They  accordingly 
very  quietly  secluded  Madame  Mengin  in 
one  room  and  her  husband  in  another,  and 
reserving  Justine  as  a  guide,  commanded 
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her  to  lead  them  to  the  apartment  of  Ma- 
demoiselle de  Chassereau. 

"  Oh  you  wicked  Plutarch !"  said  she, 
looking  daggers  through  her  tears  at  the 
schoolmaster ;  *'  you  have  betrayed  us." 

'*  No,'*  said  Joseph ;  "  what  came  we 
from  Paris  for  but  to  rescue  the  young 
lady?     Lead  on." 

Without  further  expostulation,  Justine 
resigned  herself  to  necessity,  and  led  the 
way  up-stairs,  followed  by  the  whole  party 
with  drawn  swords — an  extraordinary  com- 
pany it  is  true  to  meet  a  young  lady  at  the 
door  of  her  bed-chamber,  but  certainly 
under  the  circumstances  the  most  welcome 
that  could  possibly  be. 

Agnes,  who  had  heard  the  discharge 
of  fire-arms  and  the  shouts  of  the  besiegers, 
understood  immediately  that  an  attempt 
was  being  made  to  rescue  her.  Had  it 
been  in  her  power,  she  would  instantly 
have  flown  down  to  prevent  bloodshed  if 
possible  by  her  appearance  ;  but  her  guar- 
dians had  taken  care  to  lock  her  in,  so  that 
she  was  compelled  to  remain  passive  in 
the  greatest  possible  state    of  excitement 
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and  alarm  until  all  was  over.  She  then 
heard  the  voices  of  the  victors  coming  tu- 
multuously  up-stairs,  and^  not  recognising 
any  of  them  as  Claude's,  remained  in  sus- 
pense, until  the  door  being  thrown  open, 
a  band  of  armed  men  entered,  at  the  head 
of  whom  was  Joseph.  She  advanced  a 
few  steps  towards  her  friend;  but  her 
strength  failing  her,  in  the  agitation  of  the 
moment  she  would  have  fallen  had  he  not 
caught  her  in  his  arms. 

*'  Ah !"  she  exclaimed,  recovering  al- 
most immediately,  *'  where  is  Claude? 
Where  is  my  mother  ?  Where  is  F6U- 
cit^  ?" 

"  They  are  all  near,"  cried  the  honest 
Joseph,  who  was  himself  trembling  with 
delight ;  ^*  and  strange  discoveries  have 
been  made  this  day.  This  is  your  grand- 
uncle,  this  is  he  of  whom  your  mother 
used  so  often  to  speak." 

The  young  girl  cast  an  incredulous 
glance  on  the  Baron. 

'*  Alas,  it  is  too  true  !"  said  he,  slightly 
mistaking  her  expression  ;  ''  though  I  look 
so  young  I  am  near  sixty  years  of  age." 
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All  this  was  incomprehensible  to  Agnes ; 
and  Joseph  was  not  the  man  to  afford  any 
explanation. 

"  You  will  understand  more  of  this, 
my  dear  Mademoiselle  de  Chassereau,"  he 
said,  **  from  your  mother.  Let  us  hasten 
to  join  her." 

In  a  very  short  time  a  carriage  was 
drawn  from  the  stables  of  the  chateau, 
two  horses  were  harnessed  thereunto,  Men- 
gin  and  his  family  set  at  liberty,  and 
Joseph  and  Agnes,  escorted  by  the  Baron 
and  his  attendants,  who  grumbled  much 
that  no  plunder  was  allowed  them,  set  off 
for  Gogenheim. 

During  the  brief  journey,  Agnes  learned 
that  she  was  not  only  to  see  her  mother 
and  F^licite,  but  Claude  also,  at  the  jour- 
ney's end;  and  she  thanked  Heaven  fer- 
vently for  having  thus  at  length  brought 
her  misfortunes  to  a  close. 


VOL.    III. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

SHORT   AND    8WEET ;    OB   MULTUM    IN    PABVO. 

It  is  now  perhaps  unnecessary  to  enter 
into  any  very  lengthened  explanation.  Our 
readers  will  have  understood  that  M. 
d'Aguesseau,  alias  Baron  Brain,  had  been 
the  cause,   mediately   or  immediately,  of 

most  of  the  events    which   we  have  re- 

• 

corded.  It  was  his  fantastic  and  dange- 
rous  character  that  at  first  drove  Captain 
de  Chassereau  to  resume  a  name  which  his 
family  had  abandoned  at  the  Revolution 
in  order  to  escape  the  vengeance  that 
now  threatened  to  be  inflicted  on  him  by 
the  enraged  uncle  for  having  married  his 
niece  against  his  consent.  It  was  this 
circumstance    also,    by    preventing    them 
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from  learning  the  change  which  had  in 
reality  taken  place  in  his  sentiments  after 
a  few  years,  that  kept  their  two  sys- 
tems of  existence  so  completely  apart  that 
they  had  never  once  actually  come  in 
contact  for  twenty  years.  During  this 
time  he  had  had  more  frequent  fits  of 
madness,  which,  however,  took  a  comical 
turn  and  led  him  into  the  eccentric  mode 
of  life  which  we  have  in  part  described. 
The  object  he  always  aflfected  to  have  in 
view  was  the  recovery  of  his  niece,  though 
he  had  often  passed  more  than  a  year 
without  alluding  to  her.  He  had  now  be- 
come so  inured  to  his  mode  of  life  that  the 
meeting  produced  little  effect  on  him.  He 
almost  regretted  it  in  fact,  as  it  would 
deprive  him  of  the  principal  excuse  for 
a  mode  of  life  which  he  had  resolved  not 
to  abandon.  We  have  several  times  al- 
luded to  the  manner  in  which  he  consti- 
tuted Narcisse  Leroux  his  auxiliary  in  the 
search.  That  individual's  sagacity  had  at 
length  enabled  him  to  trace  Madame  de 
Chassereau    and    her    famUy.     We    have 

o  2 
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seen  the  attempts  he  made  to  turn  this 
circumstance  to  his  advantage  in  one  way 
or  another. 

We  have  now  only  to  inform  our  readers 
what  became  of  the  principal  characters 
who  have  figured  in  these  pages.  The 
reconciliation  which  took  place  between 
Madame  de  Chassereau  and  her  uncle, 
placed  her  in  possession  of  the  fortune,  hopes 
of  obtaining  part  of  which  had  so  often 
led  Narcisse  Leroux  astray  from  the  paths 
of  virtue.  A  letter  was  instantly  des- 
patched to  Captain  de  Chassereau,  and 
many  weeks  had  not  elapsed  before  he 
joined  the  party.  Shortly  afterwards,  two 
marriages  were  celebrated,  at  a  httle  village 
church  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Grogen- 
heim  between  Claude  and  Agnes,  and  Jo- 
seph and  F^licit^.  No  reason  was  alleged 
by  any  one  why  **  these  respective  couples 
should  not  be  joined  together  in  holy  matri- 
mony ;"  and  to  the  best  of  our  knowledge 
nothing  has  ever  occurred  to  disturb  the 
harmony  of  their  union. 

The  worthv  Monsieur  Joubert,  who  had 
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given  such  unequivocal  proofs  of  friendship 
to  all,  was  not  the  most  inconsiderable 
person  on  that  auspicious  day.  He  never 
was  more  merry,  and  declared  that  he  felt 
younger  by  ten  years.  He  told  the  story 
of  his  equestrian  exploits,  made  fun  of 
himself  and  Joseph,  and  endeavoured  by 
all  the  means  in  his  power  to  add  to  the 
hilarity  of  his  friends. 

We  shall,  however,  say  no  more  about 
the  ceremony  or  the  rejoicings,  though  it 
would  have  been  infinitely  amusing  to  de- 
scribe the  gay  costume  in  which  Baron 
Brain  appeared  at  church,  and  how  the 
peasants  grinned  and  the  four  valets  threat- 
ened vengeance,  and  how  the  nobleman 
danced  with  his  niece,  and  his  grand-niece, 
and  Felicity,  and  how  he  presented  Agnes 
with  the  title  deeds  of  an  estate  worth  fifty 
thousand  francs  a-year,  and  how  she  gave 
them  to  her  husband.  It  would  have 
saddened  the  heart  of  a  miser  also,  had 
we  determined  to  describe  the  magnificent 
presents  iie  made  to  all,  and  the  fAe- 
champ^tre  of  which   he  defrayed   the   ex- 
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pense,  and  during  which  he  distributed 
handsful  of  silver  to  the  rustics.  Merry 
would  have  been  the  laugh,  moreover,  had 
we  undertaken  to  chronicle  all  the  witty 
sayings  he  uttered,  and  all  the  annotations 
of  his  valets ;  but  these  must  be  for 
another  time. 

Narcisse  and  Jean  now  demand  our  at- 
tention. The  latter  remained  with  his  old 
cnmpanion  until  his  slight  flesh-wound 
was  healed,  and  then  re-entered  the  service 
of  Claude.  Not  many  weeks  ago,  how- 
ever, he  married,  and  has  been  enabled 
by  his  master  to  settle  on  a  small  farm 
in  Touraine. 

No  sooner  were  the  grand  doings  at 
Gogenheim  concluded,  and  the  new-mar- 
ried couples  and  their  friends  on  their 
way  to  Paris,  than  Baron  Brain,  who  was 
making  preparations  to  follow  them,  re- 
ceived a  visit  from  ^'  his  adopted  son,"  who 
pleaded  that  the  salubrious  air  of  the  castle 
was  necessary  to  him  during  his  conva- 
lescence. Narcisse  was  indulged  with  an 
interview.      What    passed   between  them 
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has  never  transpired,  but  it  is  certain  that 
their  quarrel  was  made  up,  and  that  the 
Baron,  with  his  usual  prudence  determined 
to  make  Narcisse  the  superintendant  of 
his  estates.  This,  however,  being  opposed 
by  the  prudent  among  his  relatives,  he  was 
content  to  give  his  friend  a  general  invi- 
tation as  guest  at  his  mansion  in  the  south 
of  France. 

Since  that  time,  accordingly,  this  gen- 
tleman has  inhabited  the  Baron's  mansion 
near  Bordeaux.  He  has  not  yet  returned 
to  Paris,  but  it  is  believed  he  will  ere  long 
again  make  his  appearance  there.  He  has 
some  idea  of  setting  up  a  magazine  to 
disseminate  the  transcendental  principles 
of  philosophy,  which  henceforward,  how- 
ever, he  intends  to  advocate  only  in  theory, 
leaving  the  practice  to  meaner  natures. 

"  Whatever  I  do,"  observed  he  to  us 
when  he  was  unfolding  his  plan,  'Mf  I 
can  bring  my  personal  qualifications  into 
play,  I  am  sure  to  succeed.  Genius,  en- 
veloped in  beauty,  is  absolutely  irresistible. 
My  mental  powers  you  know  are  of  a  very 
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high  order — my  physical  qualities  are  un- 
objectionable. Besides  all  which,  there  is 
in  my  manners  and  the  expression  of  my 
countenance  that  je  ne  sais  quoi  which 
cannot  fail  to  please  and  fascinate  the  di;^- 
criminating  mind." 


THE    END. 
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